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P  HEP  A  C  E.^ 


Compositions  resembling  those  of  the  present  Toiume  are  not 
Bnfreqnently  condemned  for  their  queruloug  egotism.  B|it  ego- 
tism is  to  be  condemned  then  only  when  it  ofiends  against  time 
and  place,  as  ia  a  history  or  an  epic  poem.  To  censure  it  in  a 
monody  <»r  sonnet  k  almost  as  absurd  as  to  dislilce  a  circle  for 
being  round.  Why  tiien  write  Sonnets  or  Monodies  ?  Because 
they  give  ue  pleasure  when  perhaps  nothing  else  could.  After 
the  more  Tiolent  emotions  of  sorrow,  the  mind  demands  amuse- 
ment, and  can  find  it  in  employment  alone  :  but  full  of  its  late 
Bufienngs,  it  can  endure  no  employment  not  in  some  measure 
connected  with  them.  Forcibly  to  turn  away  our  attention  to 
general  subjects  is  a  painful  and  oflei^  a  most  unavailing  efibrt. 

"  But  O !  hov  grateftd  to  a  wounded  hefurt 
The  tale  of  mitery  to  impact — 
From  others'  eyes  bid  artless  sorrows  flow, 
AQd  raise  esteem  upon  the  base  of  woe !" 

Shaw. 

The  communicativeness  of  our  nature  leads  us  to  describe  our 
own  sorrows ;  ia  the  ^deavor  to  dsscribe  them,  intellectual  ac- 
tivity is  exerted  ;  and  from  intellectual  activity  there  results  a 
pleasure,  which  is  gradually  associated,  and  mingles  as  a  correc- 
tive, with  the  painful  subject  of  the  description.  "  True  !"  (it 
may  be  answered)  **  but  how  is  the  Public  intwested  in  your 
sorrows  or  your  description  ?"  We  are  forever  attributing  per- 
•onal  unities  to  imaginary  aggregates.     What  is  the  Fublie,  but 

*  To  the  first  and  second  editions. 
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a  tenn  for  a  number  of  scattered  iadividuals  ?     Of  whom  as 

many  will  be  interested  in  these  sorrows,  as  have  experienced  the 

same  or  similar. 

'•  Holy  be  the  lay 
"Which  mourniog  seothes  the  mourner  on  his  way." 

If  I  could  judge  of  others  by  myself,  I  should  not  hesitate  to  af- 
firm, that  the  most  interesting  passages  in  all  writings  are  those 
in  which  the  author  develops  his  own  feelings  ?  The  sweet  voice 
of  Cona*  never  sounds  so  sweetly,  as  when  it  speaks  of  itself ; 
and  I  should  almost  suspect  that  man  of  an  unkindly  heart,  who 
could  read  the  opening  of  the  tliird  book  of  the  Paradise  Lost 
without  peculiar  emotion.  By  a  law  of  our  nature,  he^  who 
labors  under  a  strong  feeling,  is  impelled  to  seek  for  sympathy  ; 
but  a  poet's  feelings  are  all  strong,  ftuicquid  amet  valde  amat. 
Akenside  therefore  speaks  with  philosophical  accuracy  when  he 
classes  Love  and  Poetry,  as  producing  the  same  efiects  : 

"  Love  and  ihe  wish  of  Poets^when  their  tongue 
Would  teach  to  others'  bosoms,  what  so  charms 
Their  own." 

Pleasubbs  of  Imaqination. 

There  is  one  species  of  egotism  which  is  truly  disgusting  ;  not 
that  which  leads  us  to  comftiunicate  our  feelings  to  others,  but 
that  which  would  reduce  the  feelings  of  others  to  an  identity 
with  our  own.  The  atheist,  who  exqloims,  "  pshaw  !'*  when  he 
glances  his  eye  on  the  praises  of  Deity,  is  an  egotist :  an  old 
man,  when  he  speaks  contemptuously  of  Love- verses,  is  an  ego- 
tist :  and  the  sleek  favorites  of  fortune  are  egotists,  when  they 
condemn  all  "melancholy,  discontented"  verses.  Surely,  it 
would  be  candid  not  merely  to  ask  whether  the  poem  pleases' 
ourselves,  but  to  consider  whether  or  no  there  may  not  be  others 
to  whom  it  is  well  calculated  to  give  an  innocent  pleasure. 

I  shall  only  add,  that  each  of  my  readers  will,  I  hope,  remem- 
ber, that  these  poems  on  various  subjects,  which  he  reads  at  one 
time  and  under  the  influence  of  one  set  of  feelings,  were  written 


*  Ossian. 
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at  difierent  times  and  {oompted  by  veiy  difieGtent  feelings ;  and 
thereforev  that  the  supposed  inferiority  of  one  poem  to  another 
may  sometimes  be  owing  to  the  temper  of  mind,  in  which  he 
happ^is  to  peruse  it. 


My  poems  have  been  rightly  charged  with  a  profusion  of 
double-epithets,  and  a  general  turgidness/  I  have  pruned  the 
double-epithets  with  no  sparing  hand  ;  and  used  my  best  eflbrts 
to  tame  the  swell  and  glitter  both  of  thought  and  diction.*  This 
latter  fault  however  had  insinuated  itself  into  my  Religious  Mu- 
sings with  such  intricacy  of  union,  that  sometimes  I  have  omitted 
to  disentangle  the  weed  from  the  fear  of  snapping  the  flower. 
A  third  and  heavier  accusation  has  been  brought  against  me,  that 
of  obscurity  ;  but  not,  I  think,  with  equal  justice.  An  author  is 
obscure,  when  his  conceptions  are  dim  and  imperfect,  and  his 
language  incorrect,  or  inappropriate,  or  involved.  A  poem  that 
abounds  in  allusions,  like  the  Bard  of  Gray,  or  one  that  imper-  ^ 
senates  high  and  abstract  truths,  like  Collinses  Ode  on  the  poetical 
character,  claims  not  to  be  popular — ^but  should  be  acquitted  of 
obscurity.  The  deficiency  is  in  the  reader.  But  this  is  a  charge 
which  every  poet,  whose  imagination  is  warm  and  rapid,  must 
expect  from  his  contemporaries.  Milton  did  not  escape  it ;  and 
it  was  adduced  with  virulence  against  Gray  and  Collins.  We 
now  hear  no  more  of  it :  not  that  their  poems  are  better  under- 
stood at  present,  than  they  were  at  their  first  publication ;  but 
their  fame  is  established  ;  and  a  critic  would  accuse  himself  of 
frigidity  or  inattention,  who  should  profess  not  to  understand  them. 

*  Without  any  feeling  of  anger,  I  may  yet  be  allowed  to  express  some 
degree  of  surprise,  that  after  having  run  the  critical  gauntlet  for  a  certain 
class  of  faults,  which  I  had,  viz.  a  too  ornate,  and  elaborately , poetic  diction, 
and  nothing  having  come  before  the  judgment-seat  of  the  Reviewers  during 
the  long  interval,  I  should  for  at  least  seventeen  years,  quarter  after  quar- 
ter, liave  been  placed  by  them  in  the  foremost  rank  of  the  proscribed,  and 
made  to  abide  the  brunt  of  abuse  and  ridicule  for  faults  directly  opposite, 
"^.  bald  and  prosaic  language,  and  an  affected  simplicity  both  of  matter 
and  manner — faults  which  assuredly  did  not  enter  into  the  character  of 
my  eom^eitiojiB.*-Biographia  lAteraria,  Works,  III.  p.  179. 
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But  a  living  ^writer  is  yet  sub  judioe  ;  and  if  we  wi  not  follow 
ids  coneeptiom  or  enter  into  his  feelings,  it  is  more  ^consoling  to 
our  pride  to  coniider  him  as  lost  beneath,  than  a»  soaring  aboVe 
us.  If  any  man  expect  from  my  poems  the  same  easiness  of  style 
whieh  he  admires  in  a  drinking-song,  for  him  I  have  not  written. 
Intelligibilia,  non  intellectnm  adfero. 

I  expect  neither  profit  nor  general  fame  by  my  writings  ;  and 
I  consider  myself  as  having  been  amply  repaid  without  either. 
Poetry  has  been  to  me  its  own  "  exceeding  great  reward  :"  it  has 
soothed  my  afEictions  ;  it  has  multiplied  and  refined  my  enjoy- 
ments ;  it  has  endeared  solitude  ;  and  it  has  given  me  the  habit 
of  wishing  to  discover  the  Good  and  the  Beautiful  in  all  that 
meets  and  surrounds  me. 

S.  T.  0. 
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GENEVIEVE. 

Maid  of  my  Lore,  sweet  Genevieye  \ 
In  Beauty's  lig^t  you  glide  along : 
Your  eye  is  like  the  star  of  eve, 
And  sweet  your  Voice,  as  Seraph's  song. 
Yet  not  your  heavenly  Beauty  gives 
This  heart  with  passion  soil  to  glow : 
Within  your  soul  a  Voice  there  lives  \ 
It  bids  yon  hear  the  tale  of  Woe. 
When  sinking  low  the  Sufierer  wan 
Beholds  no  hand  ontstretcht  to  save, 
Fair,  as  the  bos(Hn  of  the  Swan 
That  rises  graceful  o'er  tlie  wave, 
I've  seen  your  breast  with  pity  heave, 
And  therefore  love  I  you,  sweet  Genevieve ! 

SONNET. 

TO   THE   AITTUMNAL   MOON. 

Mild  Splendor  of  the  various-vested  Night ! 
Mother  of  wildly-wcnking  visions !  hail ! 
I  watch  thy  gliding,  while  with  watery  tight 
Thy  weak  eye  glimmers  through  a  fleecy  veil ; 
And  when  Uiou  lovest  thy  pale  orbto  shroud 
Behind  the  gathered  blackness  lost  on  high ;   ^ 
And  when  thou  dartest  ivom  the  wind-rent  cloud 
Thy  plaoid  lightning  o'er  the  awakened  sky. 
Ah  such  is  Hope !  as  changeful  and  as  fair ! 
Now  dimly  peering  on  "^e  wistful  sight ; 
Now  hid  behind  tiie^  dragon-winged  Despair : 
But  soon  emerging  in  her  radiant  might 
She  o'er  the  sonow-clouded  breast  of  Care 
Sails,  like  a  meteor  kindling  in  its  flight. 
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antheSl 

TOR   THE    CHILDBEN   OP    CHRIST* S   HOSPITAL. 

Seraphs  !  around  th'  Etemars  seat  who  throng 

With  tuneful  ecst^cies  of  praise  : 
0 !  teach  our  feeble  tongues  like  yours  the  song 

Of  fervent  gratitude  to'  raise — 
Like  you,  inspired  with  holy  flame 
To  dwell  on  that  Aknighty  name 
Who  bade  the  child  of  woe  no  longer  sigh, 
And  Joy  in  tears  o'erspread  the  Widow's  eye. 

Th*  all-gracious  Parent  hears  the  wretch's  prayer ; 

The  meek  tear  st]:o^gly  pleads  on  high  ; 
Wan  Resignation  struggling  with  despair 

The  Lord  beholds  with  pitying  eye  ; 
Sees  cheerless  want  unpitied  pine, 
Disease  on  earth  its  head  recline, 
And  bids  compassion  seek  the  realms  of  woe 
To  heal  the  wounded,  and  to  raise  the  low. 

She  comes  !  she  comes  I  the  meek  ey'd  power  I  see 

With  liberal  hand  that  loves  to  bless ; 
The  clouds  of  sorrow  at  her.presence  flee  ; 

Rejoice  I  rejoice  !  ye  children  of  distress  !  *  ^  . 

The  beams  that  play  around  her  head 
Thro'  want's  dark  vale  their  radiancy  spread : 
The  young  nncultur'd  mind  imbibes  the  ray. 
And  vice  reluctant  quits  th'  expected  prey. 

Cease,  thoi^  lorn  mother !  cee^e  thy  wailings  drear ; 

Ye  babes  !  the  unconscious  sob  forego ; 
Or  let  full  gratitude  now  prompt  the- tear 

Which  erst  did  sorrow  force  to  flow. 
Unkindly  cold  and  tempest  shrill 
In  life's  morn  oft  the  traveller  chill, 
But  soon  his  path  the  sun  of  Love  shall  warm ; 
And  each  glad  scene  look  brighter  for  the  storm  ! 

1789. 
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TIME,  REAL  AND  IMAGmART. 

AN  ALLEOORT. 

On  the  wide  level  of  a  mountain's  head, 
(I  knew  not  where,  but  'twas  some  faery  place) 
Their  pinions^  ostrich-like,  for  sails  outspread, 
Two  lovely  children  run  an  endless  race, 

A  sister  and  a  brother  ! 

That  far  outstripp'd  the  otljer  ; 
Yet  ever  runs  she  with  reverted  face, 
And  looks  and  listons  for  the  boy  behind : 

For  he,  alas !  is  blind ! 
O'er  rough  and  smooth  with  even  step  he  passed 
Andrews  not  whether  he  be  first  or  last. 

MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  CHATTBRTON. 

0  WHAT  a  wonder  seems  the  fear  of  death. 

Seeing  how  gladly  we  all  sink  to  sleep, 

Babes,  Children,  Youths,  and  Men, 

Night  following  night  for  threescore  years  and  ten ! 

But  doubly  strange,  where  life  is  but  a  breath 

To  sigh  and  pant  with,  up  Want's  rugged  steep. 


Away,  (jriTm  rhantom  !  Scorpion  King,  away  ! 

Reserve  thy  terrors  and  thy  stings  display 

For  coward  Wealth  and  Guilt  in  robes  of  State  I 

Lo !  by  the  grave  I  stand  of  one,  for  whom 

A  prodigal  Nature  and- a  niggard  Doom 

(That  all  bestowing,  this  withh<^ding  all,) 

Made  each  chance  knell  from  distant  spire  or  dome 

Sound  like  a  seeking  Mother's  anxious  call, 

Return,  poor  Child !  Home,  weary  Truant,  home  ! 

Thee,  Chatterton  !  these  unblest  stones  protect 
From  want,  and  the  bleak  freezings  'of  neglects 
Too  long  before  the  vexing  Storm-blast  tiriven 
Here  hast  thou  found  repose  !  beneath- this  sod' ! 
Thou  !  0  vain  word  I  thou  dwell'st  not  with  the  clod  ! 
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Amid  the  shining  Host  of  ^o  Forgiven 
Thou  at  the  Throne  of  Mercy  and  thy  God 
The  triumph  of  redeeming  Love  doBt  hymn 
(Believe  it,  O  my  soul !)  to  harps  of  Seraphim. 

Yet  oft,  perforce,  ('tis  sufTering  Nature's  call) 
I  weep,  that  heaven-horn  Genius  so  should  fkll ; 
And  oft,  in  Fancy's  saddest  hour,  my  soul 
Averted  shudders  at  the  poisoned  bowl. 
Now  groans  my  sickening  heart,  as  still  I  vi^ 

Thy  corse  of  livid  hue ; 
Now  indignation  checks  the  feebte  sigh, 
Or  flashes  through  the  tear  that  glistens  in  mine  eye ! 

Is  this  the  land  of  song-ennobled  line  ? 

Is  this  the  land,  where  Genius  ne'er  in  vain 

Poured  forth  his  lofty  strain  ? 
Ah  me  I  yet  Spenser,  gentlest  bard  divine^ 
Beneath  chill  Disappointment's  shade. 
His  weary  limbs  in  lonely  anguish  laid  i, 

And  o'er  her  darling  dead 

Pity  hopeless  hung  her  head. 
While  "  mid  the  pelting  of  that  merciless  storm," 
Sunk  to  the  cold  earth  Otway's  famished  form! 

Sublime  of  thought^  and  confident  of  faihe, '  ^" ' 
From  vales  where  Avoa  winds  the  Minstrel*  came. 

Light-hearted  youth!  aye,  as  he  hastes  along, 
He  meditates  the  f jitare  song. 
How  dauntless  iBlla  firay'd  the  Dacyan  fJoe ; 

And  while  the  numbers  flowing  strong 

In  eddies  whirl,  in  surges  throng. 
Exulting  in  ^e  spirits'  genial  throe 
In  tides  of  power  his  life-blood  seems  to  flow. 

And  now  his  cheeks  with  deeper  ardors  flame, 
His  eyes  have  glmous  meanings,  that  declare 
More  than  the  light  of  outwiurd  day  shines  there, 
A  holier  triumph  and  a  sterner  aim ! 

*  Avon,  a  riyer  near  Bristol;  the  birth-place  of  Chattert<»u 
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fnngv  glow  within  him ;-  an4  he  soan  abo>ve 
Or  Bard's  or  Minstrers  lay  of  war  or  lore. 
Friend  to  the  friendless,  to  the  Sufferer  health, 
He  hears  the  widow's  prayer,  ^e  good  man's  praise  ; 
To  scenes  of  Uiss  transmutes  his  fancied  wealth. 
And  young  and  old  shall. now  see  h^ppy  days. 
On  many  a  waste  he  bids  trim  Gardens  rise; 
Gives  the  blue  sky  to  many  a  prisoner'-s  eyes ; 
And  now  in  wrath  he  grasps  the  patriot  steel, 
And  her  own  iron  rod  he  makes  Oppression  feel. 

SweetjFlower  of  Hope,!  free  Nature's  genial  ehild  I 
That  didst  so  fair  disclose  thy  early  bloom, 
Filling  the  wide  air  with  a  rich  perfume  ! 
For  thee  in  vain  all  heavenly  aspects  smil'd  ; 
From  the  hard  world  brief  respite  could  they  win— > 
The  firoBt  nipp'd  sharp  without,  the  canker  pfey'd  within  < 
Ah !  where  are  fled  the  charms  of  remal  Grace^ 
Aad  Joy's  wild  gleams  that  lightened  o*er  thy  face  ? 
Youth  oi  tumultuous  soul,  and  haggard  eye ! 
Thy  wasted  form,  thy  hurried  steps  I  view, 
On  thy  wan  forehead  starts  the  lethsl  dew. 
And  oh  !  the  anguish  of  that  shuddering  sigh ! 

/   Sueh  were  the  struggles  of  the  gloomy  hour» 
;         When  Cai^e,  of  withered  brow, 
(      Prepared  the  poison's  death-cold  power  : 
Already  to  thy  lips  was  raised  the  bowl, 
When  near  thee  stood  Affection  meek 
(Her  bosom  bare,  and  wildly  pale  her  cheek) 
Thy  sullen  gaze  she  bade  thee  roll 
On  scenes  that  weU  might  melt  thy  soiil ; 
Thy  native  cot  she  flashed  upon  thy  view, 
Thy  native  cot,  where  still,  at  close  of  day. 
Peace  smiling  sate,  and  listened  to  thy  lay ; 
Thy  Sister's  shrieks  she  bade  thee  hear. 
And  mark  thy  mother's  thrilling  tear ; 
See,  see  her  breast's  convulsive  throe. 
Her  silent  agony  of  woe ! 
Ah  !  dash  the  poisoned  ehalioe  fiora  thy  hand ! 
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And  thou  had'st  dashed  it,  ftt  her  soft  command, 

But  that  Despair  and  Indignation  rose, 

And  told  again  the  story  of  thy  woes  ; 

Told  the  keen  insult  of  the  unfeeling  heart ; 

The  dread  dependence  ob  the  low-honi  mind ;  - 

Told  every  pang,  with  which  thy  soul  must  smart, 

Neglect,  and  grinning  Scorn,  and  Want  combined! 

Hecoiling  quick,  thou  had'st  the  friend  of  pain 

Roll  the  black  tide  of  Death  through  every  freezing  rein! 

0  Spirit  blest ! 
Whether  the  EtemaFs  throne  around, 
Amidst  the  blaze  of  Seraphim, 
Thou  pourest  forth  the  grateful  hymn  ; 
Or  soaring  thro'  the  blest  domain 
Enrapturest  Angels  with  thy  strain,—^ 
Grant  ma,  like  thee,  the  lyre  to  sound, 
Like  thee  with  fire  divine  to  glow  ; — 
But  ah !  when  rage  the  waves  of  woe. 
Grant  me  with  firmer  breast  to  meet  their  hate, 
i^gdsoar  beyond  th»-6torm  with  upright  eye  elate ! 

Ye  woods  !  that  wave  o'er  Avon's  rocky  steep. 
To  Fancy's  ear  sweet  is  your  murmuring  deep  !     • 
For  here  she  loves  the  cypress  wreath  to  weave 
Watching,  with  wistful  eye,  the  saddening  tints  of  eve. 
Here,  far  from  men,  amid  this  pathless  grove. 
In  solemin  thought  the  Minstrel  Wont  to  rove, 
like  star-beam  on  the  slow  sequestered  tide 
Lone-glittering,  through  the  high  tree  branching  "^ide. 

And  here,  in  Inspiration's  eager  hour. 
When  most  the  big  soul  feels  the  mastering  power, 
These  wilds,  these  caverns  roaming  o'er, 
Hound  which  the  screaming  sea-gulls  soar, 
With  wild  unequal  steps  he  passed  along. 
Oft  pouring  on  the  winds  a  broken  spng  : 
Anon,  upon  some  rough  rock's  fearful  brow 
Would  pause  abrupt-^-^tnd  gaze  upon  the  waves  below. 

Poor  Chatterton  !  he  sorrows  for  thy  fate 

Who  would  have  praised  and  loved  thee,  ere  too  late. 
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Poor  Chatterton  !  farewell !  of  darkest  hues 
Tbis  chaplet  cast  I  on  thy  unshaped  tomb  ; 
Bat  dare  no  longer  on  the  sad  theme  muse, 
Lest  kindred  woes  persuade  a  kindred  doom  : 
For  oh  !  big  gall-drops,  shook  from  Folly's  wing,  ^ 
Have  blackened  the  fair  promise  of  my.  spring ; 
And  the  stern  Fate,  transpierced  with  viewless  dart 
The  last  pale  Hope  that  shivered'  at  my  heart ! 

•  Hence,  gloomy  thoughts !  no  more  my  soul  shall  dvirell 
On  joys  that  were  !  No  more  endure  to  weigh 
The  shairle  and  anguish  of  the  evil  day, 
Wisely  forgetful !     O'er  the  ocean  swell 
Sublime  of  Hope  I  seek  the  cottaged  dell 
Where  Virtue  calm  with  careless  step  may  stray ; 
And,  dancing  to  the  moonlight  roundelay, 
ThQ  wizard  passions  weave  a  holy  spell ! 

0  Chatterton !  that  thou  wert  yet  alive  I 
Sure  thou  would' st  spread  the  canvass  to  the  gale. 
And  love  with  us  the  tinkling  team  to  drive 
O'er  peaceful  Freedom's  undivided  dale ;     * 
And  we,  at  sober  eve,  would  round  thee  throng, 
Would  hang,  enraptured,  oti  thy  stately  song. 
And  greet  with  smiles  the  young-eyed  Poesy 
All  deftly  masked,  as  hoar  Antiquity, 
Alas,  vain  Phantasies  !  the  fleeting  brood 
Of  Woe  self-solaced  in  her  dreamy  mo6d  ! 
Yet  will  I  love  to  follow  the  sweet  dream. 
Where  Susquehanna  pours  his  untamed  stream  ; 
And  on  some  hill,  whose  forest-frowning  side 
Waves  o'er  the  murmurs  of  his  calmer  tide, 
Will  raise  a  solemn  Cenotaph  to  thee, 
Ssyget  Haiyerj^LlJjaaerJ^         Minstrelsy ! 
And  there,  soothed  sadly  by  the  dirgeful  wind, 
Muse  on  the  sore  ills  I  had  lefl  behind. 
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SONGS  OP  THE  PIXIES. 
• 

The  Pizseb,  in  the^saperstitidii  <^  Deyonshire,  are  a  raoe  of  beings  invis- 
ibly small,  and  harmless  or  friendly  to  man.  At  a  small  distance  from  a 
village  In  that  county,  half-way  up  a  wood-covered  hill,  is  an  excavation 
called  the  Piziss*  Parlor,  llie  roots  of  old  trees  form  its  ceiling;  and  on 
its  sides  are  innumerable  dphers,  amqiag  which  the  author  discov^ed  his 
own  and  those  oi  has  brothers^  cut  by  the  hand  of  their  childhood.  At  the 
foot  of  the  hill  flows  the  river  Otter. 

To  this  place  the  author,  during  the  Summer  months  of  the  year  179^ 
conducted  a  party  of  young  ladies,  one  of  whom,  of  stature  elegantly  suudl^ 
and  of  complexion  oplorless  yet  dear,  was  proclaimed  the  Faery  Qu^en. 
On  which  occasion  the  following  Irregular  Ode  was  written. 

I. 
Whom  the  untanglit  Shejpherds  call 

Pixies  in  their  madrigal, 
Fancy's  children,  ^re  we  dwell : 

Welcome,  Ladies  !  to  our  cell. 
Here  the  wren  of  softest  note 

Builds  its  nest  and  warbles  well ; 
Here  the  blackbird  strains  his  throat ; 

Welcome,  Ladies  !  to  our  cell. 

» 

/When  fades  the  moon  to  shadowy-pale, 
/  And  scuds  the  cloud  before  the  gale, 
/  Ere  the  Mom,  all  gem-bedight, 
.'    Hath  streaked  the  East  with  rosy  light, 

We  sip  the  furze-flower'^s  fragrant  dews 

Clad  in  robes  of  rainbow  hues  : 

Or  sport  amid  the  shooting  gleams 

To  the  tune  gf  distant-tinkling.teams, 

While  lusty  Labor  scouting  sorrow 

Bids  the  Dame  a  glad  good-morrow, 

Who  jogs  the  accustomed  road  along, 

And  paces  cheery  to  her  cheering  song. 

But  not  our  iilmy  pinion 
We  scorch  amid  the  blaze  of  day, 
When  Noontide's  fiery-tressed  minion 
Flashes  the  feryid  ray. 
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Aye  from  the  sultry  heat     ' 

"We  to  the  cave  retreat 
O'ercanopied  by  huge  roots  intertwined  .' 

With  wildest  texture,  blaqkened  o'er  with  4ge  :    . 
Roun^  them  their  mantle  green  the  ivies  bind. 

Beneath  whose  foliage  pale 

Farmed  by  the  unfrequent  gale 
We  shield  us  firom  the  Tyrant's  mid-day  rage. 

W    '      ■  ^    \  ^; 

*•  Thither,  while  the  murmuring  throng 

Of  wild-bees  hum  their  drowsy  song, 
By  Indolence  and  Fancy  brought, 
A  youthful  Bard,  *'  unknown  to.  Fame," 
Wooe  the  Clueen  of  Solemn  Thought, 
And  heaves  the  gentle  misery,  of  a  sigh 
Gazing  with  tearful  eye, 
As  round  our  sandy  grot  appear 
Hany  a  rudely  sculptured  iame 
To  pensive  Memory  dear ! 
Weaving  gay  dreams  of  sunny-tinctured  hue         \ 

We  glance  before  his  view : 
O'er  his  hush'd  soul  our  soothing  witcheries  shed 
And  twine  the  future  garland  round  his  head. 

V.      • 

When  Evening's  dusky  car 

Crowned  with  her  dewy  star 
Steals  o'er  the  fading  sky  in  shadowy,  flight ; 

On  leaves  of  aspen  trees 

We  tremble  to  the  breeze 
Veiled  from  the  grosser  ken  of  mortal  sight. 

Or,  haply,  ut  the  visionary  hour,- 
Along  our  wildJy-bowered  sequestered  walk, 
We  Hsten  to  the  enamored  rustic's  talk ; 
Heave  with  the  heavings  of  the  maiden's  breast. 
Where  young-eyed  Levies  have  hid  their  turtle-nest ; 

Or  guide  of  soul-subduing  powet 
The. glance,  that  from  the  half-confessing  eye 
Darts  the  fond  question  or  the  sofl  reply. 

▼OL.  VII.  B 
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VI. 

Or  through  the  mystic  ringlets  of  the  vale 
"We  flash  our  faery  feet  in  gamesome  prank ; 
Or,  fiilent-sandard,  pay  our  defter  court, 
Circling  the  Spirit  of  the  Western  Gak, 
Where  wearied  with  his  flower-caressing  sport; 
Supine  he  slumbers  on  a  violet  bank ; 
Then  with  quaint  music  hymn  the  parting  gleam 
By  lonely  Otter's  sleep-persuading  stream  ; 
Ox  where  his  wave  with  loud  unquiet  song 
Dashed  o'er  the  rocky  channel  froths  along ; 
Or  where,  his  silver  waters  smoothed  to  rest, 
The  tall  tree's  shadow  sleeps  upon  his  breast. 

vn. 

Hence  thou  lingerer,  Light ! 
Eve  saddens  into  -Night. 
Mother  of  wildly- working  dreams  I  we  view 
The  sombre  hours,  that  round  the  stand 
With  down-cast  eyes  (a  duteous  band) ! 
T^eir  dark  robes  dripping  with  the  heavy  dew. 
Sorceress  of  the  ebon  throne  !     ^ 
Thy  power  the  Pixies  own, 
When  round  thy  raven  brow"^ 
Heaven's  lucent  roses  glow;, 
And  clouds  in. watery  colors  drest 
Float  in  light  drapery  o'er  thy  sable  vest : 
What  time  the  pale  moon  sheds  a  softer  day 
Mellowing  the  woods  beneath  its  pensive  beam  : 
For  mid  the  quivering  light  'tis  ours  to  play, 
Aye  dancing  to  the  cadence  of  the  stream.  — ■ 


Welcome,  Ladies  !  to  the  cell 

Where  the  blameless  Pixies  dwdl : 
Jut  thou,  sweet  Nymph !  proclaimed  our  Faery  dueen. 

With  what  obeisance  meet 

Thy  presence  shall  we  greet  ? 
For  lo  !  attendant  on  thy  steps  are  seen 
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Graceful  Ease  in  artleiss  stole, 
Arid  white-robed  Purity  of  soul, 
With  Honor's  softer  mien  ; 
Mirth  of  the  loosely-flowing  hair, 
And  meek-eyed  Pity  eloquently  fair,  *-^  ' 
Whose  tearful' cheeks  are  lovely  to  the  view, 
\  '  As  snow-drop  wet  with  dew. 

IX. 

Unboastful  Maid  I  though  now  the  Lily  pale 

Transparent  grace  thy  beauties  meek ; 
Yet  ere  again  along  the  impurpling  vale. 
The  purpling-  vale  and  elfin-haunted  grove, 
Young  Zephyr  his  fresh  flowers  profusely  throws, 

We*ll  tinge  with  livelier  hues  thy  cheek  ; 
And,  haply,  from  the  nectar-breathing  Rose 
Extract  a  Blush  for  Love ! 


THE  RAVEN. 

▲  OfiBISTMAS   TALE,    TOLD   BT  A   SCHOOL-BOT   TO   HIS   LITTLE 
BUOTHERS   AND    SISTERS. 

UmyERN^ATH  an  old  oak  tree 

There  was  of  swine  a  huge  company 

That  grunted  as  they  crunched  the  mast : 

For  that  was  ripe,  and  fellfuQ  fast. 

Then  they  trotted  away,  for  the  wind  grew  high  : 

One  acbm  they  left,  and  no  more  might  you  spy. 

Next  came  a  Raven,  that  liked  not  such  folly  : 

He  belonged,  they  did  say,  to  the  witch  Melancholy ! 

Blacker  was  he  than  blackest  jet. 

Flew  low  in  the  rain,  and  his  feathers  not  wet 

He  picked  up  the  acorn  and  buried  it  straight 

By  the  side  of  a  river  both  deep  and  great. 

Where  then  did  the  Raven  go  ? 

He  went  high  and  low, 
Over  hill,  over  dale,  did  the  black  Raven  go. 

Many  Autumns,  many  Springs 

TraveilecPhe  with  wandering  wings : 
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Many  Summers,  many  Winters — 
I  can't  tell  half  his  adventures. 

At  length  he  came  back,  and  with  him  a  She, 
And  the  acom  was  grown  to  a  tall  oak  tree. 
They  built  them  a  nest  in  the  topmpst  bough, 
And  young  ones  they  had,  und  were  happy  enow; 
But  soon  came  a  woodinan  in  leathern  guise, 
,   His  brow,  like  a  pent^house,  hung  oyer  his  eyes. 
HeM  an  axe  in  his  hand,  not  a  word  he  spoke, 
*But  wjth  many  a  liem  I  and  a  sturdy  stroke, 
At  length  he  brought  down  the  poor  Raven's  own  oak. 
His  young  ones  were  killed ;  for  they  could  not  depart, 
And  their  mother  did  die  of  a  broken  heart. 
The  boughs  from  the  trunk  the  woodman  did  sever ; 
And  they  floated  it  down  on  the  course  of  the  river. 
'  They  sawed  it  in  planks,  and  its  bark  they  did  strip. 
And  with  this  tree  and  others  they  made  a  good  ship. 
The  ship,  it  was  lanched ;  but  in  sight  of  the  land 
Such  a  storm  there  did  rise  as  no  ship  could  withstand. 
It  bulged  on  a  rock,  and  the  waves  rushed  in  fast: 
Round  and  round  flew  the  Raven,  and  cawed  to  the  blast. 
He  heard  the  last  shriek  of  the  perishing  souls- 
See  I  See  I  o'er  the  topmast  the  mad  "water  rolls ! 

Right  glad  was  the  Raven,  and  off  he  wentfleeti 
And  Deatt  riding  home  on  a  doud  did  he  meet, 
And  he  thank'd  him  again  and  again  for  this  treat : 

They  liad  taken  his  all,  and  Revenge  it  was  sweet  I 


MUSIO. 

Hen<2£,  spul-dissolving  Harmony 

That  lead'st  th'  oblivious  soul  astray — 
Though  thou  sphere  descended  be^- 
Hence  away  I— 
Thou  migbtier  Goddess,  thou  demand'st  my  lay, 

Born  when  earth  was  seiz'd  with  cholic ; 
Or  as  more  sapient  sages  say,  • 

What  time  the  Legion  diabolic  • 
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Compelled  their  beings  to  enshrine 
In  bodies  vile  of  herded  swine, 
Precipitate  adown  the  steep 
With  hideous  rout  were  plunging  in  the  deep. 
And  hog  and  devil  mingling^grunt  and  yell 

Seiz'd  on  the  ear  with  horrible  obtrusion ; — 
Then  if  aright  old  legendaries  tell, 

Wert  thou  begot  by  Discord  on  Confusion  1 

What  the'  no  name's  sonorous  power 
Was  giveii  thee  at  thy  natal  hour  I — 
Yet  oft  I  feel  thy  sacred  might,. 
While  concords  wiiig  their  distant  flight. 
Such  power  inspires  ^y  holy  son 
Sable  clerk  of  Tiverton. 
And  oft  where  Otter  sports  his  streain, 
I  hear  thy  banded  ofispring  scream. 
Thou  Goddess  !  thou  inspir'st  each  throat ; 
*Tis  thou  who  pour'st  the  scritch  owl  note  I 
Transported  hear'st  thy  children  all 
Scrape  and  blow  and  squeak  and  squall, 
Ai^d  while  old  Otter's  steeple  rings, 
Clappest  hoarse  thy  raven  wings  I 


noa 
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The  indignant  Bard  composed  this  furious  ode, 
As  tir'd  he  dragg'd  his  way  thro'  Plimtree  road  1 
Crusted  with  filth  and"  stuck  in  mire 
Dull  sounds  the  Bard's  bemudded  lyre  ;        '     - 
Nathless  Revenge  and  Ire  the  Poet  goad   . 
To  pour  his  imprecations  on  the  road. 
Curst  road  I  whose  execrable  way 
Was  darkly  shadow'd  out  in  Milton's  lay, 
When  the  sad  fiends  thro'  Hell's  sulphureous  roads 
Took  the  first  survey  of  their  new  abodes  ; 
Gr  when  the  fall'n  Archangel  fierce 
Dar'd  through  the  realms  of  Night  to  pierce, 
What  time  the  Blood  Hound  lur'4  by  Hum«ui  scent 
Thro'  aU  Confusion's  quagmires  floundering  went. 
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Nor  cheering  pipe,  nor  Bird's  Blurill  note 

Around  thy  dreary  paths  shall  ^oat ', 

Their  hoding  songs  shall  scritch  owls  pour 

To  fright  the  guilty  shepherds  sore, 

Led  hy  the  wandering  fires  astray 

Thro'  the  dank  horrors  of  tixy  way  !    . 

While  they  their  mud-lost  sandals  hunt  • 

May  all  the  curses,  which  they  grunt 

In  raging  moan  like  goaded  hog, 

Alight  upon  thee,  damned  Bog  !  1790. 

INStD^  THE  COACH. 

Tis  hard  on  Bagshot  Heath  to  try 

Unclos'd  to  keep  the  weary  eye  ; 

But  ah  !  Oblivion's  nod  to  get 

.  In  rattling  coach  is  harder  yet. 
Slumbrous  (rod  of  half-shut  eye  ! 

Who  lov'st  with  Limbs  supine  to  lie  ; 
Soother  sweet  of  toil  and  care 

Listen,  listen  to  my  prayer  ;  - 

And  to  thy  votary  dispense 

Thy  soporific  influence  ! 
What  tho*  around  thy  drowsy  head 

The  seven-fold  Cap  of  night  be  spread, 
Yet  lift  that  drowsy  head  awhile 

And  yawn  propitiously  a  smile  ; 
In  drizzly  rains  poppean  dews 

O'er  the  tir'd  inmates  of  the  Coach  difiuse; 
And  when  thou'st  charm'd  our  eyes  to  rest 
-  Pillowing  the  chin  upon  the  breast, 
Bid  many  a  dream  from  thy  dominions 

Wave  its  various-painted  piiuons, 
Tin  ere  the  splendid  visions  close 

We-  snore  quartettes  in  ecstacy  of  nose. 
While  thus  we  urge  our  airy  cour^, 
Oh  may  no  jolt's  electric  force 
Our  fancies  from  their  steeds  imhorse, 

And  call  us  from  thy  fairy  reign 

To  dreary  Bagshot  Heath  again  !  1790. 
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U  PegasuB  will  let  thee  only  ride  him, 
SpurntDg  mj  clutnsy  efforts  to  o'erstride  him. 
Some  fresh  expedient  the  Muse  will  try, 
And  walk  on  stilts,  althougl^  she  can  not  fly. 

Dbaa  Bkothsr^ 
I  hare  often  been  surprised  that  Mathematics,  the  quintessence  of  Truth, 
should  hMve  found  admirers  so  few  and  so  languid  fVequent  consideration 
and  minute  scrutiny  have  at  length  unravelled  the  case ;  viz.  that  though 
Beasoa  is  feasted.  Imagination  is  starred ;  whilst  Reason  is  luxuriating  in  its 
proper  Paradise,  Inclination  is  wearily  travelling  on  a  dreary  desert.  To 
assist  Reason  by  the  stimulus  of  Imagination  is  the  design  of  the  follow- 
ing  production.  In  the  execution  of  it  much  may  be  objectionable.  Hie 
Terse  (particularly  in  the  introductioii  of  the  ode)  may  be  accused  ^f  un- 
'  warrantable  liberties,  but  they  are  liberties  equally  homogeneal  with  the 
exactness  of  Mathematical  disquisition,  aneh  the  boldness  of  Pindaric  daring. 
I  have  three  strong^hampions  to  defend  me  against  the  attacks  of  Criticism ; 
the  Novelty,  the  Difficulty,  and  the  Utility  of  the  work.  I  may  justly 
plume  myself,  that  I  first  have  drawn  the  nymph  Mathesis  from  the  vision- 
ary eaves  of  abstrael^d  Idea,  and  caused  her  to  unite  '^th  Harmony.  The 
fif«t-born  of  this  Union  I  now  present  ta  you ;  with  interested  motives  in- 
deed— OS  I  expect  to  receive  in  return  the  more  valuable  ofEspring  of  your 
Muse. 

March  31,  ll9h  Thine  ever, 

To  the  Rev.  aO.  a  T.  a 

Thifl  is  now — ^this  was  erst, 
PropoBitioii  th^  first — ^aud  Problem  the  fint 

I. 
On  a  given  finite  line 
Which  must  no  way  incline ; 
To  describe  an  equi— 
—lateral  Tri—      -   " 
—  A,  N,  G,  E,  L,  E.  g 

Now  let  A.  B. 
Be  the  given  line 
Which  must  no  way  incline ;  . 
The  great  Mathematician 
Makes  this  Eequisition, 

That  we  describe  an  Equi-r- 
.— lateral  Tri— 
— ^angle  on  it :  ,  . 

Aid  us  Reason — aid  us.  Wit  J  .     . 
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From  the  centre  A.  at  the  distance  A.  B. 

Describe  the  circle  B.  C.  D. 
At  the  distance  B.  A.  from  B.  the  centre  ,- 
The  idund  A.  C.  E.  to  describe  baldly  Venture. 
(Third  postulate  see.) 
And  from  the  point  C. 
In  which  the  circles  make  a  pother 
Gutting  and  slashing  one  another, 

Bid  the  straight  lines  a  journeying  go. 
0.  A.  0.  B.  those  lines  will  show 

To  the  points,  which  by  A.  B.  are  reckon'd, 
And  postulate  the  second 
For  Authority  ye  know. 

A.  B.  C. 
Triumphant  shall  be 
An  Equilateral  Triangle, 
Not  Peter  Pindar  carp,  nor  Zoilus  can  wrangle. 


Because  the  point  A.  is  the  centre 

Ofthe  circular  B.  CD. 
And  beeause  the  point  B.  is  the  centre     .       ^ 

Ofthe  circular  A.  C.  E. 
A.  C.  to  A.  B.  and  B  C.  to  B.  A. 
Harmoniously  equal  forever  must  stay ; 
Then  C.  A.  and  B.  O. 
Both  extend  the  kind  hand 
To  the  basis  A.  B, 
Unambitiously  join'd  in  Equality's  Band. 
But  to  the  same  powers,  when  two  powers  are  equal, 
My  mind  forebodes  the  sequel ; 
My  mind  does  some  celestial  impulse  teach, 

And  equalizes  each  to  each. 
Thus  C.  A  with  B.  C.  strikes  the  same  sure  alliance, 
That  C.  A.  and  B.  0.  had  with  A.  B.  before  ; 
And  in  mutual  affiance 
I^one  attempting  to  soar 
,   Above  another, 
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The  unanimouB  three 
0.  A.  and  B.  C.  and  A.  B. 
'  All  are  equal,  each  to  his  brother,   . 

Preservings  the  balance  of  power  so  true : 
Ah  !  the  li^  would  the  proud  Autocratix"^  do  ! 
At  taxes  impending  not  Britain  would  tremble,     . 
Nor  Prussia  struggle  her  fear  to  dissemble; 
'Not  the  Mahomet-sprung  wight 
The  great  Mussulman 
Would  stain  his  Divan 
With  Urine  the  soft-flowing  daughter  of  Fright. 

nr. 

But  rein  your  stallion  in,  too  daring  Nine ! 
Should  Empires  bloat  the  sci^itific  line  ? 
Or  with  disheveled  hair  all  madly  do  ye  run 

For  transport  that  your  task  is  done  ? 
For  done  it  is — ^the  cause  is  tried  ! 
And  Proposition,  getitle  maid, 
Who  soothly  ask'd  stern  Demonstration's  aid, 
Has  proy*d  her  right,  and  A.  B.  C, 
Of  Angles  three 
Is  shown  to  be  of  equal  side  ,* 
And  now  our  weary  steed  to  rest  in  fine, 
'Tis  raised  upon  A.  B.  the  straight,  the  given  line. 


THB  NOSE. 

Ye  souls  unua'd  to  lofty  verse, 
Who  sweep  the  earUi  with  lowly  wing. 

Like  sand  before  the  blast  disperse — 
A  Nose  !  a  mighty  Nose  I  sing  ! 
As  erst  Prometheus  stole  from  heaven  the  fire ' 

To  animate  the  wonder  of  his  hand  ; 
Thus,  with  unhallow'd  hands^  0  muse,  aspire, 

And  from  my  subject  snatch  a  burning  brand  ! 
So  like  ihe  Nose  I  sing— my  verse  shall  glow- 
Like  Phlegethon  my  verse  in  waves  of  fire  shall  flow !  . 

*  Bnipressof Hiusis. 
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.    Light  of  this  once  all  darksome  spot 

Where  now  their  glad  course  mortals  run. 
First-born  of  Sinus  begot 

Upon  the  focus  of  the  san-<- 
FU  call  thee  — —  !  for  such  thy  eaxthly  name-*- 
What  name  so  high,  but  -what  too  low,  must  bb  ? 
Comets,  when  most  they  drink  the  solar  flame 

Are  but  faint  types  and  images  of  thee  ! 
Bum  madly  Fire  !  o'er  earth  in  ravage  rwtk. 
Then  ]blush  for  shame  more  red  by  fiercer— —^outdone  ! 

I  saw  when  from  the  turtle  feast 

The  thick  dark  smoke  in  volumes  rose  !  j 

I  saw  the  darkness  of  the  mist 
Encircle  thee^  0  Nose ! 
Shorn  of  thy  rays  thou  shott'st  a  fearful  gleam 

(The  turtle  quiver'd  with  prophetic  fright) 
Gloomy  and  sullen  thro'  the  night  of  steam  :^>— 

So  Satan's  Nose  when  Dunstan  urg'd  to  fljght 
Glowing  from  gripe  of  red-hot  pincers  dread  / 
Athwart  the  smokes  of  Hell  disastrous  twilight  shed  ! 

The  furies  to  madness  my  brain  devote — 
In  robes  of  ice  my  body  wrap  ! 

On  billowy  flames  of  fire  I  float, 
Hear  ye,  my  entrails  how  they  snap  ? 
Some  power  unseen  forbids  my  lungs  to  breathe  I 

What  fire-clad  meteors  iound  me  whizzing  fly  I 
I  vitrify  thy  torrid  zone  beneath 

Proboscis  fierce  i  I  am  oalcHn'd  !  I  die  1 
Thus,  like  great  Pliny,  in  Vesuvius'  fire, 

I  perish  in  the  blaze  while  I  the  blai&e  admire. 


1789.^ 


MONODY  ON  A  TEA-KETTLR 

O  icusE  who  sangest  late  another's  pain, 
To  griefs  d(»nestic  turn  thy  coal-black  steed'  1 . 
With  slowest  steps  thy  funeral  steed  must  go, 
Nodding  his  head  in  all  the  p<»np  of  woe  : 
Wide  scatter  round  each  dark  and  deadly  weed, 
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And  let  the  melancholy  dirge  complain 
(While  Bats  shall  shriek  and  Doga  shall  howling  ran) 
The  tea-kettle  is  spoilt  and  Coleridge  is  undone  ! 
Tour  cheerful  songs,  ye  unseen  crickets  cease  !  ' 
Let  songs  of  grief  your  ajlter'd  minds  engage  ! 
For  he  who  sang  responsive  to  your  lay, 
What  time  the  joyous  bubbles  'gan  to  play. 
The  sooty  swain  has  felt  the  fire's  fierce  rage  ; — ' 
Yes,  he  is  gone,  and  all  my  woes  increase  ;      «         '   . 
I  heard  the  Water  issuing  from  the  Wound — 
Ko  mcNre  the  Tea  shall  poUr  its  flagrant  steams  around  I 

0  Goddess  beat  beloved,  delightful  Tea  ! 
With  thee  compared  what  yields*  the  madd'ning  vine  t 
Sweet  power  !  who  know'st  to  spread  the  cakn  delight 
And  the  pure  joy  prolong  to  midmost  night ! 
Ah  I  must  I  all  thy  varied  sweets  resign  ? 
Enfolded  close  in  grief  thy  form  I  see 
No  more  wilt  thou  extend  thy  willing  aims, 
Receive  the  fervent  Jove  and  yield  him  all  thy  charms ! 
How  sink  the  mighty  low  by  Fate  opprest  I — 
Perhaps,  0  Kettle  1 ,  thou  by  scornful  toe 
Bade  urg'd  t'  ignoble  place  with  plaintive  din, 
May'st  rust  obscure  midst  heaps  of  vulgar  tin  ;^» 
As  if  no  joy  had  ever  seizM  my  breast 
•When  from  thy  spout  the  streams  did  arching  fly, — 
As  if  infus'd  thou  ne'er  hadst  known  t'  inspire 
All  the  warm  raptures,  of  poetic  fire  I 
Bat  hark !  or  do  I  fimcy  the  glad  voice^ 
''  What  tho'  the  awain  did  wondrous  charms  disclose— 
(Not  such  did  Memnon's  siater  sable  drest) 
Take  these  bright  arips  with  royal  face  imprest, 
A  better  Kettle  shall  thy  soul  rejoice, 
And  with  Oblivion's  wings  o'erspread  thy  woes  I'^ 
Thus  Fairy  Hope  can  soothe  distress  and  toil ; 
"On  empty  Trivets  she  bids  fancied  KjBttles  boil  I 

^  '  1790. 
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ABSMCE. 


A  FAREWELL   ODE   ON   QXTlTTINO   SCHOOL   FOR   JESUS   COLLEGE,  , 
CAMBRIDGE.. 

Where  gi*aced  with  many  a  classic  spoil 
Cam  rolls  his  reverend  stream  along, 
.   '  1  haste  to  urge  the  learned  toil 

That  sternly  chides  my  love-lorn  song  : 

Ah  mo  !  too  mindful  of  the  days 

Illumed  by  Passion's  orient  rays, 

When  peace,  and  Cheerfulness,  and  Health  ^ 

Enriched  me  with  the  best  of  wealth. 

Ah  fair  Delights  I  that  o'er  my  soul 

On  Memory's  wing,  like  shadows  fly ! 

Ah  Flowers !  which  Joy  from  Eden  stole 

While  Innocence  stood  smiling  by ! — ^ 

But  cease,  fond  Heart !  this  bootless  moan : 

Those  Hours-on  rapid  Pinions  flown  , 

^   Shall  yet  return,  by  Absence  crowned, . 

And  scatter  hvelier  roses  round. 

The  Sun  who  ne'pr  remits  his  fires   -       .  . 

On  heedless  eyes  may  pour  the  day  :  - 

The  Moon,  that  ofl  from  Heaven  retires, 

Endears  her  renovated  ray. 

What  though  she  leaves  the  sky  unblest 

To  mourn  awhile  in  murky  vest  ? 
.   When  she  relumes  her  lovely  Iflght, 

We  bless  the  Wanderer  of  the  Night. 


SONNET; 

ON   THE    SAME. 

Farewell  parental  scenes !  a  sad  farewell  I 
To  you  my  grateful  heart  still  fondly  clings, 
Tho'  fluttering  round  on  Fancy's  bumish'd  wings 
Her  tales  of  future  Joy  Hope  loves  to  tell. 
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Adieu,  adieu  I  ye  much  lov'd  cloisters  pale ! 

Ah  !  would  those  happy  days  return  again, 

When  'neath  your  arches,  free  from  every  stain, 

I  heard  of  guilt  and  wonder'd  at  the  tale ! 

Dear  haunts  !  where  oft  my  simple  lays  I  sang. 

Listening  meanwhile,  the  echoings  of  my  feet, 

Lingering  I  quit  you,  with  as  great  a  pang. 

As  when  erewhile,  my  weeping  childhood,  torn 

By  eariy  sorrow  from  my  native  seat,  ' 

Mingled  its  tears  with  hers — ^my  widow'd  Parent  lorn.. 


TO  THE  MUSE.  . 

Tho'  no  hold  flights  to  thee  helong ; 

And  tho'  thy  lays  with  conscious  fear, 

Shrink  from  Judgment's  eye  severe. 

Yet  much  I  thank  thee,  Spirit  of  my  son^ !  ^ 

For,  lovely  Muse !  thy  sw6et  employ 

Exalts  my  soul,  refines  my  hreast. 

Gives  each  pure  pleasure  keener  zest, 

And  softens  sorrow  into  pensive  Joy. 

From  thee  I  leam'd  the  wish  to  bless. 

From  thee  to  commune  with  my  heart ; 

From  thee,  dear  Muse !  the'  gayer  part. 

To  laugh  with  Pity  at  the  crowds,  that  press 

Where  Fashion  flaunts  her  robes  by  Folly  spun, 

Whose  hues  gay  varying  wanton  in  the  sun. 

1789. 


WITH  FIELDING'S  AMELIA. 

Virtues  and  Woes  alike  too  g^eat  for  man 
Li  the  soft  vtale  oil  claim  the  useless  sigh  ; 

For  vain  the  attempt  to  realize  the  plan. 
On  foUy^s  wings  must  imitation  fly. 

"With  other  aim  has  Fielding  here  displayed 

.  Each  social  duty  and  eacjb  social  care  ; 

With  just  yet  vivid  coloriug  portray'd 

Wha^  every  wife  should  b^,  what  many  are. 
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And  sure  the  Parent  of  a  raee  so  sweet 
With  double  pleasure  on  the  page  shall  dwell, 
Each  scene  with  sympathizing  breast  shall  meet. 
While  Reason  still  with  smiles  delights  to  tell 
Maternal  hope,  that  her  lov'd  progeny 
In  all  but  Sorrows  shall  Amelias  be  I . 


ON  RECEIVING  AN  AOOOUNt 

THAT   HIS   ONLY  SISTER's   DEATH   WAS   INEVITABLE. 

The  tear  which  moum'd  a  brother's  fate  scarce  dry- 
Pain  after  pain,  and  woe  succeeding  woe — 
Is  my  heart  destined  for  another  blow  ? 
0  my  sweet  sister  !  and  must  thou  too  die  ? 
Ah  !  how  has  Disappointment  pour'd  the  tear 
O'er  infant  Hope  destroy'd  by  early  frost  I 
How  are  ye  gone,  whom  most  my  soul  held  dear  ! 
Scarce  had  I  lov'd  you,  ere  I  mourn'd  you  lost ; 
Say,  is  this  hollow  eye — -this  heartless  pain 
Fated  to  rove  thro'  Life's  wide  cheerless  plain— 
Nor  father,  brother,  sister  meettf  its  keii — 
My  woes,  my  joys  unshar'd !     Ah  !  long  ere  then 
On  me  thy  icy  dart,  stem  Death,  be  prov'd ; — 
Better  to  die,  than  live  and  not  be  lov'd  ! 


ON  SEEING  A  YOUTH 

AFFECTIONATELY  WELCOMED   BY  A   SISTER.^ 

I  TOO  a  sister  had  !  too  cruel  Death  1 
How  sad  remembrance  bids  my  bosom  heave  I 
Tranquil  her  soul,  as  sleeping  Infant's  breath  ; 
Meek  were  her  manners  as  a  vernal  Eve. 
Knowledge,  that  frequent  lifts  the  bloated  mind» 
Gave  her  the  treasure  of  a  lowly  breast, 
And  Wit  to  venom'd  MaHce  ofl  assign' d, 
Dwelt  in  her  bosom  in  a  Turtle's  nest. 


Digitized  by  CjOOQIC 


♦ 


JUYSNILE  POSHS.  80 

Cease,  busy  Monory  !  cea^e  to  uxge  the  dart ; 

Nor  on  my  S0ul  her  love  to  me  impress  !    . 

For  oh  I  mourn  kk  a«iguish — and  my  heart 

Feels  the  keen  pang»  th'  unutterable  distress* 
Yet  wherefore  grieve  I  that  her  sorrows  cease, 
Fior  Xiiie  wa^  Misery,  and  the  Grave  is  Peace  ! 

THE  SAME. 

J  TOO  a  sister  had,  an  only  lister  ;-^ 

She  bv'd  me  dearly  and  I  doted  on  her ; 

To  her  I  pour'd  forth  all  my  puny  sorrows, 

(As  a  sick  patientin  a  nurse's  arms) 

And  of  the  heart  those  hidden  maladies 

That  e*eh  from  Friendship's  eye  will  tshrink  asham'd. 

O !  I  have  wak'd  at  midnight  and  have  wept 

Because  she  was  not. 

PAIN. 

Once 'could  the  Mom's  first  beamir,  the  healthful  breeze,  'y 

All  na:ture  charm,  and  gay  was  every  hour  : — 

But  ah  !  not  Music's  self,  nor.fra^ant  bower  * 

Can  glad  the  trembling  sense  of  wan  disease. 

Now  that  the  frequent  pangs  my  fn^me  fussail, 

Now  that  my  ideepless  eyes  are  sunk  and  dim. 

And  seas  of  pain  seem  waving  through  each  lirnb-^^ 

Ah  what  oan  all  Life's  gilded  scenes  avail  ? 

I  view  the  orowd,  whom  youth  and  health  inspire^   - 

Hear  the  loud  laugh,  and  catch  th^  sportive  lay, 

Then  sigh  and  think— ^I  too  could  laugh  and  play 

And  gaily  sport  it  on  the  Muse's  lyre, 

Ere  Tyrant  Pain  had  ehas'd  away  delight, 

Ere  the  wild  pulse  throbb'd  anguish  thro'  the  night ! 

LIFE. 

As  late  I  joumied  o'er  the  extensive  plain 
Where  native  Otter  sports  his  scanty  stream, 

Musing  in  torpid  ^ee  a  sister's  pain. 

The  glorious  prospect  woke  me  from  the.  dream. 
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At  every  step  it  widen'd  to  my  nglit, 

Wood,  Meadow,  verdant  HUl,  and  dreary  Steep. 

Following  in  quick  succession  of  delight, 

Till  all — at  once — did  my  eye  ravish'd  sweep  ! 

May  tliis  (I  cried)  my  couDie  through  Life  portray ! 
New  scenes  of  wisdom  may  each  step  display, 

And  knowledge  open  as  my  days  advance  !  • 
Till  what  time  Death  shall  pour  ike  undarken'd  ray,   ^ 

My  eye  shall  dart  thro*  infinite  expanse. 
And  thought  suspended  lie  in  rapture's  blissful  Trance. 


XINES  ON  AN  AUTUMNAL  EVMINa 

0  THOU  wild  Fancy,  cheek  thy  wing  !     No  more 
Those  thin  white  flakes,  those  purple  clouds  estplofe ! 
Nor  there  with  happy  spirits  speed  thy  flight 
Bathed  in  rich  amber-glowing  floods  of  light*; 
Nor  in  yon  gleam,  where  slow  descends  the  day^ 
.  With  wester^  peasants  hail  the  momkig  ray  I 
^  Ah !  rather  bid  the  perished  pleasures  move, 
A  shadowy  train,  across  the  soul  of  Love  ! 
O'er  Disappointment's  wintry,  desert  fling 
Each  flower  that  wreathed  the  dewy  locks  of  Spring;, 
When  blushing,  like  a  bride,  from  Hope's  trim  boww 
*She  leapt,  awakened  by  the  pattering  shower. 
Now  sheds  the  sinking  Sun  a  deeper  gleam. 
Aid,  lovely  Sorceress  !  aid  thy  Poet's  di^am ! 
With  faery  wand  0  bid  the  Maid  arise, 
Ohaste  Joyance  dancing  in  her  bright<blue  eyes ; 
As  erst  when  from  the  Muses'  calm  abode 
£  came,  with  Learning's  meed  not  unbestowed ; 
When  as  she  twined  a  laurel  round  my  brow. 
And  met  my  kiss,  and  half  returned  my  vow. 
O'er  all  my  frame  shot  rapid  my  thrilled  heart. 
And  every  nerve  confessed  the  electric  dart. 

0  dear  Deceit*!  I  see  the  Maiden  rise, 

Chaste  Joyance  dancing  in  her  bright-btoe  eyes ! . 
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"When  first  the  lark  high  soaring  swells  his  tiiroat, 
Hocks  the  tired  eye,  and  scatters  the  loud  note, 
I  trace  her  footsteps  on  the  accustomed  lawn, 
I  mark  her  glancing  mid  the  gleam  of  dawn. 
When  the  hent  flower  beneath  the  night-dew  weeps 
And  on  the  lake  the  silver  lustre  sleeps^ 
Amid  the  paly  radiance  soft  and  sad, 
fShe  meets  my  lon^y  path  in  moon-beams  clad. 
With  her  along  the  streamlet^s  brink  I  rove  ; 
With  her  I  list  the  warblings  of  the  grove  ; 
And  seems  in  each  low  wind  her  voice  to  float, 
Loae  whispering  Pity  in  each  soothing  note ! 

Spirits  of  Love  I  ye  heard  her  name  !  Obey 
The  powerful  spells  and  to  my  haunt  repair. 
Whether  on  clustering  pinions  ye  are  there, 
Where  .rich  snows  blossom  on  the  Mjrrtle  trees, 
Or  with  fond  languishment  around  iriy  fair 
Sigh  in  the  loose  luxuriance  of  her  hair ; 
0  heed  the  spell,  and  hither  wing  your  '^ay, 
Like  far-off*  music,  voyaging  the  breeze  ! 

Spirits  I  to  you  the  infant  .Maid  was  given 
Fonned  by  the  wpnderous  Alchemy  of  Heaven ! 
No  fairer  Maid  does  Love's  wide  empire  know, 
No  fairer  Maid  e'er  heaved  the  bosom's  snow. 
A  tholisaud  Loves  around  her  foi^head  fly. ; 
A  thousand  Loves  sit  .melting  in  her  eye  ; 
Love  lights  her  smile — in  Joy's  red  nectar  dips 
His  myrtle  flower,  and  plscnts  it  on  her  lips. 
She  speaks !  and  hark  that  passion- warbled  song--— 
Still,  Fancy !  still  that  voice,  those  notes  prolong. 
As  sweet  as  when  that  voice  with  rapturous  falls 

Shall  wake  the  softened  echoes  of  Heaven's  Halls  ! 

■  * 

0  (have  I  sighed)  were  mine  the  wizard's  rod, 
Oi[  mine,  the  power  of  Proteus,  changeful  God  ! 
A  flower-entangled  Arbor  I  would  seem 
To  shield  my  Love  from  Noontide's  sultry  beam  : 
Or  bloom  a  Myrtle,  from  whose  odoroul"  boughs 
My  Love  'might  weave  gay  garlands  for  lier  brows. 
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When  Twilight  stole  across  the  fading  vale. 
To  fan  my  Love  I'd  be  the  Evening  Gale  ; 
Mourn  in  the  soft  folds  of  her  swelling  vest, 
And  flutter  my  faint  pinions  on  her  breast ! 
On  Seraph  wing  I'd  float  a  Dream  by  night, 
To  soothe  my  Love  with  shadows  of  delight : — 
Or  soar  aloft  to  be  the  Spangled  Skies, 
And  gaze  upon  her  with  a  thousand  eyes  I^ 

As  when  the  savage,  who  his  drowsy  frame 
Had  basked  beneath  the  Sun^s  unclouded  flame, 
Awakes  amid  the  troubles  of  the  air, 
The  skyey  deluge,  and  white  lightning's  glares- 
Aghast  he.  scouts  before  the  tempest's. «weep, 
And  sad  recalls  the  sunny  hoar  of  slee{».: — 
So  tossed  by  storms  along  liife's  wildering  way. 
Mine  eye  reverted  views  that  cloudless  day. 
When  by  my  native  brook  I  wcait  to  rove. 
While  Hope  with  kisses  nursed  the  Infant  Love.  , 

Dear  native  brook !  like  Peace,  so  placidly 
Smoothing  through  fertile  fields  thy  current  meek  ! 
Dear  native  brook  \  where  first  young  Poesy 
Stared  wildly-eager  in  her  noontide  dream  \       . 
Where  blameless  pleasures  dimple  Gluiet's  cheek, 
As  water-dilies  ripple  thy  slow  stream  ! 
Dear  native  haunts  !  where  Virtue  still  is  gay, 
Where  Friendship's  fix'd  star  'sheds  a  mellowed  ray, 
Where  Love  a  crown  of  tharnless  Roses  wears. 
Where  softened  Sorrow  sniileB  within  her  tears; 
And  Memory,  with  a  Testal's  chaste  employ,    - 
Unceasing  feeds  the  lambent  flame  of  joy  ! 
No  more  your  sky-larks  melting  from  the  sight 
Shall  thrill  the  attuned  heart-string  with  delight — 
No  more  shall  deck  your  pensive  Pleasures  sweet 
*  With  wreaths  of  sober  hue  my  evening  seat. 

Yet  dear  to  Fancy's  eye  your  varied  scene 
^    Of  wood«  hill,  dale,  and  sparkling  brook  between  ! 
Yet  swe€it  tp  Fancy^'s  ear  the  warbled  song. 
That  soars  on  Morning's  wing  your  vales  among. 
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Scenes  of  my  Hope  !  the  aching  eye  you  leave 
Like  yon  bright  hues  that  paint  th€  clouds  of  eye  ! 
Tearful  and  saddening  with  the  saddened  blaze 
Mine  eye^e  gleam  pursues  with  wistful  gaze  : 
Sees  shades  on  shades  with  deeper  tint  impend, 
Till  chill  and  damjp  the  moon]#Bs  night  descend. 


THE  ROSE.  • 

As  "late  each  flower  that  sweetest  blowa, 
I  plucked,  the  Garden's  prfde  I 
Within  the  petals  of  a  Rose 
A  sleeping^  Love  I -spied. 

Around  his  brows  a  beamy  wreath 
Of  many  a  lucent  hue  ; 
All  purple  glowed  his  cheek,  beneath, 
Inebriate  with  dew. 

I  softly  seized  the  unguarded  Power» 
Nor  scared  his  balmy  rest : 
And  placed  him,  caged  within  the  flower. 
On  spotless  Sara's  breast. 

But  when  unweeting  of  the  guile 
Awoke  the  prisoner  sweet, 
He  struggled  to  escape  awhile 
And  stamped  his  faery  feet. 

Ah  !  soon  the  soul-entrancing  sight 

Subdued  the  impatient  boy  ! 

He  gazed !  he  thrilled  with  deep  delight  I 

Then  clapped  his  wings  for  joy. 

"  And  01"  he  cried—**  of  magic  kind 

"What  charms  this  Throne  endear  I  ^ 

Some  other  Love  let  Yenus  find— 

rU  ^  my  empire  here." 
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THE  KISS, 

One  kiss,  dear  maid  I  I  said  and  sighed — 
Your  scorn  the  little  boon  denied. 
Ah  why  refuse  the  blameless  bliss  ? 
Can  danger  lurk  within  a  kiss  ? 
Yon  viewless  "Wanderer  of  the  vale, 
The  Spirit  of  the  Western  Oale, 
..  At  Morning's  break,  at  Evening's  close 
Inlttiles  tha  sw^tness  of  the  Eose, 
And  hovers  o'er  the  uninjured  Bloom 
Sighing  back  the  soft  perfume. 
.   Yigor  to  the  Zephyr's  wing 
Her  nectar-breathing  Kisses  fling ; 
And  He  the  glitter  of  the  Dew 
Scatters  on  the  Rose's  hue. 
Bashful  lo  !  she  bends  her  head, 
And  darts  a  blush  of  deeper  Red  1 

Too  well  those  lovely  lips  disclose 
The  triumphs  of  the  opening  Rose  ; 
0  fair !  0  graceful !  bid  them  prove 
As  passive  to  the  breath  of  Love. 
In  tender  accents,  faint  and  low,^ 
"Well-pleased  I  hear  the  whispered  "  No  !" 

*  The  whispered  "  No" — ^how  little  meant  I 
Sweet  Falsehood  that  e^dears  Consent  I 
For  on  those  lovely  lips  the  while 

'  Dawiis  the  sod  relenting  smile. 
And  tempts  with  feigned  dissuasion  coy 
The  gentle  violence  of  Joy. 


^     t  TO  A  YOUNG  ASS. 

ITS   MOTHER  IbEING   TETHERED   NEAR   IT. 

Poor  little  Foal  of  an  oppressed  Race  1 
I  love  the  languid  Patience  of  thy  face  ; 
And  oft  with  gentle  hand  I  give  thee  breads 
And  clap  thy  ragged  Coat,  and  pat  thy  head. 
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But  what  thy  dulled  Spirits  hath  dismayed, 

That  never  thou  dost  sport  alop^  the  glade  ? 

And  (most  unlike  the  nature  of  thmgs  young)  • 

That  earthward  still  thy  moveless  head  is  hung  ? 

Do  thy  prophetic  Fears  anticipate, 

Meek  Child  of  Misery !  thy  futuie  fate  ?        ^ 

The  starving  meal,  and  all  the  thousand  aches 

"  Which  patient  Merit  of  the  Unworthy  takes  ?" 

Or  is  thy  sad  heart  thrilled  with  filial  pain 

To  see  thy  wretched  Mother's  shortened  Chain  ? 

And,  truly  very  piteous  is  her  Lot —  ' 

Chained  to  a  Log  within  a  narrow  spot, 

Where  the  close^aten  ^rrass  is  scarcely  seen. 

While  sweet  around  her  waves  the  tempting  Green  I 

Poor  Ass  !  thy  master  should  have  learnt  to  show 

Pity — best  taught  by  fellowship  of  Woe  { 

For  much  I  fear  me  that  He  lives  like  thee, 

Half  famished  in  a  land  of  Luxury  t 

How  askingly  its  footsteps  hither  bend. 

It  seeinsr  to  say,  "  And  have  I  then  one  Friend  V* 

Linocj6nt  Foal  I  thou  poor  despised  Forlorn ! 

I  hail  thee  Brother— spite  of  the  fdol's  scorn  I 

And  fain  would  take  thee  with  me,  in  the  Dell 

Of  Peace  and  mild  Equality  to  dwell, 

Where  Toilshall  call  the  charmer  Health  his  bride. 

And  Laughter  tickle  Plenty's  ribleds  side ! 

How.  thou  wouldst  to6s  thy  heels  in  gamesome  play, 

And  frisk  about,  as  lainb  or  kitten  gay  !  '       . 

Yea  !  and  mere  musically  sweet  to  me 

Thy  dissonant  harsh  bray  of  joy  would  be. 

Than  warbled  melodies  that  soothe  to  rest 

The  achiiig  of  pale  Fashicm's  vacant  breast  I 


HAPPINESS. 


On  wide,  or  narrow  scale  fehall  Man 
Most  happily  describe  life's  plan  ? 
Say,  shall  he  bloom  and  wither  there. 
Where  first  his  infant  buds  appeat ; 
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I 
,  Or  upwiurds  dart  with,  soaring  ibrce, 
And  tempt  some  more  amHtious  oonrse  ? 

Obedient  now  to  Hope's  command, 
I  bid  each  humMe  wish  expand, 
And  fair  and  bright  Life'fi  prospects  s^em, 
"While.Hope  displays  her  cheering  beam, 
And  Fancy's  vivid  jcolorin^  streauh, 
While  Emulation  stands  me  ni^ 
The  Groddess  of  the  eaj?er  eye. 

With  foot  advanced  and  anxious  heart . 
Now  for  the  fancied  goal  J  start :—         ' 
Ah!  why  will  Reason  intervene 
Me  and  my  promised  joys  between  ! 
She  stops  my  course,  she  chains  my^peed, 
While  thus  her  forceful  words  proceed. 
"  Ah !  listen,  youth,  ere  yet  too  late, 
What  evils  on  thy  course  may  wait ! 
To  bow  the  head,  to  bend  the  knee 
A  minioli  of  Servility, 
At  low  Pride's  frequent  frowns  to  sigh, 
And  watch  the  glance  in  Folly's  eye; 
To  toil  intense,  yet  toil  in  vain. 
And  feel  with  what  a  hollow  pain 
Pale  Disappointment  hangs  her  head 
O'er  dariing  Expectation  dead  ! 

*'  The  scene  is  changed  and  Fortune^s  gale 
^all  belly  out  each  prosperous  saiL  ' 
Yet  sudden  wealth  full  well  I  Icnow 
Did  never  Happiness  bestow. 
That  wealth,  to  which  we  were  not  bom 
Dooms  us  to  sorrow  or  to  scowl. 
Behold  yon  flock  which  long  had  trod 
O'er  the  short  grass  of  Devon's  sod, 
To  Lincoln's  rank  nch  meads  transferr'd, 
And  in  their  fate  thy  own  be  fear'd ; 
Through  every  limb  contagions  fly, 
Deform'd  and  chok'd  they  btirst  and  die. 

**  When  Luxury  o^ens  wide  her  amis, 
And  smiling  wpos  thee  to. those  charms,. 
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Whose  fasoiiiatioii  thouMnds  (ywn. 
Shall  thy  InrptrB  wear  the  stoic  frown  ? 
And  when  her  goblet  she  extends 
Which  madd'ning  myriads  press  around, 
What  power  divine  thy  soul  befriends 
That  thou  shoaldst  dash  it  to  the  ground  ? — 
No,  thou  shalt  drink,  and  thou  shah  know 
Her  ^ansient  bliss,  her  lasting  woe, 
Her  maniac  joys,  that  know  no  measure. 
And  riot  rude  and  painted  pleasure  ;-— 
Till  (isad  reverse  1)  the  £nchanl3«SB  vile 
To  frowns  converts  her  niagic  smile ; 
.Her  train  impatient  to  destroy, 
Observe,  her  frown  with  gloomy  joy ; 
On  thee  with  harpy  Tangs  they  seisse 
The  hideous  oHspring  4j£  Disease, 
Swollen  Dropsy  ignori^nt  of^Rest, 
And  Fever  garb'd  in  scarlet  vest, 
Consumption  driving  the  quick  hearse. 
And  Gout  that  howls  the  frequent  curse. 
With  Apoplex  of  heavy  head 
That  surely  ainis  his  dart  of  lead.  ' 

'*  But  say,  Life's  joys  unmbt'd  were  given 
To  thee  some  favorite  of  Heaveil : 
Within,  without,  tho'  tdl  were  health- 
Yet  what  e'en  thus  are  Fame,  Power,  Wealth, 
But  sounds  that  variously  expresif, 
What's  thine  already — Happiness ! 
'Tis  thine  the  converse  deep  to  hold 
With  all  the  famous  sori$  of  old  ; 
And  thine  the  happy  waking  dream 
While  Hope  pursues  some  favorite  thetne. 
As  oil  when  Night  o'er  Heaven  is  spread, 
Bound  this  maternal  seat  you  trea:d. 
Where  far  firom  splendor,  far  from  riot. 
In  silence  wrapt  sleeps  careless  quiet. 
'Tis  thine  with  fancy  oft  to  talk, 
And  thine  the  peaceful  evening  walk ; 
And  what  to  th^  the  sweetest  are — 
The  setting  sun,  the  evening  stiir — 
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The  tints,  -which  live  atong  the  sky, 
And  Moon  that  meet^  thy  raptured  eye/ 
Where  oil  the  tear  shall  grateful  start, 
Dear  silent  pleasures  of  the  Heart ! 
.    Ah  !  Being  hlest,  for  Heaven  shall  lend 
To  share  thy  simple  joys  a  friend  ! 
Ah !  doubly  blest,  if  Love  supply 
His  influence  to  complete  thy  joy. 
If  chance  some  lovely  maid  thou  find 
To  read  thy  visage  in  thy  mind. 

*'  One  blessing  more  demands  thy  care  :-^ 
Once  more  to  Heaven  address  the  prayer : 
For  humble  independence  pray 
The  guardian  genius  of  thy  way ; 
Whom  (sages  say)  in  days  of  yore 
Meek  competence  to  wisdom  bore, 
So  shall  thy  little  vessel  glide 
With  a  fair  breeze  adown  the  tide, 
And  Hope,-  if  e'er  thou  'ginst  to  sorrow 
Remind  thee  of  some  fair  to-m(Nrrow, 
Till  death  shall  close  thy  tranquil  eye 
-While  Faith  proclaims  '  thou  shalt  not  die!' " 


DOMESTIC  PEACE. 

TEI.L  me,  on.whi^  holy  ground 
May  Domestic  Peace  be  found — 
Halcyon  Daughter  of  the  skies  ! 
Far  on  fearful  wings  she  flies, 
.From  the  pomp  of  sceptered  State, 
From  the  Eebel's  noisy  hate, 
In  a  cottaged  vale  She  dwells 
Listening  to  the  Sabbath  bells ! .     ^ 
Still. around  l^ev  steps  are  seen 
Spotless  Hon(H:'s  meeker  mien, 
Love,  the  sire  of  pleasing  iears, 
Sorrow  ^ling  through  her  tears. 
And  conscious  of  the  past  employ 
Memory,  bosom^spring  of  joy. 
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THE  SIGH. 


When  Youth  his  faery  reiga  hegan 
Ere  sorrow  had  proclaimed  me  man ; 
While  Peace  the  present  hour  beguiled^ 
Aiid  all  the  lovely  Prospect  smiled ; 
Then  Mary  !  'mid  my  Ughtsome  glee 
I  heair'd  the  painless  Sigh  for  thee. 

JLnd  "when,  along  the  waves  of  woe, 
My  harassed  Heart  was  doomed  to  know 
The  frki|tiMi^i|t^t)f^{age  keen, 
And  the  slow  Pang  that  gnaws  unseen ; 
Then  shiptviecked  on  Life's  stormy  sea 
I  heaved  an  anguished  Sigh  for  thee  I 

Bat  soon  Reflection's  power  imprest 
A  stiller  sadness  on  my  breast ; 
And  sickly  hope  with  waning  eye  • 
Was  well  content  to  droop  and  die : 
I  yielded  to  the  stern  decree, 
Yet  heaved  a  languid  Sigh  for  thee ! 

And  though  in  distant  climes  to  roam, 
A  wanderer  from  my  native  home, 
I  fain  would  soothe  the  sense  of  Care, 
And  lu}l  to  sleep  the  Joys  that  were, 
Thy  Image  may  not  banished  be- 
Still,  Mary .!  still  I  sigh  for  thee. . 

June,  1794. 

EPITAPH  ON  AN  INFANT. 

E&E  Sin  could  blight  or  Sorrow  fade. 
Death  came  with  friendly  care, 

The  ot>ening  bud  to  Heaven  conveyed, 
And  bade  it  blossom  there. 
VOL.  vn.  0 


4 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


fia  .  JUVJEKILB  POBlia 


ON  IMITATION. 


y . 


All  are  not  bom  to  soar — and  ah  !  how  few 

In  tracks,  where  Wisdom  leads,  their  paths  pursue ! 

Contagions  when  to  wit  or  wealth  aUied» 

Folly  and  Vice  diffuse  their  venom  wide. 

On  Folly  every  fool  his  talent  tries  ; 

It  asks  some  toil  to  imitate  the  wise ; 

Tho'  few  like  Fox  can  speak — like  Pitt  can  think — 

Yet  all  like  Fox  can  game — like  Pitt  can  drink. 

O,  Curas  hominum  \  O,  quantum  est  in  rebus  inane ! 

The  fervid  Sun  had  (nore  than  halv'd  the  day. 
When  gloomy  on  his  couch  Philedon  lay ; 
His  feeble  frame  consumptive  a«  his  purse, 
His  aching  head  did  wine-  and  women  curse ; 
His  fortune  ruin'd  and  his  wealth  decayed, 
Clamorous  his  Duns,  his  gaming  tlebts  unpaid/ 
The  youth  indignant  seiz  d  his  tailor's  bill, 
And  on  its  back  thus  wrote  with  moral  quill : 
."Various  as  colors  in  the  rainbow  shown, 
Or  similar  in  emptiness  alone, 
ilow  false,  how  vain  are  Man's  pursuits  below ! 
Wealth,  Honor,  Pleasure-r— what  can  ye  bestow,? 
Yet  see,  how  high  and  low,  and  young  and  old 
t^ursue  the  all  delusive  power  of  Gold. 
Fond  man  \  should  all  Peru  thy  empire  own. 
For  thee  tho'  all  Golconda's  jewels  shone, 
What  greater  bliss  could  ^11  this  wealth  supply  ? 
What,  but  to  eat  and  drink  and  sleep  and  die  ? 
Go,  tempt  the  stormy  sea,  the  burning  soil — 
Go,  waste  the  night  in  thought,  tha  day  in  toil, 
Dark  firowns  the  rock,  and  fierce  the  tempests  rave — 
Thy  ingots  go  the  unconscious  deep  to  pave! 
Or  thunder  at  thy  door  the  midnight  train, 
Or  death  shall  knock  that  never  knocks  in  vain. 
Next  Honor's  sons  come  bustling  on  amain ; 
I  laugh  with  pity  at  the  idle  train. 
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Infinn  of  soul !  who  think'st  to  lift  tby  name 
Upon  the  waxen  wings  of  human  fame,: — 
Who  ibr  a  sound,  articulated  breath — 
Gazest  undaunted  in  the  fade  of  death  ! 
What  art  thou  but  a  Meteor's  glaring  light —    ' 
Blazing  a  moment  and  then  sunk  in  night  ? 
Caprice  which  rais'd  thee  high  shall  hurl  thee  low, 
Or  envy  blast  the  laurels  on  thy  brow. 
To  such  poor  joys  could  ancient  Honor  lead 
When  empty  fame  Was  toiling  Merit's  meadf ; 
To  Modern  Honor  other  lays  belong  ; 
Profuse  of  joy  and  Lord  of  right  and  wrong, 
Honor  can  game,  drink,  riot  in  the  stew, 
Cut  a  friend's  throat ; — what  can  not  Honor  do  ? 
■  Ah  me — ^tlie  storm  within  can  Honor  still 
For  Julio's  death,  whom  Honor  made  me\ill  ? 
Or  will  this  lordly  Honor  tell  the  way 
To  pay  those  debts,  which  Honor  makes  me  pay  ? 
Or  if  with  pistol  and  terrific  threats 
I  makci  some  traveller  pay  my  Honor's  debts, 
A  med'cine  for  this  wound  can  Hojior  give  1 
Ah,  no !  my  Honor  dies  to  make  my  Honor  live. 
But  see  !  young  Pleasure  and  her  train  advance^ 
And  joy  and  laughter  wake  the  inebriate  dance  ; 
Around  my  neck  she  throws  her  fair  white  armA, 
Tmeet  her  loves,  and  madden  at  her  charms. 
For  the  gay  grape  can  joys  celestial  move. 
And  what  so  sweet  below  as  Woman's  love  ? 
With  such  high  transport  every  moment  flies, 
I  corse  experience,  that  he  makes  me  wise ; 
For  at  his  frown  the  dear  deliriums  flew;, 
And  the  chang'd  scene  now  wears  a  gloomy  hue. 
A  hideous  hag  th'  Enchantress  Pleasure  seems, 
And  all  her  joys  appear  but  feverous  dreams 
The  vain  Besolve  still  broken  and  still  made, 
Disease  and  loathing  and  remorse  invade  ; 
The  charm  is  vanished  and  the  bubble's  broke, — 
A  slave  to  pleasure  is  a  slave  to  smoke  !" 
Such  lays  repentant  did  the  Muse  supply  ; 
When  as  the  Son  was  hastening  down  the  sky, 
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In  glittering  state  twice  fifty  guineas  come, — 

His  Mother's  plate  antique  had  ratis'd  the  sum. 

Forth  leap'd  Philedon  of  new  life  possest : — 

*Twa8  Brookes^s  all  till  two, — ^'twas  Hackett's  all  the  rest ! 


PROGRESS  OF  VICE. 

Deep  in  the  gulf  of  Vice  and  Woe 

Leaps  man  at  once  with  headlong  throw  J 

Him  inborn  Truth  and  Virtue  guide, 

Whose  guards  are  shanle  and  conscious  pride ; 

In  some  gay  hour  Vice  steals  into  the  breast ; 

Perchance  she  wears  some  softer  Virtue's  vest. 

By  unperceiv'd  degrees  she  tempts  to  strayj 
TilLlkr  from  Virtue' fr^  path  she  leads  the  feet  away. . 

Then  swift  the  soul  to  disenthrall 
Will  Memory  the  past  recall, 
And  fear  before  the  Victim's  eyes 
Bid  future  ills  and  dangers  rise. 
.  But  hark  !  the  voice,  the  lyre,  their  charms  combino-^ 
Gay  sparkles  in  the  cup  the  generous  wine ; 
Th'. inebriate  dance — the  fair  frail  nymph  inspires, 
And  Virtue  vanqtiish'd — ^scorn'd — ^with  hasty  flight  retites.. 

But  soon  to  tempt  the  pleasures  cease  ; 
Yet  shame  forbids  r€Jt]arn  to  peace, 
,  And  stern  necessity  will  force 

Still  to  urge  pn  the  desperate  course. 
The  drear  black  paths  office  the  wretch  must  try, 
Where  Conscience  flashes  horror  on  each  eye, 
Where  Hate — ^where  Murder  scowl — where  starts  Aflright ! 
Ah  !  close  the  scene, — ah  I  close — for  dreadful  is  the  sight. 

LINES 

WRtriETfl  AT   THE   KING's   ARMS,   EOSS,   F0RMJ5ELY   THE    HOUSE    OF 
THE    *'  MAN   OP   ROSS." 

BicHER  than  Miser  o'er  his  countless  hoards, 
Nobler  than  Kings,  or  king-polluted  Lords, 
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Here  dwelt  the  Man  of  Ross  !     O  TraveUer,  hear ! 

Departed  Merit  claims  a  reverent  tear. 

Friend  to  the  friendless,  to  the  dck  man  health, 

With  generous  joy  he  viewed  his  modest  wealth  ;      - 

He  heard  the  widow's  heaven- hreathed  prayer  of  praise. 

He  iharked  the  sheltered  orphan's  tearful  gaze, 

Or  where  the  sorrow  shrivelled  eaptive  lay, 

Pour'd  the  bright  blaze  of  Freedom's  noon- tide  ray. 

Beneath  this  roof  if  thy  cheered  moments  pass, 

Fill  to  the  good  man's  name  one  grateful  glass : 

To  higher  zest  shall  Memory  wake  thy  soul, 

And  Virtue  mingle  in  the  ennobled  bowl. 

Bat  if,  like  me,  through  life's  distressful  scene 

lionely  and  sad  thy  pilgrimage  hath  been  ; 

And  if  thy  breast  with  heart-sick -anguish  fraught,     . 

Thou  joumeyest  onward  tempest-tossed  in  thought ; 

Here  cheat  tHJr  cares  !  in  generous  visions  melt, 

And  dream  of  Goodness,  thou  hast  never  felt  I 


DESTKUCrriON  of  the  BASXHiB. 


Heard' ST  thou  yon  universal  cry, 

And  dost  thou  linger  still  on  Gallia's  shore  ? 
Go,  Tyraimy  !  beneath  some  barbaroiTs  sky  . 
Thy  terrors  lost,  and  ruin'd  power  deplore  ! 
yfhsLt  tho'  through  many  a  gro&ning  age 
Was  felt  thy-  keen  suspicious  rage, 
Yet  Freedom  rous'd  by  fierce  Disdain 
Has  wildly  broke  thy  triple  chain, 
And  like  the  storm  which  earth's  deep  entrails  hide,  . 
At  length  has  burst  its  way  and  spread  the  ruins  wide. 
*  *  *  *  * 

IV. 

In  sighs  their  sickly  breath  was  spent ;  each  gleam 
Of  Hope  had  ceas'd  the  long  Long  day  to  cheer  ; 

Or  if  delusive,  in  some  flitting  dream, 

It  gave  them  to  their  friends  and  children  dear^ — 
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Awak*d  by  lordly  Insulf  s  soand 
To  ajl  the  doubled  horrors  round*.  ,      , 

Oft  shrunk  they  from  Oppfessionls  band 
While  apguish  fais'd  the  desperate  iiaud 
For  ailent  death  ;  o^  lost  the  miiid's  control, 
Thro'  every  burhing  vei|i  would  tides  of  Frenzy  roH 

T.  •  •  s   '  — 

But  cease,  ye  pitying  bosoms,  cease  to  bleed  ? 

Such  scenes  no  more  demand  thetear  h\miftiie  ; 
I  see,  I  see  !  glad  Liberty  succeed  ' 

With  every  patriot  virtue  in  her  train  ! 
And  mark  yon  peasant's  raptured  eyes  ; 
Secure  he  views  his  harvests  rise  ; 
'  No  fetter  vile  the  mind  shall  know,  ' 

And  Eloquend'e  shall  fearless  glow. 
Yes  !  Liberty  the  soul  of  Life  sliall  reign, 
Shaff  throb  in  every  pulse,  shall  flow  thro'  every  vein  ! 

VI.   "  ' 

Shall  France  alone  a  Despot  spurn  ? 

Shall  she  alone,^  Freedom,  boast  thy  care  ? 
Lo,  round  thy  standard  Belgia's  heroes  bum, 

Tho*  Power's  blood-stain'd  streamers  fire  the  air, 

And  wider  yet  thy  influence. spread, 

Nor  e'er  recline  thy  weary  head. 

Till  every  ]  and  from  pole  to  pole 

Shall  boast  one  independent  soul ! 
And  still,  as  erst,  let  fayor'd  Britain  be    . 
First  ever  of  the  first  and  freest  of  the  free  ! . 

iJNES 

TO  A  BEAUTIFUL   SPBING-    IN   A  VILLAGE. 

Once  more,  sweet  Stream  I  with  slow  foot  wanderings  neaiTi 
I  bless  thy  milky  waters  cold  and  clear. 
Escaped  the  flashing  of  the  noontide  hotirs, 
With  one  fresh  garland  of  Pierian  flowers 
(Ere  from  thy  zephyr-haunted  brink  I  turn) 
My  languid  hand  shall  wreath  thy  mossy  urn. 
For  not  through  pathless  grove  with  murmur  rude 
Tl\pu  soothest  the  sad  wood-nymph.  Solitude  ; 
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Nor  thine  unseen  in  cavern  depths  to  well, 
The  hermit-fountain  of  some  dripping  cell ! 
Pride  of  the  Vale  !  thy  useful  ptreams  supply 
The  scattered  cots  and  peaceful  hamlet  nigh. 
The  elfin  tribe  around  thy  friendly  banks 
With  infant  uproar  and  soul-soothing  pranks, 
Beleased  from  school,  their  little  hearts  at  rest, 
Launch  paper-navies  on  thy  waveless  breast. 
The  rustic  here  at  eve  with  jpensive  look 
.Whi8tli^g  lorn  ditties  leans  upon  his  crook, 
Or  starting  pauses  with  hope-mingled  dread 
-  To  list  the  much-loved  maid's  accustomed  tread  : 
She,  vainly  mindful  of  her  dame's  commands 
Loiters,  the  longrfiUed  pitcher  in  her  hand. 

Unboastful  Stream  !  thy  fount  with  pebbled  falls 

The  faded  form  of  past  delight  recalls, 

liVhat  time  the  morning  sun  of  Hope  arose, 

And  all  was  joy  ;  save  when  another's  woes 

A  transient  gloom  upon  my  soul  imprest,  -  ^ 

Like  passing  clouds  impictured  on  thy  breast. 

Life's  current  then  ran  sparMing  to  the  noon, 

Or  silvery  stole  beneath  the  pensive  Hoon  : 

Ah  !  now  it  works  rude  brakes  and  thorns  among, 

Or  o'er  the  rough  rock  bursts  and  foams  along  ! 


LINES  ON  A  FRIEND 

WHO  DIED  OF  A  FRENZY  FEVER  INDUCED  BY  CALtJMNIOTTS  REPORTS. 

Edshind  !  thy  grave  with  aching  eye  I  scan. 
And  inly  groan  for  Heaven's  poor  out(?ast — ^Man !  - 
'Tis  tempest  adi  or  gloom  :  in  early  youth 
If  gifted  with  the  Ithuriel  lance  of  Truth 
We  force  to  start  amid  her  feigned  caress 
Vice,  siren-hag  !  in  native  ugliness  ; 
'   A  Brother's  fate  wiU  haply  rouse  the  tear, 
And  on  we  go  in  heaviness  and  fear !  ^ 

But  if  our  ipnd  hearts  call  to  Pleasure's  bower  ^  ' 

Some  pigmy  Fx>lly  in  a  careless  hour, 
The  Juthless  guest  shall  stamp  the  enchanted  ground, 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


66  .  JUVENILE  POEMS. 

And  mingled  forms  of  Misery  rise  around  : 

Heart-fretting  Fear,  with  pallid  look  aghast, 

That  courts  the  future  woe  to  hide  the  past ; 

Hemorse,  the  poisoned  arrow  in  his  side, 

And  loud  lewd  Mirth,  to  Anguish  close,  allied  ; 

Till  Frenzy,  fierce-eyed  child  of  moping  pain. 

Darts  her  hot  lightning-flash  athwart  the  teiin. 

E«st,  injured  shade !     Shall  Slander  squatting  hear 

Spit  her  cold*  venom  in  a  dead  Man's  ear  ? 

'Twas  thine  to  feel  the  sympathetic  glow 

In  Merit's  joy,  and  Poverty's  meek  woe  ; 

Thine  all,  that  cheer  the  moment  as  it  flies, 

The  zoneiess  Cares,  and  smiling  Courtesies. 

Nursed  in  thy  heart  the  firmer  Virtues  grew, 

And  in -thy  heart  they  withered  !     Such  chill  dew 

Wan  Indolence  on  each  young  blossom  shed  ; 

And  Vanity  her  filmy  net-work  spread, 

"With  eye  that  rolled  around  in  asking  gaze. 

And  tongue  that  trafficked  in  the  trade  of  praise. 

Thy  follies  such  1  the  hard  world  marked  them  well !. 

Were  they  miore  wise,  the  proud  who  never  fell  ? 

Best,  injured  shade  !  the  poor  man's  grateful  prayer 

On  heaven-ward  \ving  the  wounded  soul  shall  bear. 

As  oft  at  twilight  gloom  thy  gi;^ye  I  pass. 

And  sit  me  down  iipon  its  recent  grass, 

With  introverted  eyfe  I  contemplate 

Similitude  of  soul,  perhaps  of — ^fate  ;  . 

To  me  hath  Heaven  with  bounteous  hand  assigned 

Energic  Reason  and  a  shaping  rnirid. 

The  daring' ken  of  Truth;' the  Psttriot's  part. 

And  Kty'^s  sigh,  that  breathes  th^  gentle  heart 

Sloth-jaimdiced  all !  and  from  my  graspless  hand 

Drop  Friendship's  precious  pearls;  like  hour-glass  sand. 

I  weep,  yet  stoop  not !  the  faint  anguish  flows, 

A  dreamy  paiig  in  Morning's  feverous  doze. 

Is  this  piled  earth  our  Being's  passless  mound  ? 
Tell  me,  cold  grave  I  is  death  with  poppies  crowned  ?  ' 
Tired  Sentinel !  mid  fitful  starts  I  hod, 
^   And  fiiin  would  sleep,  though  pillowed  on  a'  clod  ^ 
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WITH  A  POEM   ON    THE    7B.ENCH    a£VOLUTION. 

MuQH  on  my  early  youth  I  love  to  dwell, 
Ere  yet  I  bade  that  friendly  dome  farewell, 
Where  first,  hftneath  the  echoing  cloisters  pale, 
I  heard  of  guilt  and  wondered  at  the  tale ! 
Yet  though  the  hours  flew  by  on  careless  wing, 
Full  heavily  of  Sorrow  would  I  sing. 
Aye  as  the  star  of  evening  flung  its  beam 
In  brok^i  radiance  on  the  wavy  stream, 
My  soul  amid  the  pensive  twilight  gloom 
Mourned'  with  the  breeze,  0  Lee  Boo  !♦  o'er  thy  tomb. 
Where'er  I  wandered,  Pity  still  was  near, 
.  Breathed  from  the  heart  and  glistened  in  the  (ear : 
No  knell  that  tolled,  but  filled  my  anxious  eye, 
And  suflering  Nature  wept  that  one  should  die  If 

Thus  to  sad  sympathies  I  soothed  my  brpast, 

Calm,  as  the  rainbow,  in  the  weeping  West : 

When  slumbering  Freedom  roused  by  high  Disdain 

With  giant  fury  burst  her  tr^le  chain  ^ 

Fierce  on  her  fnmt  the  blasting  Dognatar  glowed  ; 

Her  banners,  like  a  midaight  meteor^  flowed ; 

Amid  the  yelling  of  the  storm-xent  skies 

She  came,  And  scattered  battlea  from  her  eyes ! 

Then  Exultation  waked  the  patitot-fire 

And  swept  witii  wild  hand  the  Tyrt»an  lyre  : 

Red  from  the  Tyrant's  wound  X  shook  the  lanoe^ 

And  strode  in  joy  the  reeking  plains  of  France ! 

Fallen  is  the  oppressor,  friendless,  ghastly,  low. 
And  my  heart  aches,  though  Mercy  struck,  the  blow. 
With  wearied  thought  once  more  I  seek  the  shade, 
Where  peaceful  Yirtue  weaves  the  myrtle  braid. 

*  Lee  Boo,  the  son  of  Abba  Thule,  Prince  of  the  Pelew  Islands,  came 
over  to  England  with  Captain  Wikon,  died  of  the  small-pox,  and  is  buried 
in  Greenwich  church-yard    See  Keate*s  Account. 

t  Soathey's  Retrospect. 
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And  0  !  if  Eyes  whose  holy  glances  roll, 
Swift  messengers,  and  eloquent  of  soul ; 
.    If  Smiles  more  winning,  and  a  gentler  Mien 
Than  the  love-wildered  Maniac's  brain  hath  seen. 
Shaping  celestial  forms  in  vacant  air, 
If  these  demand  the  impassioned  Poet's  care-^ 
If  Mirth  and  softened  Sense  and  Wit  refined. 
The  blameless  features  of  a  lovely  mind  ; 
Then  haply  shall  my  trembling  hand  assign 
No  fading  Wreath  to  Beaht/s  saintly  shrine. 
Nor,  Sara  !  thou  thesje  early  flowers  refuse —        ^ 
Ne'er  lurked  tHb  snake  beneath  their  simple  hues,; 
No  purple  bloom  the  Child  of  Nature  brings 
From  Flattery^s  night-shade :  as  he  feels  he  sings. 
September,  1792.    .  ^  , 


SONNET  L 

' "  Content,  as  random  Paades  might  inspire, 
If  hia  weak  liarp  ai.times  or  lonely  lyre   > 
He  struck  with  desultory  band,  and  drew 
S(>pae  softened  tones  to.  Nature  not  untrue.** 

BOWLES. 

My  heart  has  thanked  thee,  Bowles !  for  those  aeft.  straina 

Whose  sadness  (toothes  me,  like  the  murmuring 

Of  wild-bees  in  the  sunny  showers  of  spring !   ^ 

For  hence  not  callous  to  the  mourner^s  pains 

Thirough  Youth's  gay  prime  and  thomlese  paths  I  went : 

And  when  the  mightier  throes  of  mind  began,    - 

And  drove  me  forth,  a  thought^bewild^^d  xoan, 

Their  mild  and  manliest  melancholy  lent 

A  mingled  charm,  such  as  the  pang  consigned 

To  slumber,  though  the  big  tear,  it  renewed ; 

Bidding  a  strange  mysterious  Pleasure  brood 

Over  the  wavy  and  tumultuous  mind. 

As  the  great  Spirit  erst  with  plastic  sweep 

Moved  on  the  darkness  of  the  loifotmed  deep. 
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SOlINfiT  n. 


Ab  late  I  lay  in  8lnml»6r'0  shadowy  rale, 
With  wetl^d'  cheek  and  in  a  moimier's  giusoi 
I  saw  the.  sainted  form  of  Freed<mi  rise  : 
She  spake  !  not  sadder  moans  the  autanmal  gal»*— 
"  Great  Son  of  Grenius  !  s^eet  to  me  thy  name, 
Ere  in  an  evil  hour  ^ith  altered  voice 
Thou  had'st  Oppression's  hireling  creir  rejoice 
'    Blasting  with,  wizard  spell  my  laurelled  fame. 
Yet  never,  Burke  !  thou  drank'st  Corruption's  bowl ! 
Thee  stormy  Pity  and  the  cherished  lure 
Of  Pomp,  and  proud  Precipitance  of  soul 
Wildered  with  meteor  fires.     Ah  Spirit  pure  ! 
That  error's  mist  had  left  thy  purged  eye : 
So  might!  clasp  thee  with  a  Mother's  joy  !'V 

'   SONNET  m.     . 

Though  roused  by  that  dark  Viziif  Riot  rude 
Have  driven  our  Priestley  o'er  the  ocean  swell ;    . 
Though  Superstition  and  her  wolfish  brood 

.  Bay  his  mild  xadiance,  impotent  and  fell ; 
Calm  in  hjis  halls  of  brightness  he  shall  dwell ! 
Fpr  lo  \  Religion  at  his  strong  behest 
Starts  with  mild  anger  from  the  Papal  spell, 
And  flings  to  earth  her  tinsel-glittering  vest, 

'  H^  mitred  state  and  cumbrous  pomp  imholy ; 
And  Justice  wakes  to. bid  the  Oppressor  wail 
Insulting  aye  the  wrongs  of  patient  FoUy  : 
And  from  her  dark  retreat  by  Wisdom  won 
Meek  Nature  slowly  lifts  h#r  matron  veil 
To  smile  with  fondness  on  her  ga^ng  son! 

SONNET  IV.  ^ 

When  British  Freedom  for  a  hap{ner  land   ^ 
Spread  her  broad  wings,  that, fluttered  with  afiright, 
Erskine !  thy  voice  she  heard,  and  pawed  her  flight 
Sublime  of  hope !     For  dreadless  tbo«i  didst  stand 
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(Thy  censer  glowing  with  the  hallowed  flame) 

A  hireless  Priq^t  hefore  the  insulted  shrine. 

And  at  her  altar  pour  the  stream  diyine 

Of  unmatched  eloquence.     Therefore  thy  name.  . 

Her  sons  shall  venerate,  and  cheer  thy  hreast 

With  blessings  heaven- ward  breathed.     And  when  the  doom 

Of  nature  bids  thee  die,  beyond  the  tomb 

Thy  light  shall  shine  :  as  sunk  beneath  the  West 

Though  the  great  Summer  Sun  eludes  our  gaze, 

StiU  burns  wide  Heaven  with  hk  distended  blaze.. 


SONNET  V. 

It  was  some  Spirit,  Sheridan  !  that  breathed 

O'er  thy  young  mind  such  wildly  various  power ! 

My  rfoul  hath  marked  thee  in  her  shaping  hour, 

Thy  temples  with  Hymmettian  flow'rets  wreathed ; 

And  sweet  thy  voice,  as  when,  o'er  LauraVbier 

Sad  music  trembled  through  "Vauclusa's  glgde ; 

Sweet,  as  at  dawn  the  lovC'Iorn  Serenade 

That  wafts  soft  dreams  to  Slumber's  listening  ear. 

Now  patriqt  rage  and  indignation  high 

Swell  the  fhll  tones  !^    And  now  thine  eye-b^ams  da.nde 

Meanings  of  Scorn  and  Wit's  quaint  revelry  !  ' 

Writhes  inly  from  the  bosom-probing  glance 

The  Apostate  by  the  brainless  rout  adored. 

As  erst  that  elder  Fieiwt  beneath  great  Michael's  sword. 


SONNET  VI. 

O  WHAT  a  loud  and.featfi^  shriek  was  there, 
As  thought  thousand  soulfi  one  death^groan  poured ! 
Ah  me  !  they  saw  beneath  a  hireling's  «word 
Their  Kosciusko  fall  I ,   Through  the  swart  air 
(As  pauses  the  tired  Cossac's  barbarous  yell 
Of  triumph)  on  the  chill  and  midnight  gale 
Rises  with  frantic  burst  or  sadder  swell    .      . 
The  dirge  of  murdered  Hope  !  while  Freedom  pale 
Benda  in  such  aagoish  o'er  her  destined  bier, 
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As  if  from  ^est  time  some  Spirit  meek 

Had  gathered  in  a  mystic  urn  each  tear 

That  ever  on  i^  Patriot's  fiirrowed  cheeic 

!Fit  channel  fofund,  and  she  had  drained  the  bowl 

In  tiie  mere  wilfuhiess,  and  sick  despair  of  soul ! 


'     SONNET  VIL 

As  when  far  off  the  wpbled  strains  are  heard 
•  That  soar  on  Morning's  wing  the  vales  among, 
"Within  his  cage  the  imprisoned  matin  bird 
Swells  the  full  chorus  with  a  generous  song  : 
He  bathes  no  pinion  in  the  dewy  light, 
No  Father's  joy,  no  Lover's  bliss  he  shares,  ' 
Yet  still  the  rising  radiance  cheers  his  sight ;  • 

His  fellows'  freedom  soothes  the  captive's  cares  ! 
Thou,  Fayette  I  who  didst  wake  with  startling  voice 
Life's  better  sun  from  that  long  wintry  night. 
Thus  in  thy  Country's  triumphs  shalt  rejoice, 
And  mock  lyith  raptures  high  the  dungeon's  mighj  : 
For  lo  !  the  morning  struggles  into  day,  # 

And  Slavery's  spectres  shriek  and  vanish  from  the  rfty ! 

SONNET^  VHL 

Thoit'  g^itle  Look,  that  liidst  my  soul  begnile, 

Why  hast  thou  lefl  me  ?  Still  in  some  fond  dreaiti 

Revisit  my  sad  heart,  auspicious  Smile  ! 

As  falls  on  closing  flowers  the  liniar  beam  ; 

What  time,  in  sickly  mbod,  at  parting  day 

I  lay  me  down  and  think  of  happier  years ; 

Of  Joys,  that  glimmei^  in  Hope's  twilight  ray. 

Then  left  me  darkjiing  in  a  vale  of  tears. 

0  pleasant  days  of  hope — fp^ver  gone  ! — 

Could  I  recall  you !— But  that  thought  is  vain. 

Availeth  hot  Persuasion's  sweetest  tone 

To  lure  the  fleet-witiged  Travellers  back  again  r 

Tet  fair,  though  &int,  their  images  shall  gleam 

Like  the  bright  Eainbow  on  a  willowy  stream. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


S0IfNET13L 

Pale  Boai)ier  through  ikie  night  i  thoti  poor  Foriofii ! 

Remorae  that  n^ui  on  his  death-hed  ponew,     .   ^ 

Who  in  the  crednloiu  hoar  of  tendernesB   . 

Betrayed,  then  cast  thee  forth  ^o  want  and  licom  ( 

The  world  is  pitiless  :  the  chaste  one's  pride 

Mimic  of  Virtue  scowls  on  thy  distress : 

Thy  Loves  lind  they,  that  envied  thee,  deride  : 

And  Vice  alone  will  shelter  wretchedness ! 

O  !  I  could  weep  to  think,  that  there  should  be 

Cold-booomed  lewd  ones,  who  endure  to  place 

Foui  offerings  on  the  shrine  of  misery, 

Anid  fi)rce  from  famine  the  caress  of  Love  ; 

May  He  shed  healing  on  the  sore  disgrace, 

He,  the  great  Comforter  that  rules  above  T 

-     SOHOTTt  X 

Sweet  Mercy  !  how  my  very  h6art  has  bled 

To  see  thee,  poor  Qld  Man !  and  thy  gray  hairs  ' 

Hoar  witli  the  snowy  Wast :  while  no  one  cares 

To  clothe  thy  shrivelled  limbs  and  palsied  head. 

My  Father !  throw  away  this  tattered  vest 

That  mocks  thy  shivering !  take  my  garment — ^use 

A  young  man's  arm !  I'll  melt  these  frossen  dews 

~That  hang  from  thy  white  beard  a^d  numb  thy  br^iu^. 

My  Sara  too  shall  tend  thee,  Uke  a  Ckild : 

And  thou  shalt  talk*  in  our  fireside's  reoess, 

Of  purple  pride,  that  scowls  on  wretchednoss* 

He  did  not  so,  theXjcftUiean  mild, 

Who  mot  the  La«ars  turned  from  rich  men's  domr    . 

And  call^  them  Fri^S)  and  healed  their  noisomo;  sows  I 

-  SOKNBT  XL 

Thou  bleedest^  my  poor  Heart !  and  thy  distress 
Reasoning  I  ponder  with  a  scornful. smile, 
And  probe  thy  sore  wound  sternly,  though  the  while- 
Swoln  be  mine  eye  and  dim  with  heevinoss. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Wky  didst  thou  lintel  to  Hopo'g  vhi«p^  Uiuid  ? 
Ot,  listening,  wby  for|;et  the  healing  tale» 
"  WhM  J^ousy  with  fev^ous  J[aneles  pale 
Jaf led  thy  fine  fibres  with  a  xniuiiac's  hand  ?       ;  . 
Faint  was  th^  Hope,  and  rayless ! — ^Yet  'twas  faij; 
And.  soothed  with  xoany  a  dream  the  hour  of  rest : 
Thou  fihouldst  have  loved  it  most,  when  mofit  opprest, 
And  nursed  it  with  an  agony  of  care» 
Even  as  a  Mother  her  sweet  in&iit  heir 
That  wan  and  siekly  droops  ilpon  hor  breast  I 

SONNET  XIL 

TO  THK  AUTHOR  OF  THE  "  ROBBEES/' 

Schuyler  !  that  hour  I  would  have  wished  to  die, 
If  through,  the  shuddering  midnight  I  had  aent 
.  From  the  dark  dungeon  of  the  tower  timo-ivttt- 
That  fearful  TMoe,  a  famished  Father's  cry-**- 
Lest  in  66me~  after-moment  aught  more-  mean 
Might  stamp  me  mortal !     A  triumphant  shout 
Black  Horror  screamed,  and  all  her  g^in  Tout  < 
Diminished  shrunk  from  the  more  wi^eringiieene ! 
Ah  !  Bard  tremendoua  in  sublimity ! 
Gonld  I  behold  thee  in  thy  loftier  mood 
Wandering^at  eve  witlt  finely  frenzied  eye 
Beneath  some  vast  old  tempest'Sw^ging  wobd! 
Awhile  with  mute  awe  gazing  I  would  brood  : 
Then  weep  aloud  in  a  w|ld  ecstasy. 

LINES 

-  •  •" 

COHTOSED  WHILE   CLIMBING   THE    LEFT  ASQENT- X)P  BROOKLET 
COOKB,  80ICERSETSHIRE,  BUT,  179^. 

With  many  a  pause  and  ofl-reverted  eye 

I  climb  the  Coomb's  a^ent :  sweet  soiigsters  neiuf  '  a 

Warble  in  ^hade  th^ir  wild* wood  melody  :  .  i  1 

Far  off  the  unvarying  Cuckoo  soothes  my  ear. 

Up  scour  t^e  stax^ng  stragglen  of  the  Flook 
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That  on  green  plots  o'er  precipices  broMrse : 
From  the  deep  fissures  of  the  naked  rock 
The  Yew  tree  bursts !    Beneath  its  dark  greeft  1[x>ugi^ 
(liiid  which  the  May-thorn  blends  its  blossoms  white)^ 
"Where  broad  smooth  stones  jat  out  in  mossy  seatSj       -    -. 
I  rest : — and  now  have  gained  the  tojHihost  site. 
Ah  !  what  a  Itccury  of  landscape  meets 
My  gaze  l\   Proud  towers,  and  cote  more  dear  to  me, 
.    Elm^hadow^d  fields,  and  prospect-bounding  sea !  ^ 
Deep  sighs  my  lonely  heart :  I  drop  the  t^ar : 
Enchanting  spot  10  were  my  Sara  here  !  . 

XINlES 

IN   THE   MANI9EE  OF   SPEKSER. 

0  Peace,  that  on  a  lilied.bank  doat  Ibye 
To  rest  tbSne  head  beneath  an  olive  tree, 

1  would,  that  froiii  the  pinions  of  thy  dove 

One  quiU  withoutmi  pain  yplucked  might  be  !       , 
.  IPor  0  !  I  wish  my  Sara's  frowns  to  flee. 
And  fain  to  her  somjs  soothing  song  would  write,     . 
Lest  she  resent  my  rude  discourtesy, 
Who  vowed  to  meet  her  ere  the  morning  light, 
But  broke  my  plighted  Word— nahl  false  and.  recresuit  wight  I 

Last  night  as  I  iny  weary  head  did  pillow 

With  thoughts  of  my  dissevered  Fair  engrbst, 

Chill  Fancy  drooped  wreathing  herself  with  willow. 

As  though  my  breast  entombed  a  pining  ghost. 

"  Prom  some  blest  couch,  young  Rapture's  bridal  boast, 

Rejected  Slumber  I  hither  wing  thy  way ; 

But  leave  me  with  the  matin  Tiour,  at  most !      ' 

As  night-cldsed  floweret  to  the  orient  ray, 

M^  sad  heart  will  expand,  when  I  the  Maid  survey." 

•%  . 

But  Love,  wi^o  heard  the  silence  of  my  thought. 
Contrived  a  too  successful  wile,  I  ween : 
And  whispered  to  himself,  with  malice  fraught — 
"  Too  long  our  Slave  the  Damsel's  smiles  hath  seen  I 
To-morrow  shall  he  ken  her  altered  mien  I**  -      ^ 
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He  spake,  and  ambushed  lay,  till  on  my  bed 

The  momiofg  shot  her  dewy  glances  keen, ' 

When  as  I  'gan  to  lift  my  drowsy  head — 

"  Now,  Bard !  Til  work  thee  woe !"  the  laughing  Elfiasaid. 

Sleep,  softly-breathing  God  .*  his  downy  wing 
Was  fiuttering  now,  as  quickly  to  depart ; 
When  twanged  an  arrow  from  Love's  mystic  string, 
With  p&thless  wound  it  pierced  him  to  the  heart. 
Was  there  some  magic  in  the 'Elfin's  dart  ? 
Or  did  he  strike  my  ixmch  with  wizard  lance  ? 
.  For  straight  so  fair  a  Form  did  upwards  start 
(No  fairer  decked  the  bowers  of  6ld  Eomance.) 
That  Sleep  enamored  gr^w,  nor  moved  from  his  sweet  trance  I 

My  Sara  came,  with  gentlest  look  divine ; 

Bright  £hone  hst  eye,  yet  tender  was  its  beam : . 

I  felt  the  pressure  e£  her  lip  ta  mine !  . 

Whispeidng  we  went,  and  Love  was  all  our  therae-^ 

Love  pure  and  spotless,  as  at  first,  I  deem,    ^    ^    - 

He  sprang  from  Heaven  !     Such  joys  with  Sleep  did  'bide 

That  I  the  livii^  image  of  my  dream, 

Fondly  forgot.     Too. late  1  woke,  and  sigh'd— ^ 

"  0  !  how  shall  I  behold  my  Love  at  even-tide  !'* 

IJtflTATED  FBOM  OSSIAN. 

Tjhe  stream  with  languid  murmur  creeps. 

In  Lurain's  flowery  vale  : 
Beneath  the  dew  the  Lily  weeps 
*  Slow-waving  to  the  gale. 

"  Cease,  restless  gale!  it  seems  to  say,   . 

Nor  wake  me  with  thy  sighing ! 
The  honors  of  Efiy  vernal  day 

On  rapid  wing  are  fiying. 

"  To-morrow  shall  the  Traveller  "come  . 

Who  late,  beheld* me  blooming-: 
Hif  searching  eye. shall  vainly  roam 

The  dreary  vale  of  Lumin.^ * 
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With  eager  gaae  and  wetted  cHeek 

My  wonted  hauuts  alotig, 
Thus,  faithful  Maideal  thpu  ahalt  seek 

The  Youth  of  simplest  song. 

But  I  alofig  the  breeze  shall  roll 
The  voice  of  feeble  .pewer  j 
.   And  dwell,  the  Moon-beam  of  thy  soul. 
In  Slumber's  nightly  hour.    . 

THE  COMPLAINT  OP  NINATHOMA 

How  long  will  ye  round  me  be  swelling, 

0  ye  blue-tumbling  waves  of  the  sea? 
Not  always  in  caves  was  my  dwelling, 

Nor^  beneath  the  cold  blast  <£  the  tree. 
Through  the  highrsounding  halls  of  OaUildnsa 

In  the  steps  of  my  beauty  I  strayed ; 
The  warriors  beheld  Ninath6ma, 

And  they  bleiBsed  the  white-bosooied  Maid ! 

A  Ghost !  by  my  cavern  it  darted  ! 

In  moon-beams  the  Spirit  was  drest — 
For  lovely  appear  the  departed 

When  they  visit  the  dreams  of  my  rest ! 
But  disturbed  by  the  tempest's  commotion 

Fleet  the  shadowy  forms  of  delight — 
Ah  cease,  thou  shrill  blast  of  the  Ocean ! 

To  howl  through  my  cavern  by  night 

IMITATED  FROBJ  THB  WELSH. 

If,  while  my  passion  I  impart. 

You  deem  my  words  untrue, 
0  place  your  hand  upon  my  hearts-  . 

Feel  ho'w  it  throbs  for  you ! 

Ah  no !  rqject  the  thoi^htless  claim 

In  pity  to  your  Lover  I 
That  thrilling  touch  would  aid  the  flama,  . 

It  wishes  to  discover. 
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TO  AJT  IHFAirP. 


Ah  !  -cease  thy  tears  and  sobs,  my  little  Life ! 
I  did  bat  snatch  away  the  unclasped  knife  : 
Some  safer  toy  will  soon  arrest  thine  eye, 
And  to  quick  laughter  change  this  peerish  cry  1 
Poor  stumbler  on  the  rocky  coast- of  woe, 
Tutored  by  paii^  esDch  source  of  pain  to  know  I 
Alike  the  foddful  fruit  and  scorching  fire 
Awake  thy  eager  grasp  and  young  desire  ; 
Alike  the  Good,  the  Hl'ofiend  thy  sight, 
And  rouse  the  stprmy  sense  of  shrill  afiright  I 
Untaught,  yet  wise !  midaU,thy  "brief  alarros 
Thoti  closely  clingest  to  thy  mother's  arms, 
Nestling  thy  little  face  in  that  fond  breast 
Whose  anxious  heavings  lull  thee  to  thy  rest  I 
Man's  breathing  Miniature  !  thou  mak'st  me  sigh — 
A  Babe  art  thou — and  such  a  Thing. am  I ! 
To  anger  rapid  and  as  soon  appeased, 
For  trifles  mourning  and  by  trifles  pleased, 
""  Break  Friendship's  mirror  tirith  a  tetchy  blow,  ^ 

Yet  snatch  what  coals  of  Are  on  Pleasure's  altar  glow ! 

0  thou  that  rearest  with  celestial  aim 

The  future  Seraph  in  my  mortal  frame,. 

Thrice  holy  Faith  1  whatever  thorns  I  meet 

As  on  I  totter  with  unpractised  feet, 

Still  let  me  stretch  my  arms  and  cling  to  thee, 

Meek  nurse  of  souls  through  their  long  infancy ! 

LIOTS 

IIEITTEN  AT  SHUBTON  BjAS,   NEAR  BlUIXJ^WATER,    SEPTEMBER, 
1795,    IN   ANSWER   TO   A  'I«£TTSR   FROM   BRISTOL. 

Good  verse  most  good,  and  bad  verse  t)ien  speua  better 

RiBceived  from  absent  friend  by  way*  of  Letter. 

For  what  so  sweet  can  labored'  lays  import 

As  one  rude  rhyme  warm  from  a  friendly  heart  t — anon. 

Nor  travels  my  moaodering  eye 
The  starry  wilderneM  oii  high ; 
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Nor  now  with  ouiioiu  sight 
I  mark  the  glow-worm,  aa  I  pass. 
Move  with  ''green  radiance"  throngh  the  grass, 

An  emerald  of  light 

0  ever  present  to  my  view  I 
My  wafted  spirit  is  with  you, 

And  soothes  your  hoding  fears : 

1  see  you  all  oppressed  with  gloom 

Sit  lonely  in  that  cheerless  room —  .  ,  ^ 

Ah  me  I    You  are  in  tears  !  ^         . 

Beloved  Woman  1  did  yon  fly 

Chillied  Friendship's  daik  disliking  eye. 

Or  Mirth's  untimely  din  ?  ^ 

With  cruel  weight  these  trifles, press 
A  temper  sore  with  tendernesS) 

When  aches  the  Void  within. 

,But  why  with  sable  wand  unblest  . 
Should  Fancy  rouse  within  my  breast 

Dim-vipaged  .shapes  of  Dread  ? 
.   Untenanting  its  beauteous  clay 
My  Sara's  soul  has  winged  its  way, 

And  hovers  roimd  my  liead  I 

I  felt  it  prompt  the  tender  dream, 
When  slowly  sank  the  day's  last  gleam ;' 

You  roused  each  gentler  sense, 
As  sighing  o'er  the  blossom's  bloom 
Meek  Evening  wakes  its  soft  perfhme 

With  viewless  influence. 

And  hark,  my  Love  !    The  sea-breeze  moans 
Through  yon  refit  house  I   0'*r  rolling  steles 

In  bold  ambitious  sweep, 
The  onward-surging  iides  supply 
The  silence  of  theploudless  sky 

With  mimic,  thunders  deep. 

Dark  redde^iing  from  the  channelled  Isle* 
^Where  stands  one  sqlitary  pile 

'•  *  The  Holm^,  iorthe  Bristol  OhaimeL 
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UiMlated  by  the  blatt) 
The'watchfire,  lik^  a  sullen  star, 
Twinkles  to  many  a  dpzing  tar 

Rude  cradled  on  the  mast. 

Even  there — ^beneath  that  light-house  towev 
<  In  the  tumultuous  evil  hour 

Ere  Peace  with  Sara  came, 
Time  was,  T  should  haye  thought  it  sweet  - 
To  count  the  echoing*  of  ray  feet, 

And  watch  the  storm- vexed  dame. 

And  there  in  black  soul-jaundiced  fit 
A  sad  gloom-pampered  Man  to  sit, 

And  listen  to  the  roar  :  * 
When  mountfdn  surges  bellowing  deep 
With  an  tmcouth  monster  leap 

Plunged  foaming  on  the  shore: 

Then  by  the  lightning's  blaze  to  mark 
Some  toiling  tempest-shattered  bark ,' 

Her  vain  distress-guns  hewr ;  "J 

And  when  a  second  sheet  of  liglit 
Flashed  o'er  thd  blackness  of  the  night — 

To  see  no  vessel  there !  > 

But  Fan6y  now  more  gaily  sings ;" 
Or  if  awhile  she  droop  her  wii^, 

As  sky-larks  'midthe  com, 
'On  summer  fields  she  grounds  her  breast : 
The  oblivious  poppy  o*er  her  ^est 

Nods,  till  returning  mom. 

0  mark  those  smilkig  tears^  that  swell 
The  opened  rose!   From  heaven  they  feD, 

^  And  wi^h  the  sun-beam  blend. 
Blest  visitations  from,  above, 
Such  are  the  tender  woes  of  Love 
Fostering  the  heart  they  bend ! 

When  stormy  Midni^t  howling  rounds 
Beats  OQ  our  roof  with  clattering  sound. 
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To  me  your  arms  yonll  stretcli : 
Gr«at  God !  you*H  say — To  vts  so  kind, 

0  shelter  from  this  loud  bleak  wind 
The  houseless,  frieitdless  wretch  I  ' 

The  tears  that  tremhle  dowA  your  cheek, 
ShaE  bathe  my  kisses  chaste  and  mee)c 

In  Kty*s  dew  divine  ;  ' 
.And  from  your  l^eart  the  sighs  that  steal 
Shall  make  your  rising  bosom  feel 

The  answering  swell  of  mine ! 

How  oft,  my  Love !  with  shapings  sweet 
'   '        I  pamt  the  moment  we  shall  meet ! 
With  ^ager  speed  I  dart— 

1  seize  you  in  the  vacant  air, 

-  And  fancy,  with  a  husband's  care 
I  press  you  to  my  heart ! 

*Tis  said,  in  Summer's  evening,  hour 
Flashes  the  golden^colored  flower 
A  fair  eleijtyic  flame  : 
.    And  so  rfialL  flash  my  love-charged  eyo, 
"When  all  the  heart's  big  ecstasy 
Shoots  rapid  through  the  frame  I 


LINES 

TO  A  F&IBirD   IN   ANSWBft   TO   A   UKXhAJXORGLY  LETTER. 

Away,  those  cloudy  looks,  that  laboring  sigh. 
The  peevish  oflspring  of  a  sickly  hour  I 
Nor  meanly  thus  complain  of  Fortune's  power, 
When  the  blind  gainester  throws  a  luckless  die* , 

Yon  -setting  sun  flashes  a  mournful  gleam 
Behind  those  broken  clouds,  his  storotiy  train : 
To-morrow  shall  the  many-ct^ored  main 
In  brightness  roll  beneath  his  orient  beam  ! 

Wild,  as  the  autunmal  gust,  the  hand  of  Time 
Flies  o'er  his  mystic  lyre  :  in  shadowy  dance 
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The  altenukte  gronjw  ^  Joy  mid  Grie€  ftdvuMi 
Responsiye  to  hif(  Yarding  Btiaiiui  nibtiiiie  ! 

Bears  on  its  wing  eack  hour  a  load  of  Fate ; 

The  swaia,  who,  lulled  by  Seine's  mild  miinaun^  led 

His  wfifutj  6xea  to  their  nightly  shed, 

Tp-day  may  rule  a^  tempest-troubled  Stale. 

Ifor  shall  not  Fortune  with  a  vengeful  smile 
Survey  the  sanguinary  despot'^,  mifht, 
And  haply  hBfl  the  pageant  from  his  height    • 
^  Unwept  to  wander  in  some  savage  isle. 

There  shiv'iing  sad  beneath  the  tempest's  frown 
Hound  his  tired  limbs  to  wrap  the  purple  vest ; 
And  mixed  with  nails  and  beads,  an  equal  ^est ! 
Barter  for  food  the  jewels  of  his.  crown.     ,    . 

m  '       .'      RELIGIOTOKTJSINGS; 

A  .I2&SULTORY  POEM,   WKXTTEN   OXf  TUE   CHAISTM4JB   EVE   Of  1794. 

Tms  is  the  time,  when  n^dst  divine  to  hear, 
Th^  voice  of  adoration  rouses  me. 
As  with  a  Cherub's,  trump  r  and  high  upbotne, 
-  Yea,  mingling  with  the  choir,  I  seem  to  view 
The  vision  of  the  heavenly  multitude,       r 
Who  hymned  the  song  of  peace  o'er  Bethlehem's  fields  \ 
Yet  thou  more  bright  than  all  the  anget  blaze,  .   - 
That  harbingered  thy  birth,  Thou,  Man  of  Woes  !  - 
Despised  Galilean  !     For  the  greaf 
InvisiUe  (by  syqibols  >only  seen)         .    /:.  -        ' 

With  a  peculiar  and  surpassing  light 
Shines  from  the  visage  of  the,  oppressed  good,  man,  ^ 
When  heedless  of  himself  the  scourged  Saint 
Mourns  for  the  opp^essocr    Fair  the  vernal  ihead. 
Fair  the  high  grove,  the  sea,  the  sun,  the  stam  ; 
True  impress  each  of  tkeit  creating  Sire  ! 
Yet  nor  high  grove,  nor  many^oWred  mead, 
Nor  the  green  Oeean  with  his^  thousand  isles,  , 
Nor  the  starred  azi»e,  nor  tjie  sovran  ran, 
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E^er  with  vuch  majesty  of  portraiture      . 

Imaged  the  supreme  heauty  uncreate, 

As  thou,  meek  Saviour!  at  the  fearful  hour  .      . 

When  thy  insulted  anguish  winged  the  prayer  . 

Harped  hy  Archangels,  when  they  sing  of  mercy  ! 

Which  when  the  Almighty  heard  from  forth  his  throne 

Diviner  light  filied  Heaven  with  ecstasy  I 

Heaven's  hythnings  paused  :  and  Hell  her  yawning  m(^th 

Closed  a  brief  moment.^ 

Ldvely  was  the  death 
Of  Him  '^hose  life  was  Love  !  •  Holy  With  power  "  • 
He  on  the  thought^betiighted  Skeptic  beamed 
Manifest  Godhead>  melting  into  day 
What  floating  mists  of  dark  idolatry 
Broke  and  misshaped  the  omnipresent  Sire  :  " 

And  first  by  Fear  uncharmed  the  drowsed  Soul. 
Till  of  its*  nobler  nature  it  'gan  feel    .      ' .        - 
Dim  recollections  ;  arid  thenee  spared  to  Hope,       -  ^     . 
Strong  to  believe  whatever  of  mystic  good 
The  Eternal  dooms  for  his  immortal  sons. 
From  Hope  and  firmer  Faith  to  perfect  LOve 
Attracted  and  absorbed  ;  and  centered  there 
God  only  to  behold,  a^  know,  and  feel,  ^ 
Till  by  exclusive  oonsciousness  of  God  f  . 

All  self-annihilated  it  shalji  make 
God  its  identity  ;  God  all  in  all ! 
We  and  our  Father  one  ! 

And  blest  are  they, 
Who  in  this  fleshly  "World,  the  elect  of  Heaven*, 
Their  strong  eye  darting  through  the  deeds  of  m&jpL, 
Adore  tvith  steadfast  unpresuming  gaze 
Sim  Nature's  essence,  mind,  and  energy  ! 
And  gazing,  trembling,  patiently  ascend 
Treading  beneath  their  feet  all  visible  things 
As  steps,  that  upward  to  their  Father's  throne 
Lead  graxlual — else  nor  glorified  nor  loved. 
They  nor  contempt  embosom  nor  revenge  : 
For  they  dare  know  of  what  may  seem  defoiii^ 
Kie  Supieme  Fair  sole  operant :  in  whose  sight 
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All  things  are  pure,  his  strong  controlling  Love 

Alike  from  all  educing  perfect  good. 

Their's  too  celestial  courage,  inly  armed — 

Dwarfing  Earth's  giant  brood,  what  time  they  muse       ^ 

On  their  great  Father,  great  beyond  compare  ! 

And  marching  cmwards  view  high  o'er  their  heads 

His  waving  banners  of  Omnipotence. 

Who  the  Creator  love,  created  might   • 

Dread  not :  within  their  tesits  no  terrors  walk. 

For  they  are  holy  things  before  the  Lord 

Aye  unprofaned,  though  Earth  should  league  with  Hell ; 

God's  altar  grasping  with  an  eager  hand 

Fear,  the  wild-visaged,  pale,  eye-starting  wretch, 

Sure-refuged'  hears  his  hot  pursuing  fiends 

Yell  at  vain  distance.     Soon  refreshed  irom  Heaven 

He  calms  the  throb  and  tempest  of  his  heart.  ^ 

His  countenance  settles  ;  a  soil  solemn  bliss 

Swims  in  his  eye — his  swimmiftg  eye  upraised  ; 

And  Faith's  whole  armor  glitters  on  his  limbs ! 

And  thus  transfigured  with  a  dreadless  awe, 

A  solemn  hush  of  soul,  meek  he  beholds 

All  things  of  terrible  seeming  :  yea,  unmoved 

Views  e'en  the  immitigable  ministers 

That  shower  down  vengeance  on  these  latter  days. 

For  kindling  with  intenser  Deity 

From  the  celestial  Mercy-seat  they  come, 

And  at  the  renovating  wells  of  Love 

Have  filled  their  vials  with  salutary  wrath, 

To  sickly  Nature  more  medicinal 

Than  what  soft  balm  the  weeping  good  man  pours 

Into  the  lone  despoiled  traveller's  wounds  I  * 

Thus  firom  the  Elect,  regenerate  through  faith, 

Pass  the  dark  Passions  and  what  thirsty  Cares 

Drink  up  the  Spirit,  and  the  dim  regards 

Self-centre.     Lo  they  vanish  !  or  acquire 

New  names,  new  features — ^by  supernal  grace 

Enrobed  with  Light,  and  naturalized  in  Heaven.  ^ 

As  when  a  shepherd  on  a  vernal  morn 

VOI-.  vn.  D  n        ^ 
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ThrougH  some  thick  fog  creeps  timorous  with  slow  foot, 

Darkling  he  fixes  on  the  immediate  road 

His  downward  eye  :  all  else  of  fairest  kind 

Hid  or  de&rmed.     But  lo  I  the  bursting  Sun ! 

Touched  by  the  enchantment  of  that  sudden  beam 

Straight  the  black  vapor  melteth»  and  in  globes 

Of  dewy  glitter  gems  each  plant  and  tree  ; 

On  every  leaf,  on  every  blade  it  hangs ! 

Dance  glad  the  new-born  intermingling  rays, 

And  wide  around  the  landscape  streams  with  glory  I 

There  is  one  Mind,  one  omnipresent  Mind, 

Omnific.     His  most  holy  name  is  Love. 

Truth  of  subliming  import  I  with  the  which 

Who  fteds  and  saturates  his  constant  soul, 

He  from  his  small  particular  orbit  flies 

With  blest  outstarting  I     From  Himself  he  flies, 

Stands  in  the  sun,  and  with  no  partial  gaze 

Views  all  creation  ;  aaid  he  loves  it  all. 

And  blesses  it,  and  calls  it  very  good ! 

This  is  indeed  to  dwell  with  the  most  High  ! 

Cherubs  and  rapture- trembling  Seraphim 

Can  press  no  nearer  to  the  Almighty's  Throne. 

But  that  we  roam  unconscious,  or  with  hearts 

Unfeeling  of  our  universal  Sire, 

And  that  in  his  vast  family  no  Cain 

Injures  uninjured  (in  her  best-aimed  blow 

Victorious  murder  a  blind  suicide) 

Haply  for  this  some  younger  Angel  now 

Looks  down  on  human  nature  :  and,  behold  ! 

A  sea  of  blood  bestrewed  with  -wrecks,  where  mad 

Embattling  interests  on  each  other  rush 

With  unhelmed  rage ! 

*Tis  the  sublime  of  man, 
Our  noontide  majesty,  to  know  ourselves 
Parts  and  proportions  of  one  wondrous  whole ! 
This  fraternizes  man,  this  constitutes 
Our  charities  and  bearings.     But  His  God 
Diffused  through  all,  that  doth  make  all  one  whole  : 
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This  the  wont  snperstition,  him  except 
Aught  to  desire,  Supreme  Reality  I 
The  plenitude  and  permanence  of  hliss  ! 

0  Fiends  of  Superstition  I  not  that  oft 

The  erring  priest  hath  stained  with  brother's  blood 
Your  grisly  idols,  not  for  this  may  wrath 
Thunder  against  you  from  the  Holy  One  I 
But  o*er  some  plain  that  steameth  to  the  sun. 
Peopled  with- death  ;  or  where  more  hideous  Trade 
Loud-laughing  packs  his  bales  of  human  anguish  ; 

1  will  raise  up  a  mourning,  0  ye  Fiends  I 

And  curse  your  spells,  that  film  the  eye  of  Faith, 

Hiding  the  present  God  I  whose  presence  lost. 

The  moral  world's  cohesion,  we  become 

An  anarchy  of  Spirits  I  Toy-bewitched, 

Made  blind  by  lusts,  disherited  of  soul, 

No  common  centre  Man,  no  common  sire 

Knoweth  !     A  sordid  solitary  thing. 

Mid  countless  brethren  with  a  lonely  heart 

Through  courts  and  cities  the  smooth  savage^  roams 

Feeling  himself,  his  own  low  self  the  whole  ; 

When  he  by  sacred  sympathy  might  make 

The  whole  one  self !  self,  that  no  alien  knows  ! 

Self,  far  diffused  as  Fancy's  wing  can  travel ! 

Self,  spreading  stiU  I  Oblivious  of  its  own, 

Yet  all  of  all  possessing  !     This  is  Faith  ! 

This  the  Messiah's  destined  victory  ! 

But  first  ofiences  needs  must  come  1  Even  now* 

(Black  Hell  laughs  horrible — to  hear  the  scoff!) 

*  January  2lBt,  1794>  in  the  debate  on  the  address  to  his  Majesty,  on  the 
•peech  from  the  Throne,  the  Earl  of  Guildford  moved  an  amendment  to  the 
following  effect : — "  That  the  House  hoped  his  Majesty  would  seize  the  earliest 
«f»^rtumty  to  conclude  a  peace  with  France,"  Ac  This  motion  was  op- 
posed by  the  Duke  of  Portland,  who  "  considered  the  war  to  be  merely  groun- 
ded on  one  principle — ^tho  preservation  of  the  Christian  Religion."  May 
SOth,  1794,  the  Duke  of  Bedford  nK)ved  a  number  of  resolutions,  with  a 
view  to  the  establishment  of  a  peace  with  France.  He  was  opposed  (amoag 
otlKTA)  by  Lord  Abingdon  in  these  remarkable  words ;  *'  The  beet  road 
to  Peace,  my  Lords,  is  W«r  I  and  War  carried  on  in  the  same  manner  in 
which  we  are  taught  to  worship  our  Creator,  namely,  with  all  our  qpuls, 
and  with  all  our  minds,  and  with  all  our  hearts,  and  with  all  our  strength." 
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Thee  to  defend,  meek  Galilean  !  Thee 

And  thy  mild  laws  of  Love  unutterable, 

Mistrust  and  enmity  have  burst  the  bands 

Of  social  peace  ;  and  listening  treachery  lurks 

With  pious  fraud  to  snare  a  brother's  life  ; 

And  childless  widows  o*er  the  groaning  land 

Wail  numberless ;  and  orphans  weep  for  bread 

Thee  to  defend,  dear  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

Thee,  Lamb  of  God  !  Thee,  blameless  trince  of  Peace  ! 

From  all  sides  rush  the  thirsty  brood  of  War,— 

Austria,  and  that  ibul  Woman  of  the  North, 

The  lustful  murderess  of  her  wedded  Ibrd ! 

And  he,  connatural  mind!  whom  (in  their  songs 

So  bards  of  elder  time  had  haply  feigned) 

Some  Fury  fondled  in  her  hate  to  man, 

Bidding  her  serpent  hair  in  mazy  surge 

Lick  his  young  face,  and  at  his  mouth  imbreathe 

Horrible  sympathy  !  And  leagued  with  these 

Each  petty  German  princeling,  nursed  in  gore  ! 

Soul-hardened  barterers  of  human  blood  ! 

Death's  prime  slave-merchants  !  Scorpion- whips  of  Fate ! 

Nor  least  in  savagery  of  holy  zeal. 

Apt  for  the  yoke,  the  race  degenerate. 

Whom  Britain  erst  had  blushed  to  call  her  sons ! 

Thee  to  defend  the  Moloch  priest  prefers 

The  prayer  of  hate,  and  belloAys  to  the  herd 

That  Deity,  accomplice  Deity 

In  the  fierce  jealousy  of  wakened  wrath 

Will  go  forth  with  our  armies  and  our  fleets 

To  scatter  the  red  ruin  on  their  foes  ! 

0  blasphemy  !  to  mingle  fiendish  deeds 

With  blessedness ! 

Lord  of  unsleeping  Love,* 
From  everlasting  Thou  !     We  shall  not  die. 
These,  even  these,  in  mercy  didst  thou  form,    ^ 
Teachers  of  Good  through  Evil,  by  brief  wrong 
Making  Truth  lovely,  and  her  future  might 

^^  »  Art  thou  riot  from  everlasting,  O  Lord,  my  God,  mine  Holy  One  t    "We 

shalTnot  die.  0  Lord,  thou  hast  ordained  them  for  judgment,  (fee;  Habdkhnk, 
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Magnetic  o'er  the  fixed  nntremUing  heart. 

In  the  primeyal  age  a  dateless  while 

The  vacant  Shepherd  wandered  with  his  flock, 

Pitching  his  tent  wherever  the  green  grass  waved. 

Bat  soon  Imagination  conjured  up 

A  host  of  new  desires :  with  husy-aira, 

Each  for  himself,  Earth^s  eager  children  toiled. 

So  Property  hegan,  twy-streaming  fount, 

Whence  Vice  and  Virtue  flow,  honey  and  gall. 

Hence  the  soft  couch,  and  many-colored  robe, 

The  timbrel,  and  areh'd  dome  and  costly  feast, 

With  all  the  inventive  arts,  that  nursed  the  soul 

To  forms  of  beauty,  and  by  sensual  wants 

Unsensualized  the  mind,  which  in  the  means 

Learnt  to  forget  the  grossness  of  the  end, 

Sest  pleasured  with  its  own  activity. 

And  hence  Disease  that  withers  manhood's  arm, 

The  daggered  Envy,  spirit-quenching  Want, 

Warriors,  and  Lords,  and  Priests — all  the  sore  ills 

That  vex  and  desolate  our  mortal  life     * 

Wide-wasting  ills  !  yet  each  the  immediate  source 

Of  mightier  good.     Their  keen  necessities 

To  ceaseless  action  goading  human  thought 

Have  made  Earth's  reasoning  animal  her  Lord  ; 

And  th&  pale-featured  Sage's  trembling  hand 

Strong  as  a  host  of  armed  Deities, 

Such  as  the  blin^  Ionian  fabled  erst. 

From  avarice  thus,  from  luxury  and  war 
Sprang  heavenly  science ;  and  frorn  science  freedom. 
O'er  wakened  realms  Philosophers  and  Bards 
Spread  in  concentric  circles  :  they  whose  souls, 
Conscious  of  their  high  dignities  from  God, 
Brook  not  wealth's  rivalry  !  and  they  who  long 
Enamored  with  the  charms  of  order  hate 
The  unseemly  disproportion :  and  whoe'er 
Turn  with  mild  sorrow  from  the  victor's  car 
And  the  low  puppetry  of  thrones,  to  muse 
On  that  blest  triumph,  when  the  Patriot  Sage 
Called  the  red  lightnings  from  the  o'er-rushing  cloud 
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And  dashed  the  beauteous  terrors  on  the  earth 

Smiling  majestic.     Such  a  phalanx  ne'er 

Measured  firm  paces  to  the  calming  sound 

Of  Spartan  flute  !     These  on  the  fated  day, 

When,  stung  to  rage  by  pity,  eloquent  men 

Have  roused  with  pealing  voice  the  uuntkmbered  tribes 

That  toil  and  groan  and  bleed,  hungry  and  blind, — 

These  hushed  awhile  with  patient  eye  serene 

ShUl  watch  the  mad  qareering  of  the  storm  ; 

Then  o'er  the  wild  and  wavy  chaos  rush 

And  tame  the  outrageous  mass,  with  plastic  might 

Moulding  confusion  to  such  perfect  forms,  . 

As  erst  were  wont, — ^bright  visions  of  the  day  !—     • 

To  float  before  them,  when,  the  summer  noon. 

Beneath  some  arch'd  romantic  rock  reclined 

They  felt  the  sea  breeze  lifl  their  youthful  locks ; 

Or  in  the  month  of  blossoms,  at  mild  eve,  • 

Wandering  with  desultory  feet  inhaled 

The  wafted  perfumes,  and  the  flocks  and  woods 

And  many-tinted  streams  and  setting  sun 

With  all  his  gorgeous. company  of  clouds 

Ecstatic  gazed  !  then  homeward  as  they  strayed 

Cast  the  sad  eye  to  earth,  and  inly  mused 

Why  there  was  misery  in  a  world  so  fair. 

Ah  !  far  removed  from  all  that  glads  the  sense» 

From  all  that  softens  or  ennobles  Man, 

The  wretched  Many  !     Bent  beneath  their  loads 

They  gape  at  pageant  Power,  nor  recognize 

Their  tots'  transmuted  plunder  !     From  the  tree 

Of  Knowledge,  ere  the  vernal  sap  had  risen 

Rudely  disbranched  !     Blest  Society  ! 

Fitliest  depictured  by  some  sun-scorched  waste. 

Where  oft  majestic  through  the'  tainted  noon 

The.  Simoom  sails,  before  whose  purple  pomp 

Who  falls  not  prostrate  dies  I     And  where  by  night. 

Fast  by  each  precious  fountain  on  green  herbs 

The  lion  couches  ;.  or  hyaena  dips 

Deep  in  the  lucid  stream  his  bloody  jaws  ; 

Or  serpent  plants  his  vast  moon-glittering  bulk, 
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Caught  in  whose  monsttons  twine  Behemoth*  yells, 
His  bones  loud-crashing ! 

0  ye  numberless, 
Whom  foul  oppression's  ruffian  gluttony 
Diives  from  life's  plenteous  feast !     0  thou  poor  wretch 
Who  nursed  in  darkness  and  made  wild  by  want, 
Roamest  for  prey,  yea  thy  unnatural  hand 
Dost  lifl  to  deeds  of  blood  I     O  pale-eyed  form, 
The  victim  of  seduction,  doomed  to  know 
Polluted  nights  and  days  of  blasphemy ; 
Who  in  loathed  orgies  with  lewd  wassailers 
Must  gaily  laugh,  while  thy  remembered  home 
Gnaws  like  a  viper  at  thy  secret  heart ! 
0  aged  women  !  ye  who  weekly  catch 
The  morsel  tossed  by  law-forced  charity, 
And  die  so  i^wly,  that  none  call  it  murder  ! 
0  loathly  suppliants  !  ye,  that  unreceived 
Totter  heart-broken  from  the  closing  gates 
Of  the  full  Lazar-house  :  or,  gazing,  stand 
Sick  with  despair !     0  ye  to  glory's  field 
Forced  or  ensnared,  who,  as  ye  gasp  in  death. 
Bleed  with  new  wounds  beneath  the  vulture's  beak ! 
0  thou  poor  widow,  who  in  dreams  dost  view 
Thy  husband's  mangled  corse,  and  from  short  doze 
Start'st  with  a  shriek  ;  or  in  thy  half-thatched  cot 
Waked  by  the  wintry  night-storm^  wet  tt,rtd  cold 
Cow'rst  o'er  thy  screaming  baby  !     Rest  awhile 
Children  of  wretchedness  !     More  groans  must  rise, 
More  blood  must  stream,  or  ere  your  wrongs  be  full. 
Yet  is  thei  day  of  retribution  nigh  : 
The  Lamb  of  God  hath  opened  the  fifth  seal : 
And  upward  rush  on  swiftest  wing  of  fire 
The  innumerable  multitude  of  Wrongs 
By  man  on  man  inflicted !     Rest  awhile, 
Children  of  wretchedness  I     The  hour  is  high ; 
And  lo  !  the  great,  the  rich,  the  mighty  Men, 

•  Behemoth,  in  Hebrew,  sigaifies  wild  beasts  in  general  .  Some  believe 
it  is  the  elephant,  some  the  hippopotamus ;  some  affirm  it  is  the  wild  bull. 
Poetically  it  designates  any  large  quadruped  # 
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The  Kings  and  the  chief  Captains  of  Uie  World, 
With  all  that  fixed  on  high  like  stars  of  Heaven 
Shot  haleful  influence;  shall  be  cast  to  earth,. 
Vile,  and  down-trodden,  as  the  untimely  fruit 
Shook  from  tho  fig-tree  by  a  sudden  storm. 
Even  now  the  storm  begins  :*  each  gentle  name, 
Faith  and  meek  Piety,  with  fearful  joy 
Tremble  far-ofi' — for  lo  !  the  giant  Frenzy 
Uprooting  empires  with  his  whirlwind  arm 
Mocketh  high  Heaven  ;  burst  hideous  from  the  cell 
Where  the  old  Hag,  unconquerable,  huge, 
Creation's  eyeless,  drudge,  black  ruin,  sits 
Nursing  the  impatient  earthquake. 

.0  return! 
Pure  Faith  !  meek  Piety  !     The  abhorred  Form 
Whose  scarlet  robe,  was  stifi*  ^ith  earthly  pomp. 
Who  drank  iniquity  in  cups  of  gold. 
Whose  names  were  many  and  all  blasphemous, 
Hath  met  the  horrible  judgment  I     Whence  that  cry  ? 
The  mighty  army  of  foul  Spirits  shrieked 
Disherited  of  earth !     For  she  hath  fallen 
On  whose  black  front  was  written  Mystery  ;  .     . 

She  that  reeled  heavily,  whose  wine  was  blood  ; 
She  that  worked  whoredom  with  the  Demon  Power, 
And  from  the  dark  embrace  all  evil  things 
Brought  forth  and  nurtured  :  mitred  atheism  I 
And  patient  Folly  who  on  bended  knee 
Gives  back  the  steel  that  stabbed  him  ;  and  pale  Fear 
Haunted  by  ghastlier  shapings  than  surround 
Moon-blasted  Madness  when  he  yells  at  midnight  I 
Return  pure  Faith  !  return  meek  Piety  1 
The  kingdoms  jof  the  world  are  yours  :  each  heart. 
Self-governed,  the  vast  family  of  Love 
Raised  from  the  common  earth-  by  coipmon  toil 
Enjoy  the  equal  produce.     Such  delights 
As  float  to  earth,  permitted  visitants ! 
When  in  some  hour  of  solemn  jubilee 
The  massy  gates  of  Paradise  are  thrown 

♦  Alluding  to  the  iFrench  Reyolution. 
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Wide  open;  and  forth  come  in  fragments  wild 

8weet  echoes  of  unearthly  melodies, 

And  odors  snatched  from  beds  of  amaranth, 

And  they,  that  from  the  crystal  riyer  of  life  • 

Spring  up  on  freshened  wing,  ambrosial  gales  I 

The  favored  good  man  in  his  lonely  walk 

Perceives  them,  and  hisr  silent  spirit  drinks 

Strange  bliss  which  he  shall  recognize  in  heaven. 

And  such  delights,  such  strange  beatitudes 

Seize  on  my  young  anticipating  heart 

When  that  blest  future  rushes  on  my  view  ! 

For  in  his  owji  and  in  his  Father's  might 

The  Saviour  comes  !     While  as  the  Thousand  Yean 

Lead  up  their  mystic  dance,  the  Desert  shouts ! 

Old  Ocean  claps  his  hands !     The  mighty  Dead 

Rise  to  new  life,  whoe'er  from  earliest  time 

With  conscious  zeal  had  urged  Love's  wondrous  plan, 

Coadjutors  of  God.     To  Milton's  trump 

The  high  groves  of  the  renovated  Earth 

Unbosom  their  glad  echoes  ;  inly  hushed'. 

Adoring  Newton  his  serener  eye 

Raises  to  heaven  :  and  he  of  mortal  kind 

Wisest,  he*  first  who  niarked  the  ideal  tribes 

Up  the  fine  fibres  through  the  sentient  brain. 

Lo !  Priestley  ^ere,-jpatriot,  and  saint,  and  sage. 

Him,  full  of  years,  from  his  loved  native  land 

Statesmen  blood-stained  and'  priests  idolatrous 

By  dark  lies  maddening  the  blind  multitude 

Drove  with  vain  hate.     Calm,  pitying  he  retired. 

And  mused  expectant  on  these  promised  years. 

O  Years !  the  blest  pre-eminence  of  Saints  ! 

Ye  sweep  athwart  my  gaze,  so  heavenly  bright. 

The  wings  that  veil  the  adoring  Seraphs'  eyes. 

What  time  they  bend  before  the  Jasper  Thronef 

Reflect  no  lovelier  hues  !     Yet  ye  depart. 

And  all  beyond  is  darkness  !     Heights  niost  strange, 

•  David  Hartley. 

f  Rev.  chap.  iv.  y.  2  and  8 : — And  immediately  I  was  in  the  Spirit :  and 
behold,  a  Throne  was  set  in  Heaven  and  one  sat  on  the  Throne.    And  he  A 

that  sat  was  to  loolmpon  like  a  jasper  and  a  sardine  stone,  Ae,  ^  -^^ 

D* 
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Whence  Fancy  falUr,  fluttering  her  idle  wing^ 
For  "who  of  woman  horn  may'-paint  the  hour. 
When  seized  in  his  mid  course,  the  Bun  shall  wano 
Making  noon  ghastly  !     Who  of  woman  born 
May  image  in  the  workings  of  his  thought, 
How  the  black-visaged,  red-eyed  Fiend  outstretched* 
Beneath  the  unsteady  feet  of  Nature  groans. 
In  feverous  slumbers— destined  then  to  wake, 
When  fiery  whirlwinds  thunder  his  dread  name 
And  Angels  shout,  Destruction  !     How  his  arm 
The  last  great  Spirit  lifting  high  in  air 
Shall  swear  by  Him,  the  ever-living  One, 
Time  is  np  mf>re  !     , 

Believe  thou,  0  my  soul. 
Life  is  a  vision  shadowy  of  Truth  ; 
And  vice,  and  anguish,  and  the  wormy  grave, 
Shapes  of  a  dream  !     The  veiling  clouds  retire, 
And  lo  !  the  Throne  of  the  redeeming  God 
Forth  flashing  unimaginable  day"  \ 
Wraps  in  one  blaze  earth,  heaven,  and  deepest  hell. 

Contemplant  Spirits  I  ye  that  hover  o*er 

With  untired  gaze  the  immeasurable  fount 

Ebullient  with  creative  Deity  ] 

And  ye  of  plastic  power,  that  interfused 

Eoll  through  th^  grosser  and  material  mass 

In  organizing  surge  !     Holies  of  Grod  ! 

(And  what  if  Monads  of  the  infinite  mind) 

I  haply  journeying  my  immortal  course 

Shall  sometime  join,  your  mystic  c];Loir.     Till  then 

I  discipline  my  young  and  novice  thought 

In  ministeries  of  heart-stirring  song, 

And  aye  on  Meditation's  heaven-ward  wing 

Soaring  alofl  I  breathe  the  empyreal  air 

Of  Love,  omnific,  omnipresent  Love, 

Whose  day-spring  rises  glorious  in  my  soul 

As  the  great  Sun,  when  he  his  influence 

Sheds  on  the  frost-bound  waters-^— The  glad  sti^am 

Flows  to  the  ray  and  warbles  as  it  flows. 

*  The  final  destruotion  impersonated 
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A   VISION, 

Auspicious  Reverefuce  !     Hush  all  meaner  song, 

Ere  we  the  deep  prehiding  strain  have  poured 

To  the  great  Father,  only  Rightful  King, 

Eternal  Father  I  King  Omnipotent ! 

To  the  Will  Absolute,  the  One,  the  Good  ! 

The  I  AM,  the  Word,  the  Life,  the  Living  God  ! 

Such-  symphony  requires  best  instrument.  . 
Seize,  then,  my  .soul !  from  Freedom's  trophied  dome 
The  harp  which  hangeth  high  between  the  shields 
Of  Brutus  and  Leonidas  !     With  that 
Strong  n^usic,  that  soliciting  spell,  force  back 
Man's  free  and  stirring  spirit  that  lies  entranced. 

For  what  is  freedom,  but  the  unlettered  use 
Of  all  the  powers  which  God  for  use  had  given  ? 
But  chiefly  this,  him  first,  him  last  to  view 
Through  meaner  powers  and  secondary  things 
Eflulgent,  as  through  clouds  that  veil  his  blaze. 
For  all  that  meets  the  bodily  sense  I  deem 
Symbolical,  one  mighty  alphabet 
For  infant  minds ;  and  we  in  this  low  world 
Placed  with  our  backs  to  bright  reality, 
That  we  may  learn  with  young  unwounded  ken 
The  substance  from  its  shadow.     Infinite  Love, 
Whose  latence  is  the  plenitude  of  all, 
Thou  with  retracted  beams,  and  self-eclipse 
Veiling,  revealest  thine  eternal  Sun. 

But  some  there  are  who  deem  themselves  most  free 
When  tlftiy  within  this  gross  and  visible  sphere 
Chain  down  the  winged  thought,  scoffing  ascent, 
Proud  in  their  meanness :  and  themselves  they  cheat 
With  noisy  emptiness  of  learned  phrase, 
Their  subtle  fluids,  impacts,  essences, 
Self-working  tools,  uncaused  effects,  and  all 
Those  blind  omniscients,  those  almighty  slaves, 
Untenanting  creation  of  its  God.. 
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But  properties 'are  God :  the  naked  mass 
(If  mass  there  be,  fantastic*  guess  or  -ghost) 
Acts  only  by  its  inactivity. 
Here  vfe  pause  humbly.     Others  holdlier  think 
That  as  one  body  seems  the  aggregate 
Of  atoms  numberless,  each  organized ; 
Sq  by  a  strange  and  dim  similitude 
Infinite  foyriads  of  self-^conscious  mi  ads 
Are  one  all-conscious  Spirit,  which  informs 
With  absolute  ubiquity  of  thought 
(His  one  eternal  self-affirming  act !) 
AH  his  involved  Monads,  that  yet  seem 
With  various  province  and  apt  agency 
Each  to  pursue  its  own  self-centring  end. 
Some  nurse  the  infant  diamond  in  the  mine ;« 
Some  roll  the  genial  juices  tl^ough  the  oak ; 
Some  drive  the  mutinous  clouds  to  clash  in  air, 
And  rushing  on  the  storm  with  whirlwind  speed, 
Yoke  the  red  lightnings  to  their  volleying  car. 
Tiius  these  pursue  their  never- varying  t»)urse, 
No  eddy  in  their  stream.     Others,  more  wild. 
With  complex  interests  weaving  human  fates. 
Duteous  or  proud,  alike  obedient  all. 
Evolve  the  process  of  eternal  good. 

And  what  if  some  rebellious  o'er  dark  realms 
Arrogate  power  ?  yet  these  train  up  to  God, 
And  on  the  rude  eye,  unconfirmed  for  day, 
Flash  meteor-lights  better  than  total  gloom. 
As  ere  from  Lieule-Oaive's  vapory  head 
The  Laplander  beholds  the  far-off"sun 
Dart  his  slant  beam  on  unobeying  snows, 
While  yet  the  stern  and  i^litary  night  • 

Brooks  no  alternate  sway,  the  Boreal  Morn 
With  mimic  lustre  substitutes  its  gleam, 
Guiding  his  course  or  by  Niemi  lake  , 
Or  Balda  Zhiok,*  or  the  mossy  stone. 
Of  Solfar-kapper,t  while  the  snowy  blast 

*  Balda  Zhiok ;  t.  e,  mens  altitudinis,  the  highest  mountain  in  Lapland. 
t  Solfar  Kapper ;  capitium  Soliar,  hio  loons  omnium  ^^uotqnot  veternm 
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Biifb  arrowy  h^  or  eddies  round  his  sledge, 
Making  the  poor  babe  at  its  mother's  back*^ 
Scream  in  its  scanty  cradle :  he  the  while 
Wins  gentle  solace  as  with  upward  eye 
He  marks  the  streamy  banners  of  the  North, 
Thinking  himself  those  happy  spirits  shall  join  ^ 
Who  there  in  floating  Tobes  of  rosy  light    *^^^ 
Dance  sportively.     For  Fancy  is  the  poweraf 
That  first  unsensualizes  the  dark  mind,        T 
Giving  it  new  delights ;  and  bids  it  swell    J 
With  wild  activity ;  and  peopling  air, 
By  obsciyre  fears  of  beings  invisible. 
Emancipates  it  from  the  grosser  thrall 
Of  the  present  impulse,  teaching  self-control, 
Till  Superstition  with  unconscious  hand 
^g^l^SifiSIW^^  ^^  throne.     Wherefore  not  vain, 
Nor  yet  without  permitted  power  impressed, 
I  deem  those  l^ends  terrible,  with  which 
The  polar  ancient  thrills  his  uncouth  throng : 
Whether  of  pitying  Spirits  that' make  their  moan 
O'er  slaughtered  infants,  fx  that  giant  bird 
Yuokho,  of  whose  rushing  wings  the  noise 
is  tempest,  when  the  unutterablet  shape 
Speeds  irom  the  mother  ef  Death,  and  utters  once 
That  shriek,  which /lever  murderer  heard,  and  lived. 


/ 
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lApponum  Buperstitio  sacrifidU  religiospque  eultoi  dedioarit,  oelebratissi- 
muB  erat,  la  parte  siniw  australis  situs  Bemimilliaris  spotio  a  mari  distam. 
Ipse  locus,  quern  curiositatis  gratia  aliquando  me  inyisiise  memtoi,  doabus 
prealtis  lapidibus,  sibi  invicem  oppoeitis,  quorum  alter  musoo  circumdatus 
^sstXy  constabat. — Lt€miu%  de  Lapponibus. 

*  The  Lapland  women  carry  tbeir  infants  at  their  back  in  a  piece  of 
excavated  wood,  which  serves  them  for  a  cradle.  Opposite  to  the  infant's 
month  there  is  a  hole  for  it  to  breathe  through.— Miraadum  prorsus  est  et 
▼is  crediUle  nisi  cui  vidisse  contigit.  LapponeB  hyeme  iter  fiEunentel  per 
Tastos  moutes,  perqne  horrida  et  invia  tesqua,  eo  presertim  tempore  quo 
OBmia  perpetuis  nivibus  obtecta  sunt  et  nives  yentis  agitantur  et  in  gyros 
agnntur,  viam  ad  destinata  loca  absque  error^  invenire  posse,  lactantem 
antem  in£mtem  si  qbem  habeat,  ipsa  mater  iii  dorso  bajulat,  in  ezcavato 
ligDo  (Gieed'k  ipsi  vocant)  quod  pro  cunis  utiibtur :  in  hoc  iufans  pannis  et 
pellibas  cdnvolntus  colligatus  jacet. — Zeemiua  de  Zapponibua, 

t  Jaibme  Aibmo. 
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Or  if  the  G-reenlaad  Wizard  in  BtrangB  (ranoe 
Pierces  the  untravelled  realms  of  Ocean's  bed 
Over  the  abysm,  even  to  tjiat  ntter^iost  cave 
By  mis-shaped  prodigies  beleaguered,  such 
As  earth  ne'er  bred,  nor  air,  nor  the  upper  sea : 
Wher&  dwells  the  Fury  Form>,  whose  unheard  name 
With^dge|^-«ye,  pale  cheek,  suspended  breath, 
And  lips  ^If-opening  with  the  dread  ai  sound. 
Unsleeping  Silence  guards,  worn  out  with  fear  - 

\   Lest  haply  'scaping  on  some  treacherous  blast 
I  The  fateful  word  let  slip  the  elements 

^  And  frenzy  Nature.     Yet  the  wizard  her, 

Armed  with  Torngarsuck's*  power,  the  Spirit  of  €h)od. 

Forces  to  unchain  the  foodful  progeny 

Of  the  Ocean  stream ; — ^thence  thro'  the  realm  of  Sou 

Where  live  the  Innocent,  as  far  from  i 

As  from  the  stoims  and  overwhelming  waves 

That  tumble  x>n  the  surface  of  the  Beep,    . 

Returns  with  far-heard  pant,  hotly  pursued 

By  the  fierce  Warders  of  the  Sea,  onoe  more, 

Ere  by  the  frost  foreclosed,  to  repossess 

His  ileshly  mansion,  that  had  staid  the  whi(e 

In  the  dark  tent  within  a  cow'ring  group 

Untenanted. — Wild  phantasies  I  yet  wise, 

On  the  victorious  goodness  of  high  God  , 

Teaching  reliance,  and  medicinal  hope. 

Till  from  Bethabra  northward,  heavenly  Truth 

With  gradual  steps,  winning  her  difficult  way. 

Transfer  their  rude  Faith  perfected  and  pure. 

If  theire  be  beings  of  higher  class  than  Mati, 
I  deem  no  nobler  province  they  possess, 
Than  by  disppsal  of  apt  circumstance 

*  TThey  call  the  Good  Spirit  Torngarsuok.  The  other  great  but  malig- 
nant spirit  is  a  nameless  Female ;  shedwells  under  the  sea  in  a  great  house* 
where  she  can  detain  in  captivity  all. the  animals  of  the  oceaa  by  her  magic 
power.  When  a  dearth  befalls  the  Greenlanders,  an  ^^ngekok  or  magiciaa 
must  undertake  a  journey  tluther.  He  passes  through  the  kipgdom  of 
Bouls,  over  a  horrible  abyss  into  the  Palace  of  this  phantom,  and  by  hia 
enchantments  causes  the  captive  creatures  to  ascend  directly  to  the  auriiEice 
of  the  ocean. — See  Crantz^s  History  of  Chreenlandy  yoL  i  206[. 
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To  rear  up  kingdmoa :  and  the  deeds  tiiey  prompt, 
Distinguishing  firom  mortal  agency, 
They  choose  their  human  ministers  from  such  states 
As  stiLl  the  Epic  song  half  fears  to  name, 
Repelled  from  all  the  minstrelsies  that  strike 
The  palace-roof  and  soothe  the  monarch's  pride. 

And  such,  perhaps,  the  Spirit,  who  (if  w<^s 
Witnessed  by  answering  deeds  may  claim  our  faith) 
Held  commune  with  that  warrior«>maid  of  France 
Who  scourged  the-Invader«    Prom  her  infant  days, 
With  Wisdom,  mother  of  retired  thoughts. 
Her  soul  had  dwelt ;  and  she  was  quibk  to  mark 
The  good  and  evil  thing,  in  human  lore 
Undisciplined.     For  lowiy  was  her  birth. 
And  Heayen  had  doomed  her  early  years  to  toil 
Tlmt  pure  from  tyranny's  least  deed,  herself 
Unfear'd  by  fellow-natures,  she  might  wait 
On  the  poor  laboring  man  with  kindly  looks. 
And  minister  refreshment  to. the  tired 
Way-wanderer,  when  along  the  rough  hewn  bench 
The  swdtry  man  had  stretched  him,  and  alofl 
Vacantly  watched  the 'rudely  pictured  board 
Which%>n  the  mulberry-bough  with  welcome  creak 
Swung  to  ^e  pleasant  breeze.    Here,  too,  the  Maid 
Learnt  more  than  schods  could  teach :  Man's  shifting  mind , 
His  vices  and  his  sorrows !     And  fall  oh 
At  tales  of  cruel  wrong  and  strange  distress, 
Had  wept  and  shivered.     To  the  tottering  eld 
Still  as  a  daughter  would  she  run  :  she  placed 
His  cold  limbs  at  the  sunny  door,  and  loved 
To  hear  him  story,  in  his  garrulous  sort, 
Of  his  eventful  years,  all  Qome  and  gone. 

.  So  twenty  seasons  past.     The  Yirgin's  form. 
Active  and  tail,  nor  sloth  nor  luxury 
Had  shrunk  or  paled.     Her  front  sublime  and  broad. 
Her  flexile  eye-brows  wildly  haired  and  low, 
I  And  her  full  eye,  now  bright,  now  unillamed. 

Spake  more  than  Woman's  thought ;  and  all  her  face 

I 
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Was  moulded  to  such  features  as  declared 

That  pity  there  had  oft  aod  strongly  worked,  > 

And  sometimes  indignation.     Bold  har  mien, 

And  like  a  haughty  huntress  of  the  woods 

She  moved  :  yet  sure  she  was  a  gentle  maid ! 

And  in  each  motion  her  most  innocent  soul 

Beamed  forth  so  hrightly,  thot  who  saw  would  say 

Guilt  was  a  thing  impossible  in  her  ! 

Nor  idly  would  have  said — ^for  she  had  liyed 

In  this  bad  World,  as  in  a  place  of  tpmbs, 

And  touched  not  the  poUutiomr  of  the  dead. 

'Twas  the  cold  season  when  the  rustic's  eye 
From  the  drear  desolate  whiteness  of  his  fields 
Rolls  for  relief  to  watch  the  skyey  tints 
And  clouds  slow  vi^rying  their  huge  imagery  ; 
When  now,  as  she  was  wont,  the  healthful  Maid 
Had  left  her  pallet  ere  one  beam  of  day 
Slanted  the  fog-smoke.     She  w«nt  forth  alone 
Urged  by  the  indwelling  angel-guide,  that,  oft. 
With  dim  inexplicable  sympathies  *   - 

Disquieting  the  heart,  shapes  out  Man's  course 
To  the  predoomed  adventure.     Now  the  ascent 
She  climbs  of  that  steep  upland,  on  whose  top  # 
The  Pilgrim-man,  who  long  since  eve  had  watched 
The  alien  shine  of  unconceming  stars. 
Shouts  to  himself,  there  first  the  Abbey-lights 
Seen  in  Neufchatel's  vale;  now  slopes  adown 
The  winding  sheep-track  vale-ward  :  when,  behold 
In*  the  first  entrance  of  the  level  road 
An  unattended  team !     The  foremost  horse 
Lay  with  stretched  limbs  ;  the  others,  yet  alive 
But  stiff  and  cold,  stood  motionless,  their  majies  * 
Hoar  with  the  frozen  night  dews.     Dismal^ 
The  dark-red  dawn  now  glimmered  ;  but  its  gleanis 
Disclosed  no  face  of  man.     The  maiden  paused, 
Then  hailed  who  might  be  near.     No  voice  replied. 
From  the  thwart  wain  at  length  there  reached  her  ear 
A  sound  so  feeble  that  it  almost  seemed 
Distant :  and  feebly,  with  slow  efibrt  pu&ed, 
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A  miserable  man  crept  forth  :  his  limbs 

The  silent  frost  had  eat,  scathing  Kke  fire.  ^ 

Faint  on  the  shafls  he  rested.     She,  mean  time, 

Saw  crowded  dose  benea:th  the  coverture 

A  mother  arid  her  children — ^lifeless  all, — 

Yet  lovely !  not  a  lineament  was  marred — 

Death  had  put  on  so  slumber-like  a  fdrm! 

It  was  a  piteous  sight ;  and  one,  a  babe. 

The  crisp  milk  frozen  on  its  innocent  ]ips, 

Lay  on  the  woman's  arm,  its  little  hand 

Stretched  onher  bosom 

Mutely  questioning. 
The  Maid  gazed  wildly  at  the  living  wretch. 
He,  his  head  feebly  turning,  on  the  groiip 
Looked  with  a  vacant  stare,  and  his  eye  Spoke 
The  drowsy  calm  that  steals  on  worn-out  anguish. 
She  shuddered ;  but,  each  vainer  pang  subdued, 
Cluick  disentangling  from  the  foremost  horse  * 

The  rustic  bands,  with  difficulty  and  toil 
The  stiff  cramped  team  forced  homeward.     There  arrived, 
Anxiously  tends  Tiim  she  with  healing  herbs. 
And  weeps  and  prays — but  the  numb  power  of  Death 
Spreads  o'er  his  limbs  ;  and  ere  the  noontide  hour, 
The  hovering  spirits  of  his  wife  and  babes 
Hail  him  immortal !     Yet  amid  his  pangs, 
With  interruptions  long  from  ghastly  throes, 
His  voice  had  faltered  out  this  simple  tale. 

Tlie  village,  where  he  dwelt  a  husbandman, 
By  sudden  inroad  had  been  seized  and  fired 
Late  on  the  yester-evening.     With  his  wife 
And  little  ones  he  hurried  his  escape. 
They  saw  the  nei^boring  hamlets  flame,  they  heard 
Uproar  and  shrieks !  and  terror-struck  drove  on 
Through  unfrequented  roads  a  weary  way  !  .    ' 

But  saw  xK>r  house  nor  cottage.     All  had  quenched 
Their  evening  hearth-fire  :  for  the  alarm  had  spread. 
The  air  clipped  keen,  the  night  was  fanged  with  frost, 
And  they  provisionless !'    The  weeping  wife 
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111  hushed  her  children's  mojins ;  axtd  still  th^y  moajKied, 
«     Till  fright  and  cold  and  hunger  drank  their  life. 

They  closed  their  eyes  in  sleep,  nor  knew  'jtwas  death. 

He  only,  lashing  his  o'er-wearied  team, 

Gained  a  sad  respite,  tiH  beside  the  base 

Of  the  high  hill  his  foreniost  horse  dropped  dead. 

Then  hopeless,  strengthless,  sick  for  lack  of  food, 

He  crept  beneath  the  coverture,  entranced, 

Till  wakened  by  the  maiden. — ^Such  his  tale. 

Ah  !  suffering  to  the  height  of  what  was  suffered 
Stung  with  too  keen  a  sympathy,  the  Maid 
Brooded  with  moving,  lips,  mute,  startful,  dark  I 
And  now  her  Hushed  tumultuous  features  shot 
Such  strange  vivacity,  as  fires  the  eye 
Of  misery  fancjr- crazed  I  and  now  once  moire 
Naked,  and  void,  and  fixed,  and  all  within 
The  unquiet  silence  of  confused  thought 
And  shapeless  feelings.     For  a  mighty  hand 
Was  strong  upon  her,  till  in  the  heat  of  soul 
To  the  high  hill-top  tracing  back  her  steps. 
Aside  the  beacon,  up  whose  smouldere#  stones 
The  tender  ivy- trails  crept  thinly,  there. 
Unconscious  of  the  driving  element. 
Yea,  swallowed  up  in  the  ominous  dream,  she  sate 
Ghastly  as  broad-eyed  Slumber  !  a  dim  anguish 
Breathed  from  her  look !  and  still  with  pant  and  sob, 
Inly  she  toiFd  to  flee,  and  still  subdued. 
Felt  an  inevitable  Presence  near. 

Tims  as  she  toiled  in  troublous  ecstasy, 
A  horror  of  great  darkness  wrapt  her  round, 
And  a  voice  uttered  forth  unearthly  tones, 
Calming  her  soul,—"  0  Thou  of  the  Most  High 
Chosen,  whom  all  the  perfected  in  Heaven 
Behold  expectant 

[The  foUowiogfragmeiits  were  intended  ta  form  part  of  the  poem  when 
finished.] 

"  Maid  beloved  of  Heaven  ! 
(To  her  the  tutelary  Power  exclaimed) 
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Of  Chaos  the  adventurous'  progeny 

Thou  seest ;  foul  missionaries  of  foul  sire, 

Fierce  to  regain  the  losses  of  that  hour 

When  Love  rose  glittering,  and  his  gorgeous  wings 

Over  the  ahyss  fluttered  with  such  glad  noise, 

As  what  time  after  long  and  pestful  calms, 

With  sliiiiy  shapes  and  miscreated  life 

Poisoning,  the  vast  Pacific,  the  fresh  breeze 

Wakens  the  merchant-sail  uprising.     Night 

A  heavy  unimaginable  moan 

Sent  forth i  when  she  the  Protoplast  beheld 

Stand  beauteous  on  confusion's  charmed  wave. 

Moaning  she  fled,  and  entered  the  Profound 

That  leads  with  downward  windings  to  the  cave 

Of  darkness  palpable,  desert  of  Death 

Sunk  deep  beneath  Gehenna's  massy  roots. 

There  many  a  dateless  age  the  beldam  lurked 

And  trembled  ;  till  engendered  by  fierce  Hate,- 

Fierde  Hate  and  gloomy  Hope,  a  Dream  arose, 

Shaped  like  a  black  cloud  marked  with  streaks  of  fire. 

It  roused  the  Hell-Hag  :  she  the  dew  damp  wiped 

From  off  her  brow,  asd  through  the  uncouth  maze 

Retraced  her  steps  ;  but  ere  she  reached  the  mouth 

Of  that  drear  labyrinth,  shuddering  she  paused, 

Nor  dared  re-enter  the  diminished  Gulf 

As  through  the  dark  vaults  of  some  mouldered  tower 

(Which,  feaVful  to  approach,  the  evening  hind 

Circles  at  distance  in  his  homeward  way) 

The  winds  breathe  hollow,  deemed  the  plaining  groan 

Of  prisoned  spirits  ;  with  such  fearful  voice 

Night  murmured,  and  the  sound  thro'  Chaos  went. 

Leaped  at  her  call  her  hideous-fronted  brood  I 

A  dark  behest  they  heard,  and  rushed  on  earth ; 

Since  that  sad  hour,  in  camps  and  courts  adored, 

Eebels  from  God,  and  tyrants  O^er  Mankind  I" 


From  his  obscure  haunt 
Shrieke'd  Fear,  of  Cruelty  the  ghastly  dam. 
Feverous  yet  freezing,  eager-paced  yet  sbw, 
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As  she  that  creeps  from  forth  her  swampy  reeds, 
Ague,  the  hiform  hag !  when  early  Spring  - 
Beams  on  the  marsh-bred  vapors. 


"  Even  so  (the  exulting  Maiden  said) 
The  sainted  heralds  of  good  tidings  fell, 
And  thus  they  witnessed  God  !   But  now  the  clouds 
Treading,  and  storms  beneath  their  feet,  they  soar 
Higher,  and  higher  soar«  and  soaririff  sing 
Loud  songs  of  triumph  !   0  ye  spirits  of  Goa, 
Hover  around  my  mortal  agonies  !*' 
She  spake,  and  instantly  faint  melody 
Melts  on  her  ear,  sQothing  and  sad,  and  slow, 
Such  measures,  as  at  calmest  midnight  heard 
By  aged  hermit  in  his  holy  dream. 
Foretell  and  solace  death ;  and  now  they  rise 
Louder,  as  when  with  harp  and  mingled  voice 
The  white-robed*  multitude  of  slaughtered  saints 
At  Heaven's  wide-opened  portals  gratulant     ' 
Receive  some  martyr'd  patriot.     The  harmony 
Entranced  the  Maid,  till  each  suspended  sense 
Brief  slumber  seized,  and  confused  ecstasy. 

At  length  awakening  slow,  she  gazed  around  : 
And  through  a  mist,  the  relic^ue  of  that  trance 
Still  thinning  as  she  gazed,  an  Isle  appeared, 
Its  high,  o*er-hanging,  white,  broad-breasted  clifis. 
Glassed  on  the  subject  ocean.     A  vast  plain 
Stretched  opposite,  where  Qver  and  anon 
The  plough-man  following  sad  his  meagre  team 
Turned  up  fresh  skulls  unstartled,  and  the  bones 
Of  fierce  hate-breathing  combatants,  who  there 
All  mingled  lay  beneath  the  common  earth, 
Death's  gloomy  reconcilement !     O'er  the  fields 

*  Revelations,  vi.  d,  11.  And  when  he  bad  opened  the  fifth  seal,  I  saw 
under  the  altar  the.  souls  of  them  that  were  slain  for  the  word  of  Gk>d,  and 
for  the  testimony  which  they  held.  And  white  robes  were  givep  unto 
every  one  of  them,  and  it  was  said  imto.  them,  that  they  should  rest  yet  for 
a  little  season,  until  their  fellow-servants  also  and  their  brethren,  that 
should  be  killed  as  they  were,  should  be  fulfilled. ' 
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Stept  a  fkdx  Fonn,  xepairifig  all  she  might, 
Her  temples  olive- wreathed  ;  and  where  she  trod, 
Fresh  flowerets  rose,  and  many  a  foodful  herb. 
But  wan  her  cheek,  her  footsteps  insecure. 
And  anxious  pleasure  beamed  in  her  faint  eye. 
As  she  had  newly  left  a  couch  of  pain. 
Pale  convalescent !  (yet  some  time  to  ^e 
With  power  exclusive  o'er  the  willing  world. 
That  blest  prophetic  mandate  then  fulfilled — 
Peace  be  on  Earth  !)     A  happy  while,  but  briei^ 
Sho  seemed  to.  wander  with  assiduous  feet, 
And  healed  the  recent  harm  of  chill  and  blight. 
And  nursed  each  plant  that  fair  and  virtuous  grew. 

But  soon  a  deep  preeursive  sound  moaned  hollow  : 
Black  rose  the  clouds,  and  now  (as  in  a  dream) 
Their  reddening  shapes,  transformed  to  warrior-hosts. 
Coursed  o'er  the  sky,  and  battled  in  mid-air. 
Nor  did  not  the'  large  .blood- drops  fall  from  heaven 
Portentous  !  while  aloft  were  seen  to  float, 
Like  hideous  features  booming  on  the  mist, 
Wan  stains  of  ominous  light !     B«signed,  yet  sad. 
The  fair  Form  bowed  her  olive-crowned  brow, 
Then  o'er  the  plain  with  oft  reverted  eye 
Fled  till  a  place  of  tombs  she  reached,  and  there 
Within  a  ruined  sepulchre  obscure 
Found  hiding-place. 

The  delegated  Maid 
Gazed  through  her  tears,  then,  in  sad  tones  exclaimed ; — 
"  Thou  mild-eyed  Form !  wherefore,  ah  !  wherefore  fled  ? 
The  power  of  Justice  lik  a  name  all  light. 
Shone  from  thy  brow ;  but  all  they,  who  unblamed 
Dwelt  in  thy  dwellings,  call  thee  Happiness. 
Ah !  why,  uninjured  and  unproflted, 
Should  multitudes  against  their  brethren  rush  ? 
Why  sow  they  guilt,  still  reaping  misery  ? 
Lenient  of  care,  thy  songs,  0  Peace  I  are  sweet. 
As  after  showers  the  perfumed  gale  of  eve, 
^iat  flings  the-  cool  drops  on  a  feverous  cheek ; 
And  gay  thy  grassy  altar  piled  with  fruits. 
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But  boasts  the  shrine  of  demon  War  one  chaiin. 

Save  that  with  many  an  orgie  strange  and  fool, 

Dancing  around  with  interwoven  ar^s, 

The  maniac  Suicide  and  giant  Mulder 

Bxult  in  their  flftrce  union  !  I  am  sad, 

And  know  not  why  the  simple  peasants  crowd 

Beneath  the  Chieftains'  standard  !"     Thus  the  Maid. 

To  her  the  tutelary  Spirit  said  : 
"  Wheti  luxury  and  lust's  exhausted  stores 
No  more  can  rouse  the  appetites  of  kings  \ 
When  the  low  flattery  of  their  reptile  lords 
Falls  flat  and  heavy  on  the  accustomed  ear ; 
When  eunuchs  sing,  and  fools  buflbonery  make, 
And  aancers  writhe  their  harlot-limbs  in  vain  ; 
Then  War  and  all  its  dread  vicissitudes 
Pleasingly  agitate  their  stagnant  hearts  ; 
Its. hopes,  its  fears,  its  victories,  its  defeats, 
Insipid  royalty's  keen  condiment  T 
Therefore  uninjured  and  uriprofited, 
(Victims  at  once  and  executioners) 
The  congregated  husbandmen  lay  waste 
The  vineyard  and  the  harvest.     As  along 
The  Bothnic  coast,  or  southward  of  the  Line, 
Though  hushed  the  winds  and  cloudless  the  high  noon, 
Yet  if  Leviathan,  weary  of  ease. 
In  sports  unwieldy  toss  his  island-bulk, 
Ocean  behind  him  billows,  and  before 
A  storm  of  waves  breaks  foamy  on  the  strand. 
And  hence,  for  times  and  seasons  bloody  and  dark. 
Short  Peace  shall  skin  the  wounds  of  causeless  War, 
And  War,  his  strained  sinews  knit  anew, 
Still  violate  the  unfinished  works  of  Peace 
But  yonder  look  !  for  more  demands  thy  view  !"    - 
He  said  :  and  straightway  from  the  opposite  Isle 
A  vapor  sailed,  as  when  a  cloud,  exhaled 
.  From  Egypt's  fields  that  steam  hot  pestilence,' 
Travels  the  sky  for  many  a  trackless  league. 
Till  o'er  some  death-doomed  land,  distant  in 'vain, 
It  broods  incumbent.    Forthwith  from  the  plain, 
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Facing  the  Isle,  a  brighter  cloud  arose, 

And  steered  its  course  which  way  the  vapot  went. 

The  Maiden  paused,  musing  what  this  might  mean. 
But  long  time  passed  not,  ere  that  brighter  cloud 
Returned  more  bright ;  along  the  plain  it  swept ; 
And  soon  from  &trth  its  bursting  sides  ejnerged 
A  dazzling  form,  broad-bosomed,  bold  of  eye, 
And  wild  her  hair,  save  where  with  laurels  bound. 
Not  more  majestic  stood  the  healing  God, 
"When  from  his  bow  the  arrow  sped  that  slew 
Huge  Python.     Shriek'd  Ambition's  giant  throng, 
And  with  them  hissed  the  locust-fieuds  that  crawled 
And  glittered  in  Corruption's  slimy  track. 
Great  was  their  wrath,  for  short  they  knew  their  reign  ; 
And  such  commotion^  made  they,  and  uproar. 
As  when  the  mad  tornado  bellows  through 
The  guilty  islands  of  the  western  main, 
What  time  departing  from  their  native  chores, 
Eboe,  or  *Koromantyn*s  plain  of  palms, 

*  The  Slaves  in  the  West  ladies  consider  death  as  a  passport  to  their 
iiatiye  country.  This  sentiment  is  thus  expressed  in  the  introduction  to 
a  Greek  Prize-Ode  on  the  Slave-Tradc,  of  which  the  thoughts  are  better 
than  the  hinguage  in  which  they  are  conveyed. 

'C  OKOTOV  nv?iac  Odvare,  irpoXeirruv 
'Ef  yevog  airevdoi^  ttro^evxBiv  'Arg.*  , 
Ov  ^eviadijaij  yevvov  anapayfiolgf 

Ovd*  dXo^vyfi<t^f 
'A?^  Kot  KVK?.mffi  ;fopo£TV7rowi, 
K-'daftuTuv  x<H*9^  ^epdf  fihf  iffoi 
^AAA'  <S/iQf  *EXevdepig  avvo^KeiCt 

Irvyvi  Tvpawel 

.    AaaKiotc  inl  nrepvyeaoi  ayat 
'A  1  "^aTidaaiov  KaOopOvreg  old/ia 
AldefiOTr^AjiyKToig  {)ird  rcoatf  dveiat 

UarpiS'  in*  alav.  '• 

'EvSa  fidv  'Epa(jai'''Epu'f£evy<ftv 
'AfAiftl  nffy^aiv  Kirpivav  im^  &?^QVf 
"Oatf  •'^Trd  ppoToic  liraBov  pporol,  rd 
^Hvd.  "kiyovTL. 

LITERAL  TRANSLATION. 

Leaving  the  gates  of  darkness,  O  Death  I  hasten  thou  to  a  raee  yoked 
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The  infiiriate  spirits  of  the  murdered  make 
Fierce  merriment,  and  vengeance  ask  of  Heaven. 
Warmed  with  new  influence,  the  unwholesome  plain 
Sent  up  its  foulest  fogs  to  meet  the  mom  : 
The  Sun  that  rose  on  Freedom,  rose  in  hlood ! 

''  Maiden  heloved,  and  Delegate  of  Heaven  ! 
(To  her  the  tutelary  Spirit  said) 
Soon  shall  the  morning  struggle  into  day, 
The  stormy  morning  mto  cloudless  noon. 
Much  hast  thou  seen,  nor  all  canst  understand — 
But  this  be  thy  best  omen — Save  thy  Country  I" 
Thus  saying,  from  the  answering  Maid  he  passed. 
And  with  him  disappeared  the  heavenly  Vision. 

"  Glory  to  Thee,  Father  of  Earth  and  Heaven ! 
All  conscious  presence  of  the  Universe  ! 
Nature's  vast  ever-acting  energy  I 
In  will,  in  deed,  impulse  of  All  to  All ! 
Whether  thy  Love  with  unrefracted  ray 
Beam  on  the  Prophet's  purged  eye,  or  if 
Diseasing  realms  the  enthusiast,  wild  of  thought, 
Scatter  new  frenzies  on  the  infected  throng, 
Thou  both  inspiring  and  predooming  both. 
Fit  instruments  and  best,  of  perfect  end  : 
Glory  to  Thee,  Father  of  Earth  and  Heaven  !" 


And  first  a  landscape  rose 
More  wild  and  waste  and  desolate  than  where 
The  white  bear,  drifting  on  a  field  of  ice. 
Howls  to  her  sundered  cubs  with  piteous  rage 
And  savage  agony.  • 

with  misery  I  Thou  wilt  not  be  received  with  lacerations  of  cheeks,  nor 
with  funeral  ululation— but  with  cirding  dances  and  the  joy  of  songs. 
Thou  art  terrible  indeed,  yet  thou  dwellest  with  Liberty,  stern  Genius  I 
Borne  on  thy  dark  pinions  oyer  the  swelling  of  Ocean,  they  return  to  their 
native  country.  There,  by  the  side  of  fountains  beneath  citron-groves,  the 
lovers  tell  to  their  beloved  what  horrors,  being  men,  they  had  endured 
from  men. 
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Cupid,  if  storying  Legends  tell  aright. 

Once  firamed  a  rich  Elixir  of  Delight. 

A  Chalice  o'er  love-kindled  flames  he  fix*d, 

And  in  it  nectar  and  amhrosia  mix'd  : 

With  these  the  magic  dews,  which  Evening  hringi, . 

Brushed  from  the  Idalian  Star  hy  faery  wings : 

Each  tender  pledge  of.sacreii  Faidi  he  joined, 

Each  gentler  pleasure  of  th'  unspotted  mind — 

Day-dreams,  whose  tints  with  sportive  hrightness  glow, 

And  Hope,  the  hlameless  Parasite  of  Woe. 

The  eyeless  Chemist  heard  the  process  rise. 

The  steamy  ChaHce  hubhled  up  in  sighs  ; 

Sweet  sounds  transpired,  as  when  th'  enambred  Dove  ~ 

Pours  the  soft  murm'rings  of  responsive  love. 

The  finished  work  might  Envy  vainly  blame, 

And  "  Kisses"  was  the  precious  compound's  name ; 

With  half  the  (Jod  his  Cyprian  Mother  blest, 

And  breathed  on  Lara's  lovelier  lips  the  rest.  ^ 


TO  THE  jt^iaHTINGALE, 

Sister  of  love-lorn  poeis,  Philomel ! 
How  many  bards  in  city  garret  pent, 
While  at  their  window  they  witii  downward  eye 
Mark  the  iaint  lamp-beam  on  the  jcennell'd  tpad, 
And  listen  to  the  drowsy  cry  of  watchmen, 
Those  hoarse,  unfeathered  nightingales  of  time  I 
How  many  wretched  bards  address  thy  name,  ' 
And  her's,  the  full*orbed  queen,  that  shines  above, 
But  I  doheai  thee,  and  the  high  bough  mack, 
Within  whose  mild  moon-mellowed  foliage  hid, 
Thou-  warhlest  sad  thy  pity-jdeading  strains. 
0,  I  have  listened,  till  my  working  soul. 
Waked  by  those  strains  to  ^ousand  fantasies. 
Absorbed,  hath  ceased  to  listen !     Therefore  oft- 
I  hymn  thy  name ;  an4  wi^  a  proud  delight 
Oft  will  I  tell  thee,  minstrel  of  the  moon, 
VOL.  vn,  E 
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"  Most  mnnoal,  most  melancholy"  bind ! 

That  all  thy  loft  div^lnties  of  tone, 

Though  tweeter  iar  than  the  delicious  airs 

That  yibrate  from  a  white-armed  lad/s  harp, 

What  time  the  languishment  of  lonely  love 

MeltB  in  her  eye,  and  heaves  her  breast  of  snow. 

Are  not  so  sweet*  as  is  the  voice  of  her, 

My  Sara — best  beloved  of  human  kind ! 

When  breathing  the  pure  soul  of  tenderness, 

She  thrills  me  with  the  husband's  promised  name ! 

1194. 

TO  CHARLES  LAMB. 

WITH   AN  T7N7INISH^   POBM. 

Thus  far  my  scanty  brain  hath  built  the  rhyme 

Elaborate  and  swelling ; — ^yet  the  heart 

Not  owns  it.     From  thy  spirit-breathing  powers 

I  ask  not  now,  my  friend  !  the  aiding  veae 

Tedious  to  thee,  and  from  thy  anxious  thpught 

Of  dissonant  mood.     In  fancy  (well  I  know) 

From  business  wandering  far  and  local  cares, 

Thou  creepest  round  a  dear-loved  sister's  bed 

With  noiseless  step,  and  watchest  the  faint  look, 

Soothing  each  pang  with  fond  solicitude. 

And  tenderest  tones  medicinal  of  love. 

I,  too,  a  sister  had,  an  qnly  sister — 

She  loved  me  dearly,  and  I  dotdd  on  her ;    * 

To  her  I  poured  forth  all  my  piuny  sorrowB, 

(As  a  sick  patient  in  a  nurse's  arras,) 

And  of^the  heart,  those  hidden  maladies 

That  e'en  from  firiendship's  eye  will  shrink  ashamed. 

0 >!  I  have  waked  at  midnight,  and  have  wept 

Because  she  was  not ! — Cheerily,  dear  GbaiieB  1 

Thou  thy  best  friend  shalt  cherish  many  a  year ; 

Such  warm  presages  feel  I  of  high  hope  I        ^ 

For  not  uninterested  the  dear  maid 

I've  view'd — her  soul  affectionate  yet  wise, 

Her  polished  wit  as  .mild  as  lambent  glories 

That  play  around  a  sainted  infant's  head. 

He  knows,  (the  Spirit  that  in  secret  sees, 
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Of  whose  omniscient  and  all*spreading  love 
Aught  to  implore  were  impotence  of  mind  !)* 
That  my  mute  thoughts  are  sad  before  his  throne,— ^ 
Prepared,  when  He  his  healing  rays  TouehialeB, 
ThanksgiYiog  to  pour  forth  with  lifted  heart. 
And  praise  him  gracious  with  a  brother's  j<^ ! 

CASDillL 

If  w€  except  LucretiiiB  and  Stiitius,  I  know  no  Latin  Poet,  udent  or 
modem,  who  has  equalled  GasiiBir  in  boldneM  of  ooneeption,  opulenoe  of 
fiaiej,  or  beanty  of  yenlfieation.-  The  Odes  of  this  iHi]stri6a8  Jesuit  were 
tnuudated  into  English  abooi  IffO  yearv  ago,  by  a  G.  Hila,  I  think.f  {  never 
saw  the  translation.  A  few  of  the  Odes  have  been  translated  in  a  very 
mimated  manner  by  Watts.  I  have  subjoined  the  third  Ode  of  the  Beeond 
Book,  which,  with  the  exception  of  the  first  line,  is  an  effusiob  of  exquisite 
deganee.  .In  the  imitation  attempted,  I  am  sensible  that  I  have  destroyed 
I  the  effect  of  suddenness,  by  translating  into  two  stanzns  what  is  one  in  the 
original. 

An  LTBAM. 

SoNo&A  bttxi  filia  su^s, 
Pendebis  alta,  barbite,  populo, 
Dum  ridet  aer^  et  supiaas 

Sollicitat  levis  aura  frondes. 

Te  sibilantis  lenior  halitus 
Perflabit  Euri :  me  juvet  interim 
Collum  reclinaBse,  et  virenti 
Sic  temerel  jacuisse  )ripa. 

*  **  I  utterly  recant  ths  weant  the  sentiment  contained  in  the  lines 
Of  whose  omnisoient  and  all-spreading  love 
Aught  to  itnplare  were  impotence  of  mind,—- 
it  being  written  in  Scripture,  Ask,  and  it  diall  be  ^iven  to  you  \  and  my 
huDan  reason  being  ^yinoed,  moreover,  of  the  propriety  of  oflfering 
petUionB  as  well  as  thanksgivings  to  Peity.    S.  T.  C,  1*791. 

t  The  Odes  of  Casimir,  translated  by  G.  H.  (G.  Hils.)    London,  1646, 
Wmo.    H.K.O.  ^ 

X  Had  Oasimir  any  better  authority  for  this  quantity  than  Tertullian't 
Im,- 

Immemor  ille  Dei  .temere  oommittere  tale—! 
Is  the  classiepoeti^  the  last  tyllaUe.  is,  I  believe,  uniformly  out  <ft  H.N.0 
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Eheu  !  Berenum  qu»  nebuls  tegont 
JLepente  cceluml  quia  sonus  imbrium  ! 
Surgamus — heu  semper  fiigaoi 
G  audi  a  prsBteritura  passu. 

IMITATION. 

The  solemn-breathing  air  is  ended-^ 
Cease,  0  Lyre !  thy  kindred  lay  ! 

Frotn  the  poplar  branch  suspended. 
Glitter  to  the  eye  of  day ! 

On  thy  wires,  hoyeriug,  dying, 
Softly  sighs  the  summer  wind ; 

I  will  slumber,  careless  lying. 
By  yon  waterfall  reclined. 

In  the  forest,  hollow-roaring, 

Hark  !  1  hear  a  deepening  sound — 

Clouds  rise  thick  with  heavy  lowering  I 
See !  the  horizbn  blackens  round  I 

Parent  of  the  soothing  measure, 
Let  me  seize  thy  wetted  string ! 

Swiftly  flies  the  flatterer,  Pleasure, 
Headlong,  ever  on  the  wing ! 


DARWINIANA.  ^ 

TRE   HOUR   WHEN   WE   SHAI.L  JfEET  AGAIN. 
{Compbted  during  lllneM  and  in  Absence.) 

Dim  Hour]  that  sleep*st  on  pillowed  clouds  alar, 
O  rise,  and  yoke  the  turtles  to  thy  car ! 
Bfiiid  </er  the  traces,  blame  each  lingering  dove. 
And  give  me  to  the  bosom  of  my  Love  ! 
My  gentle  love !  caressing  and  caiest, 
With  heaving  heart  shall  cradle  jne  to  rest ; 
Shed  the  warm  tear-drop  from  her  smiling  eyes,    " 
Lull  with  fond  woe,  and  med'cine  me  with  sighs ; 
While  finely-flushing  float  her  kisses  meek, 
L&e  m^ted  rubies,  o'er  my  pallid  cheek. 
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Chiird  by  the  night,  tke  drooping  rose  of  May 
Mourns  the  long  absence  of  the  lovely  Day : 
Young  Day,  returning'  at  her  promised  hour, 
Weeps  o*er  the  sorrows  of  the  faVrite  flower, — 
Weeps  the  soil  dew,  the  balmy  gale  she  sighs, 
And  darts  ^.  trembling  lustre  from  her. eyes.    . 
New  life  and  joy  th'  expanding  flow'reL  feels  : 
His  pityiiig  mistress  mourns,  a^d  mourning  h^als  ! 

EPIGRAM. 

Hoarse  MsBvius  reads  his  hobbling  verse 

To  all,  &ikd  at  tA\  times ; 
And  finds  them  both  divinely  smooth^ 

His  Yoioe  as  well  as  rhymes. 

Yet  fidks  say — **  Msvius  is  no  ass ;" 

But  MsBvius  makes  it  clear; . 
That  he'jB  a  monster  of  an  ass — 

An  ass  without  an  ear. 

17»7. 

OK  THE  CHRISTENING  OF  A  FRIENDS  CHILD. 


This  day  among  the  faithful  placed, 

And  fed  with  fontal  manna) 
0  with  maternal  title  jg^r^^ced — 

Dear  Anna's  dearest  Anna ! — 

n.  •    - 

While  others  wish  ^ee  wise  and  4air, 
.  A  maid  of  spotless  fame, 
I'll  breathe  this  more  compendious  prayer— 
May'st  thou  deserve  thy  name ! 

Hi 

Thy  mother's  ^ame — a  ]jk>tent  spell, 
.    That  bids  the  virtues  hie       ' 
]^m  mystic  grove  arid  living  cell 
'  Confess'd  to  fancy's  eye — 
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.    IV.        .        .      . 
Meek  quiietaeu  without  ofience  ;  .       .. 

Conteat  i^  homespun  kirUe  ; 
True«]ove ;  aadtnie  love's  intiooeaoe, 

White  blpsflom  of  the  myrtle  I . 

'     V.         '  -  • 

Associates  of  thy  name,  sweet  child  I 

These  virtues  mayst  thou  win ; 
With  face  as  eloquently  mild, 

To  say,  they  lodge  within. 

VI.   .  .     . 

So,  when  her  tale  of  days  all  flown, 

Thy  mother  shfdi  be  mist  h^re ; 
When  Heaven  at  length  shall. claim  it&x)ifnLt 

And  angels  snatch  their  sister ;  ^ 

vn. 
Some  hiary-headed  friend,  perchance, 

iifiy  gaze  with  stifle^  breatli ; 
And  oil,  in  momentary  trance, 

Forget  the  waste  of  death,  c 

« 

•   vm. 
E'en  thus  a  lovely  rose  I  view'd, 

In  summerHiweliing  pride ; 
Nor  marked  the  bud  that,  green  and  rude, 

Peep*d  at  the  rose's  side. . 

DC. 

It  chanced,  I  pass'd  again  that  way, 

In  autumn's  latest  kourr 
And  wond'ring  saw  the  selfsame  spray 

Bich  with  thei  BP.lfsame  flpwer. 

•  ■      ^-  X. 
Ah,  fond  deceit !  the  rude  green  bud, 

Alike  in  shape,  place,  name> 
Had  bloom'd,  where  bloom'd  its  parent  stud. 
Another  and  tibe  same  I 

17W. 
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LINES  - 


WRITTEN  AT  «HUETON  BARS,  NEAR   BRIDGE-WATER,    SBPTEMBBB, 
1795,  m   ANSWER    TO  A   LETTER   FROM   BRISTOL. 

Good  verse  most  good,  and  bad  verse  thea  seems  better 

Received  from  absent  friend  hj  way  of  Letter, 

For  wbat  so  sweet  can  labored  lay  impart 

As  one  rude  rhyme  warm  from  a  friendly  hea^t—Ajrov. 

c 

iSojL  txavels  my  lueandering  eye   ' 
The  starry  wilderness  0a  high ; 

Nor  now  with  curioiiB  sight 
I  mark  the  glow-worm  as  I  pass. 
Move  with  '*  green  radiance"  thxoogli  tha  glass, 

An^em^ald  of  light. 

0  ever  present  to  my  view ! 
My  wafled  spirit  is  with  yen, 

And  soothes  your  boding  fears : 

1  see  you  all  oppressed  whh  gloom 
8it  lonely  in  that  cheerless  room*^ 

Ah  me !     You  are  in  tears ! 

Beloved  Woman!  did. you  fly 

Chilled  Friendship's  dark  disHking  eye. 

Or  Mirth's  untimely  din  ? 
With  cruel  weight  thesa  trifles  press 
A  temper  sore  with  tenderness. 

When  aches  the  Void  within/ 

But  why  with  sable  wand  Unblest 
Should  Fancy  rouse  within  my  breast 

Dim-visaged  shapes  of  Dread? 
Untenanting  its  beauteous  clay 
My  Sara's  soul  has-  winged  its  wayj- 

And  hovers  round  my  head  I  - 

I  felt  it  prompt  the  tender  dream> 
When  slowly  sank  the  day's  last  gleam  ; 

Ydu  roused  each  gentler  sense,  ^ 

As  sighing  o'er  the  blossom's  bloom 
Meek  evening  wakes  its  soft  perfume 

With  viewless  influence. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


104  •      JUVENILE  POEMS. 

And  hark^  my  Love  1  The  sea-breeze  moans 
Xjirough  yon  reft  house  !     O'er  roliing  stonet 

In  bold  ambitious  sweep. 
The  onward-siirging  tide  supply 
The  sflence  of  the  cloudless  sky 

With  mi  note  thunders  deep. 

Dark  reddening  from  the  channelled  Isle* 
(Where  stands  one  solitary  pile 

XJnslated  by  the  blast) 
The  watch-fire,  like  a  sullen  star, 
Twinkles  to  many  a  dozing  tar 
'  Kude  cradled  on  the  mast. 

Eren  there — beneath  that  light4ioiise  towers— 
In  the  tumultuous  evil  hour 

Ere  Peace  with  Sara  came, 
Time  was,  J  shoi^d  have  thought  it  sweet 
To  count  the  echoings  of  my  ieet. 

And  watch  the  storm-vexed  flame.        ^  - 

And  there  in  black  soul-jaundiced  fit 
A  sad  gloom-pampered  Man  to  sit. 

And  listen  to  the  roar : 
When  mountain  surges  bellowing  deep' 
With  an  uncouth  monster  leap 

Plunged  foaming  on  the  shore. 

Then  by  th^  lightning's  blaze  to- mark 
Some  toiling  tempest-shattered  bark ; 

Her  vaih-distree&guns  hear  ;  .-• 
And  when  a  second  sheet  of  light 
Flash'd  o'er  the  blacJcness  of  the.  night —  ' 

To  see  no  vessel  there ! 

But  Fancy  now  more  gaily  sings  ; 
Or  if  a  while  she  droop  her  wings 


*  The  Holmes,  in  the  Bristol  OhanneL 
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As  sky-larks  'mid  the  com,   . 
On  summer  fields  she  grounds  her  breast : 
The  oblivious  poppy  o'er  her  nest 

Nods,  till  returning  mom. 

0  mark  those  smiling  tears,  that  swdl 
The  opened  rose !,    From  heaven  they  fell» 

And  with  the  sun-beam  blencL 
Blest  visitations  from  above. 
Such  are  the  tender  woes  of  Love 

Fostering  the  heart  they  bend  ! 

When  stormy  Midnight  howling  round 
Beats  on  our  roof  with  clattering  sound, 

To  me  your  arms  you'll  stretch': 
Great  Grod !  you'll  say — ^To  us  so  kind, 

0  shelter  from  this  Ipud  bleak  wind 
The  houseless,  friendless  wretch ! 

The  tears  that  tremble  down  your  cheek  ' 

Shall  bathe  my  kisses  chaste  and  meek 

In  Pity's  dew  divine  ; 
And  from  your  heart  the  sighs  that  steal 
Shall  make  your  rising  bosom  feel 

The  answering  swell  of  mine  ! 

How  ofl,  my  Love  I  with  shapings  sweet 

1  paint  the  moment  we  shall  meet ! 

With  eager  speed  I  dart — 
I  sei^e  you  in  the  vacant  air, 
And  fancy,  with  a  husband's  care' 

I  press  you  to  my  heart ! 

"lis  said,  in  Summer's  evening  hour 
Flashes  the  golden-colored  flower 

A  fair  electric  flame : 
And  so  shall  flash  my  love-chaiged  eye, 
When  all  the  heart's  big  ecstasy 

Shoots  rapid  through  the  firame  t  ) 
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I.  POEMS  OCCASIONED  BY  POUTICAL  EVENTS  OR 
FEELIN&S  CONNECTED  WITH  THEM. 
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Whxk  I  have  tx»rne  m  memory  what  has  tanied 

Great  natJODS,  how  ennobling  Ihonghta  depart 

When  men  ehange  aworda  fur  ledgers,  and  desert 

Th«  student's  bowm"  for  gold,  Eotnc  fear  a  uoioamdd 

I  had  J  mj  count  rjr  I     Am  I  to  be  blamed  1 

Bnt,  when  I  tbink  of  Tliee,  and  what  tbou  «*» 

Verily,  in  the  btittflm  of  my  heart, 

Of  thoao  uniilinl  fears  I  am  ashamed. 

But  dearly  must  ve  prize  thee ;  we  who  find 

In  thee  a  bulwark  of  the  canae  of  men; 

And  T  by  my  affection  was  beguiled. 

What  wonder  if  a  poet,  now  and  then, 

Among  the  mtmy  movcmeDtB  of  hia  mind, 

felt  for  thee  aa  a  Lover  or  a  Child. 

WOlLDBWOi^TH, 
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ODE  TO  THE  DEPARTING  YEAR.* 

'lod;  lodf   &' 6  KCtMO, 

'ZTftoSeif  TOfidffouv  ^ifsioif  iftj/uoif. 
•  ••••. 

Td  fteXXov  ^^ei,    Kal  av  fi^  iv  tuxbi  rap^ 
"Ayav  yd^ofuarriv  bUreipac  fyftk, 

JE^hyl  Affcan.  1226. 


Thk  Ode  opmmenoes  -with  an. address  to  t^e  Dmne  Pr<md6nc^  that  reg- 
ulates into  one  yast  harmony  all  the  erenta  of  time,  howerer  ealamitooa 
■ome  of  them  maj  appear  to  mortals.  The  second  Stroplie  calls  on  men  to 
•BspcDd  their  priTate  joys  and  sorrows^  and  devote  them  for  » while  to  the 
eaose  of  human  nature  in  general  The  first  i^)ode  spealcB  of  the  Empress 
of  Russia,  who  died  of  an  apoplexy  on  the  ITth  of  IToyember,  1796 ;  hay- 
iog  JBst  oonoluded  %  suhsidiary  treafy  with  the  Kings  combined  against 
Franse.  The  first  and  second  Antistrophe  deaonbe  the' Image  of  the  De- 
partmg  Tear,  ^(bc.  as  in  a  vision.  The  second  Epode  prophesies^  in  anguish 
(tf  spirit^  the  down&ll  of  this  country. 

I.'     ••     . 
Snsit  who  Bweepest  the  wild  harp  of  Time4 

It  is  moBt  hard,  with  an  imtroubkd  ear 

Thy  dark  inwoven  hxlnnonies  to  hear  I 
Yet,  mine  eye  fixed  on  Heaven's  unchanging  clime, 
Long  had  I  listened,  fires  fiom  mortal  finur,  . 

With  iaward  skillttfist,  and  a  boWed  mind ; 

When  lo !  its  folds  fax  waring  on  tiie  windt 
-I  jaw  the  train  fd  tiie  departing  Year  \    - 

Starting  firom  my  silent  sadness 

Then  with  no  jmlioly  madness 
Ere  yet  the  entered  cleiid  ibreoloeed  my  sight, 
I  raised  the  impetnons  song,  and  solemouzed  his  flight. 

*  This  Ode  was  comppeed  on  the  24ih,  26th,  and  26th  days  of  Decemher, 
1  <r9S :  and  was  first  puh&hed  on  the  last  day  of  that  year. 
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n. 

Hither,  from  the  recent  tomb, 

From  the  prison's  direr  ghxnn, 
From  distemper's  midnight  anguish  ; 
And  thence,  where  poverty  doth  waste  and  languish ! 
Or  where,  his  two  bright  torches  blending, 

Love  illumines  manhood's  maze  ;  . 
Or  where  o'er  cradled  infants  bending 
Hope  has  fixed  her  wishful  gaae ; 

Hither,  in  perplexed  dance, 
'  Ye  Woes !  ye  young-eyed  Joys !  advance ! 

By  Time's  wild  harp,  and  by  the  hand 
Whose  indefatigable  sweep 
Raises  its  fateful  sttings  frem  sleep,    - 
I  bid  you  haate,  a  mixed  tumultuona  band  ! 
From  eivery  private  bow«r,  ^ 
And  eadi  domestic  hearth, 
Haste  for  one  solemn  hour ; 
.  And  with  a  loud  and  yet  a  louder  voice. 
jO'er  Nature  straggling  in  portenftMis  bixth» 

Weep  and  rejoice ! 
Still  echoes  the  dread  name  thatVer  the  earth 
Let  slip  the  storm,  and  woke  the  l>rood  of  Hell : 

And  now  advance  in  saintly  jubilee 
Justice  ai^  Truth. !   They  too  have  heard  thy  spell* 
They  too  obey  thy  name,  divinest  Liberty  ! 

I  marked  Ambitkm  ii^ina  war^ainqr:! 

I  heard  thaasdlsd  Monaiek's  troufalons  cgy^^ 
''Ah!  wherefimdow  tiMlfoEtiwni.GonquareMistaf'! 
Groans  not  her  chanot-  oh  ht  oawird.  way  V*  ^ 
Fly,  mailed  Monaasdi,  %  i 

Sjtunned  by  Death's  twice  moitdi  mace» 

No  more  on  mmdisihi  huid  &ee  _    ' 

The  iiuatiate  hi^  sfasdUt  gloat  wilii  dnmkfliiojie  i 
-  Manes  of  the  mmupib^red  slain.! 

Te  that  gasped  on  Warsaw's  plain ! 
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Te  that  exBt  at  bmasi's  tpwev» 
When  human  ruin  ohdied  tiie^  ,«treanu^ 

Fell  in  conquest'i  glutted  hour* 
Mid  women's  jhrieka  aaad  io&nta'  soreams ! 

Spirits  of  the  uncofiBned  slain. 
Sudden  blasts  of  triumph  swelling, 

Oft,  at  night,  in  misty  train. 
Rush  around  .her  narrow  dKioUing ! 

The  extenninattpg,  fiend  a  fle^-^ 

(Foul  her  life,  and  dark  her  doom) 
Mighty  armies.of  ihtf  d^ad 

Dance,  lik6  death-fixes^  XQuai  bet  tomb . 
Then  with  thfi  pvopheti^  ^ng  rebate, . 
Each  some  tyrant-muider^x^s  ^te ! 
.'         ■    *  .  '  •'  < 

Departing  Year ! 'twas  on  no  eartMy  shore  . 

My  soul  beheld  thy  vision !    Whentf.  alone, 

Voiceless  and  stern^  before  the! olomdy  throne*  ; 

Aye  Memory  sits  :  thy  robe  inscribed  with  gore, 
"With  many  an  unimaginable  groan 

Thou  storied'st  thy  sad  hours !     Sil^ice  ensued. 

Deep  silence  o'er  ^e^thmal  Biultitude, 
Whose  locks  with  m^a&Bi  vtbidse^wreaths  mth  glories  i^one. 
Then,  his  eye  wild  ardinrs  g^Mcing, , 
From  the  choired , gods  ad?!aiiciag,.  ,       .. 
The  Spirit  of  the  ^aHh  mMle  reyeienee  ;iae(9t, 
And  stood  up,  beantiful*  beibre^  the  .<dondy.  seat. 

-•:  T^  ./'•>''     , 
Throughout  the  blisflful  throng,    -  ■   ,, 
Hushed  were  harp  and  st>iig  ; 
Till  wheeling  round  the  throne  thie  LaugipadB  #evfD» 
(The  mystic  Wonb  of  Hea??an) 
Permissive  sigiiAl  make  {  :  ^  : 

The  fervent  Spirit  bowed,  tb«nri9(read  bift 'wiqgs  laad.  spake ! 
'<  Thou  in  stormy.  Uackili^ftbzeiim  -   .. 

Love  and  unbreated  light, - 
By  the  Earth's  unsolaoed  gv0«£nsog,.  -• 
Seize  thy  tenons  Arm  of  migbt  r 
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By  peaee  with  profieied  insult  louped, 
Masked  hate  and  envying  sccHrn.! 
By  yean  of  havoo  yet  unborn  \         ,  , 
And  hunger's  botom  to  the  frost-vinds  based ! 
But  chief  by  Afiric's  wrongs, 
Strange,  horrible,  and  foul ! 
By  what  deep  guilt  belimgs 
To  the  deaf  Synod,  <  full  of  gifts  and  lies  !' 
By  wealth's  insensate  laugh !  by  tertnre's  hoid ! 
Avenger,  rise ! 
Forever  shall  the  thankless  Island  sco'^el, 
Her  quiver  full,  and  with  unlsoken  bow  ? 
Speak !  from  thy  storm-black  Heaven  .0  speak  ahmd  I 

And  on  the  darklijag  foe 
Open  thine  eye  of  fire  from  some  uncertain  cloud ! 

0  dart  the  flash !    0  rise  and  deal  the  blow  I 
The  Fast  to  thee,  to  thee  the  Future  cries  ! 
Hark !  how  wide  Nature  joins  her  groans  below ! 
Bise,  God  of  Nature^,  ris^." 


YI. 

The  voice  had  ceased,  the  visi<ni  fled ; 
Yet  still  I  gasped  and  re^d  with  dread. 
And  ever,  when  the  dream  of  night 
Benews  the  phantoin  to  my  sight, 
Cold  sweat-drops  gather  en  my  limbs; 

My  ears  throb  hot ;  my  eye-balls  start ;  .    . 
My  brain  with  horrid  tumult  swims ; 

Wild  is  the  tempest  of  my  heiurt ; 
And  my  thick  and  strugglkig  breath 
Imitates  the  toil  of  death  !  ' 

No  .stranger  agony  conlbunds 

The  soldier  on  the  war-field  spread, 
When  aU  foredone  with  toil  and  wimnds, 

Death-like  he  dozes  ieanong  heaps  of  dead !. 
(The  strife  is  o'ef^  the  da:y^t  fled. 

And  the  nig^t-wind  cliunors  hoaxse ! 
See  I  the  starting  wretch's  head  . 

Lies  pillowed  on  a  Iwother's  corse  I) 
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▼n. 

Not  yet  enslaved,  not  wholly  vile, 
0  Albion  !     0  my  mother  Isle  ! 
Thy  valleys,  fair  as  Eden's  bowers, 
Glitter  green  with  sunny  showers ; 
Thy  grassy  uplands*  gentle  swells 

Echo  to  the  bleat  of  flocks  ; 
(Those  grassy  hills,  those  glittering  dellfl 

Proudly  ramparted  with  rocks) 
And  Ocean  mid  his  uproar  wild 
Speaks  safety  to  his  island-child, 

Hence  for  many  a  fearless  age 

Has  social  Cluiet  loved  thy  shore  ; 
Nor  ever  proud  invader's  rage 
Or  sacked  thy  towers,  or  stained  thy  fields  with  gore. 

vm. 
Abandoned  of  Heaven  !  mad  avaripe  thy  guide, 
At  cowardly  distance,  yet  kindling  with  pride — 
Mid  thy  herds  and  thy  corn-fields  secure  thou  hast  stood, 
And  joined  the  wild  yelling^of  famine  .and  blood  I 
The  nations  curse  thee  1     They  with  eager  wondering 

Shall  hear  Destruction,  like  a  vulture,  scream  ! 

Stranfe^eyed  Destruction  !  who  with  many  a  dream 
Of  central  fires  through  nether  seas  upthundering 

Soothes  her  fierce  solitude  ;  yet  as  she  lies 
By  livid  fount,  or  red  volcanic  stream. 

If  ever  to  her  lidless  dragon^eyes, 

0  Albion  !  thy  predestined  ruins  rise. 
The  fiend-hag  on  her  perilous  couch  doth  leap. 
Muttering  distempered  triumph  in  her  charmed. sleep« 

IX. 

Away,  my  soul,  away  I 
In  vain,  in  vain  the  birds  of  warning  sing — 
And  hark  !  I  hear  the  famished  brood  of  prey 
Flap  their  lank  pennons  on  the  groaning  wind  ! 
Away,  my  soul,  away  ! 
I  unpartaking  of  the  evil  thing,   ~ 
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With  daily  prayer  and  daily  toil 
Soliciting  for  food  iny  scanty  soil, . 
Have  wailed  my  country  with  a  lond  Lament. 
Now  I  recentre  my  immortal  mind 

In  the  deep  sabbath  of  meek  self-c9ntent ; 
Cleansed  from  the  vaporous  passions  that  bedim 
God's  Image,  sister  of  the  Seraphim. 

FRANOEL    ANODR 


Ye  Clouds  !  that  far  above  me  float  and  pause, 

Whose  pathless  march  no  mortal  may  control ! 

Ye  Ocean-Waves  !  thftt,  wheresoe'er  ye  roll. 
Yield  homage  only  to  eternal  laws  I 
Ye  Woods  I  that  listen  to  the  night-birds  singing, 

Midway  the  smooth  and  perilous  slope  reclined. 
Save,  when  your  own  imperious  branches  swinging. 

Have  made  a  solemn  music  of  the  wind  ! 
Where,  like  a  man  beloved  of  God, 
Through  glooms,  which  never  woodman  trod. 

How  oft,  pursuing  fancies  holy, 
My  moonlight  way  o^er  flowering  weeds  I  wottnd, 

Inspired,  beyond  the  guess  of  folly. 
By  each  rude  shape  and  wild  unconquerable  sound  !^ 
0  ye  loud  Waves  !  and  0  ye  Forests  high ! 

And  0  ye  Clouds  that  far  above  me  soared  I 
Thou  rising  Sun !  thou  blue  rejoicing  Sky  ! 
^  Yea_every  thing  jhat  is  and  wilLheJ]»e4 — 

Bear  witness  for  me,  wheresoe'er  ye  be, 

With  what  deep  wbrship  I  have  still  adored  . 
The  Spirit  of  divinest  Liberty. 

n. 

When  France  in  w^ath  ber  giant-limbs  upreared. 
And  with  that  oath,  which  smote  air,  e4rth,  and  seai 
Stamped  her  strong  foot  and  said  she  wonld  be  free, 

Bear  witness  lor  me,  how  I  hoped  and  feared  1 

With  what  a  joy  my  lofty  gratulatioa 
Unawed  I  sang,  amid  9,  slavisKband : 
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And  when  to  whelm  the  disenchanted  nation, 

Like  fiends  embattled  by  a  wizard's  wand,  . 
-The  Moharchs  marched  in  evil  day, 
And  Britain  joined  the  dire  array  ; 

Though  dear  her  shores  and  circling  ocean, 
Though  many  friendships,  many  youthful  loves 

Had  swollen  the  patriot  emotion 
And  flimg  a  magic  light  o*er  all  her  hills  and  groves ; 
Yet  still  my  voice,  imaltered,  sang  defeat 

To  all  that  braved  the  tyrant-quelling  lance, 
And  shame  too  long  delayed  and  vain  retreat ! 
For  ne*er,  0  Liberty !  with  partial  aim 
I  dimmed  thy  light  or  damped  thy  holy  flame  ; 

But  blessed  the  psBans  of  delivered  France, 
And  hung  my  head  and  wept  at  Britain's  name. 


in. 
"  And  what,"  Tsaid,  "  though  Blasphemy's  loud  screani 

With  that  sweet  music  of  deliverance  strove ! 

Though  all  the  fierce  and  drunken  passions  wove 
A  dance  more  wild  than  e'er  was  maniac's  dream  I 

Ye  storms,  that  round  the  dawning  east  assembled, 
The  Sun  was  rising,  thoiigh  ye  hid  his  light  I"  • 

And  when,  to  soothe  my  soul,  that  hoped  and  trembled,  , 
The  dissonance  ceased,  and  all^  seemed  calm  and  bright ; 

When  France  her  front  deep-scarr'd  and  gory 

Concealed  with  clustering  wreaths  of  glory  ;    . 
When,  insupportably, advancing, 

Her  arm  made  mqckery  of  the  warrior's  tramp. ; 
While,  timid  looks  of  fury  glancing, 

Domestic  treason,  crushed  beneath  her  fatal  stamp, 
Writhed  like  a  wounded  diagon  in  his  gore  ; 

Then  I  reproached  my  fears  that  would  not  flee  ;. 
"  Ancl  soon,'*  I  said,  "  shall  Wisdom  teach  her  Ip^e 
In  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan  ! 
And,  conquering  by  her  hapjAness  alone, 

Shall  France  compel  the  nations  to  be  free, .         .  ^ 

Till  Love  imd  Joy  look  round,  and  call  the  Earth  their  own." 
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IV. 

^  Forgive  me,  FieedonL !  0  forgive  those  dreams !    . 

I  hear  thy  voice,  I  hear  thy  loud  lament, 

From  bleaJc  Helvetia's  icy  Qavem  sent — 
I  hear  thy  groans  upon  her  blood-stained  streams ! 

Heroes,  that  for  your  peaceful  country  perished, 
And  ye  that,  fleeing,  spot  your  mountain-snows 

With  bleeding  wounds  ;  forgive  me,  that  I  cherished 
One  thought  that  ever  blessed  your  cruel  foes  ! 

To  scatter  rage,  and  traitorous  guilt, 

"Where  Peace  her  jealous  home  had  built ; 
A  patriot-race  to  disinherit 
Of  all  that  made  their  stormy  wilds  so  dear ;  ' 

And  with  inexpiable  spirit 
To  taint  the  bloodless  freedom  of  the  mountaineer — 
0  France,  that  mobkest  Heaven,  adulterous,  blind, 

And  patriot  only  in  pernicious  toils, 
Are  these  thy  boasts,  Champion  of  human  kind  ? 

To  mix  with  Kings  in  the  low  lust  of  sway, 
Yell  in  the  hunt,  and  share  the  murdefous  prey : 
To  insult  the  shrine  of  Liberty  with  spoils 

From  ffeemen  torn  ;  to  tempt  and  to  betray  ? 

V. 

The  Sensual  and  the  Dark  rebel  in  vain, 
Slaves  by  their  own  compulsion !     In  mad  game 
They  burst  their  manacles  and  wear  the  name         ^'* 

Of  Freedom,  graven  on  a  heavier  chain ! 
0  Liberty !  with  profitless  endeavor 
Have  I  pursued  thee,  many  a  weary  hour ; 

But  thou  nor  swell'st  the  victor's  strain,  nor  ever 
Didst  breathe  thy  soul  in  forms  of  human  power. 
Alike  from  all,  however  they  praise  thee, 
(Nor  prayer,  nor  boastful  name  delays  thee)  ^ 

Alike  from  Priestcraft's  harpy  minions, 
And  factious  Blasphemy's  obscener  slaves, 
Thou  speedest  on  thy  subtle  pinions, 
The  guide  of  homeless  winds,  and  playmate  of  the  waves ! 
And  there  I  felt  thee ! — on  that  sea-cliff's  verge, 
Whose  pines,  scarce  travelled  by  the  breeze  above, 
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Had  made  one  maimur  with  the  distant  suige ! 
Yes,  while  I  itood  and  ga^d»  my  templet  bare, 
And  shot  my  being  through  earth,  sea  and  air, 
Possessing  all  things  with  intensest  love, 
O  Liberty !  my  spirit  felt  thee  there. 
February,  17»^. 


FEABS  m  SOLITUDE. 

WniTTEN   m  APRIL,  1798,  DURING   THE   ALARU  OF   AN   J^YASIOJX. 

A^-GRgEN  and  silent  spot,  amid  the  hills, 
A  small  and  jsilent  dell  I     U'er  stiller  place 
No  singing  dcy-lark  ever  poised  himself. 
The  hills  are  heathy,  save  that  swelling  slope, 
Which  hath  a  gay  and  gorgeous  covering  on, 
All  golden  with  the  never-bloomless  furze, 
Which  now  blooms  most  profusely :  but  the  dell, 
Bathed  by  the  mist,  is  fresh  and  delicate 
As  vernal  cornfield,  or  the  unripe  flax. 
When,  through  its  half-transparent  stalks,  at  eve, 
The  level  sunshine  glimmers  with  green  light. 
Oh !  *tis  a  quiet  spirit-healing  nook  ! 
Which  all,  methinks,  would  love ;  but  chiefly  he. 
The  humble  man,  who,  in  his  youthful  years, 
Knew  just  so  much  of  folly,  as  had  made 
His  early  manhood  more  securely  wise ! 
Here  he  might  lie  on  fern  or  withered  heath. 
While  from  the  singing-lark  (thsLt  sings  unseen 
The  minstrelsy  that  solitude  loves  best,) 
And  from  the  sun,  and  from  the  breezy  air. 
Sweet  influences  trembled  o'er  his  frame ; 
And  he,  with  many  feelings,  many  thoughts, 
.Made  up  a  meditative  joy,  and  found 
(Religious  meanings  in  the  forms  of  nature ! 
And  so,  his  senses  gradually  wrapt  •  '     ^ 

In  a  half  sleep,  he  dreams  of  better  worlds. 
And  dreaming  hears  thee  still,  0  singing-lark ; 
That  singest  like  an  angel  in  the^  clouds  !  ^ 
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My  God !  it  is  a  melandholy  fhing 
For  luch  a  man,  who  would  full  fain  preseire 
His  soul  in  calmness,  yet  perforce  must  feel 
For  all  his  human  brethren — 0  my  God  !  * 
It  weighs  upon  the  heart,  that  he  ttiust  think 
{  What  uproar  and  what  strife  may  now  be  stirring 
j   This  way  or  Uiat  way  o'er  these  silent  hills^^ 
i   Invasion,  and  the  thunder  and  the  shout, 
i  And  all  the  crash  of  onset ;  fear  and  rage. 
And  undetermined  conflict— even  now, 
Even  now,  perchance,  and  in  his  native  isle : 
Carnage  and  groans  beneath  this  blessed  sun ! 
We  have  offended,  Oh !  my  countrymen ! 
We  have  ofiended  very  grievously. 
And  been  most  tyrannous.     From  east  to  west 
A  groan  of  accusation  pierces  Heaven ! 
The  wretched  plead  against  us  ;  multitudes 
Countless  and  vehement,  the  sons  of  God, 
Our  brethren  I     Like,  a  cloud  that  travels  on. 
Steamed  up  from  Cairo's  swamps  of  pestilence 
Even  so,  my  countrymen  !  have  we  gone  forth 
And  borne  to  distant  tribes  slavery  and  pangs. 
And,  deadlier  far,  our  vices,  whose  deep  taint 
With  slow  perdition  murders  the  whole  man. 
His  body  and  his  soul !  .  Meanwhile,  at  home, 
All  individual  dignity  and  power 
Ingulfed  in  courts,  committees,  institutions. 
Associations  and  societies, 

A  vain,  speech-mouthing,  speech-reporting  guild. 
One  benefit-ciub  for  mutual  flattery. 
We  have  drunk  up,  demure  as  at  a  grace, 
Pollutions  from  the  brimming  cup  of  wealth  ; 
Contemptuous  of  all  honorable  rule, 
Yet  bartering  freedom  and  the  poor  man's  life 
For  gold,  as  at  a  market !     The  sweet  words 
Of  Christian  promise,  words  that  even  yet 
Might  stem  destruction,  were  they  wisely  preached, 
Are  muttered  o'er  by  men,  whose  tones  proclaim 
How  flat  and  wearisome  they  feel  their  trade  : 
Eank«)offeni  8ome»  but  most  too  indolent 
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To  deem  them  falseheods^  or  to  know  their  truth. 

Oh !  blasphemous!  the  book  of  life  is  made 

A  superstitious  instrument,  on  which 

We  gabble  o*er  the  oaths  we  mean  to  break ; 

For  all  must  swear — all  and  in^every  plaee, 

CoUege  and  wharf,  council  and  justice-court ; 

AU,  all  must  swear,  the  briber  and  the  bribed, 

Merehant  and  lawyer,  senator  and  priest, 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  old  man  and  the  young ; 

All,  all  make  up  one  scheme  of  perjury, 

That  faith  doth  reel ;  the  very  name  of  God 

Sounds  like  a  juggler's  charm ;  and,  bold  with  joy, 

Forth  from  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place, 

(Portentous  sight !)  the  owlet  Atheism, 
r^Sailing  on  obscene  wings  athwart  the  noon, 
<  Preps  his  blue-fringed  lids,  and  holds  them  close,         ^ 

And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  Heaven, 

Cries  out,  "  Where  is  it  ?" 

^  Thankless  too  for  peace, 
(Peace  long  preserved  by  fleets  and  perilous  seas) 
Secmre  from  actual  warfare,  we  have  loved 
To  swell  the  war-whoop,  passionate  for  war ! 
Alas !  fi>r  ages  ignorant  of  all 
Its  ghastlier  workings,  (famine  or  blue  plague. 
Battle,  or  siege,  or  flight  through  wintry- snows,) 
We,  this  whole  people,  have  been  clamorous 
For  war  and  bloodshed  ;  animating  sports, 
The  which  we  pay  for  as  a  thing  to  talk  Of, 
Spectators  and  not  combatants !     No  guess 
Anticipate  of  a  wrong  unfelt. 
No  speculation  or  contingency. 
However  dim  and  vague,  too  vague  and  dim 
To  yield  a  justifying  cause ;  and  forth, 
(Stufed  out  with  big  preamble,  holy  names, 
And  adjurations  of  the  God  in  Heaven,) 
We  send  our  mandates  for  the  certain  death 
Of  thousands  and  ten  thousands !     Boys  and  girls, 
And  womeU)  that  would  groan  to  see  ^  child 
Pull  ofi*  an  insect's  leg,  all  read  of  war, 
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The  best  amusement  £>r  our  morning-meal ! 
The  poor  wretch,  who  has  learnt  his  only  prayers 
From  curses,  who  knows  scarcely  words  enough 
To  ask  a  blessing  from  his  Heavenly  Father, 
Becomes  a  fluent  phraseman,  absolute 
And  technical  in  victories  and  defeats, 
And  all  our  dainty  tenns  ior  fratricide ; 
Terms  which  we  trundle  smoothly  o'er  our  tonguea 
Like  mere  abstractions,  empty  sojonds  to  which 
We  join  no  feeling  and  attach  no  form  ! 
As  if  the  soldier  died  without  a  wound  ;  . 
As  if  the  fibres  of  this  godlike  frame 
Were  gored  without  a  pang ;  as  if  the  wretch, 
^  Who  fell  in  battle,  doing  bloody  deeds, 
Passed  off  to  Heaven,  translated  and  not  killed ; 
As  though  he  had  no  wife  to  pine  for  him,  .    . 

No  G3d  to  judge  him  I     Therefore,  evil  days 
Are  coming  on  us,  0  my  countrymen  ! 
And  what  if  all-avenging  Providence, 
Strong  aiid  retributive,  should  make  us  know 
The  meaning  of  our  words,  force  us  to  feel    ' 
The  desolation  and  the  agony 
Of  our  fierce  doings ! 

Spare  us  yet  awhile,    . 
Father  and  God !  0 !  spare  us  yet  awhile  ! 
Oh  !  let  not  the  English  women  drag  their  flight 
Fainting  beneath  the  burthen  of  their  babes. 
Of  the  sweet  infants,  that  but  yesterday 
Laughed  at  the  breast !     Sons,  brothers,  husbands,  all 
Who  ever  gazed  with  fondness  on  the  forms 
Which  grew  up  with  you  round  the  same  fire-side, 
And  all  who  ever  heard  the  sabbath-bells 
Without  the  infidel's  scorn,  make  yourselves  pure  I 
Stand  forth  !  be  men !  repel  an  impious  foe, 
•Impious  and  false,  a  light  yet  cruel  race. 
Who  laugh,  away  all  virtue,  mingling  mirth 
With  deeds  of  murder  ;  and  still  promising    . 
Freedom,  themselves  too  sensual  to  be  free. 
Poison  life's  amities,  and  cheat  the  heart 
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Of  faith  and  quiet  hope,  and  all  that  i 

And  all  that  lifts  the  Bpirit !    Stlmd  we  forth;  . 

Sender  them  hack  qpon  the  insidted  eoeao. 

And  let  them  toss  as  idly  on  its  waveii 

As  the  vile  sea-weed  n^hich*  some  moantaiA  Uiat 

Swept  from  our  shores !    And  oh !  may  we  Detum 

Not  with  a  drunketat  trifunph,  hot  with  fear,  . 

RepiMBLtin^  pf  the  wrongs  with  which  we  stong 

So  fieice  a  foe  to  frenzy  I .  '. 

I  have  told, 
0  Britons !  0  my  hrethren  I  I  have  told     .... 
Most  bitter  truth*  bat  without  iHttemess.  *  ; 

Nor  deem  my  xeal  or  factious  or  mistimed ;     ' 
For  never  can  true  eai»ag&  dwell  with^  them,     > 
Who,  playing  tricks  with  censeience,  dare  not  look 
At  their  own  vices.     We^have  been  too  long 
Dupes  of  a  deep  delusion !     Some,  belike,    . 
Groaning  with  restless  enmity,  expect 
All  change  from  change  of  constituted  powet ; 
As  if  a  Government  had  been  a  robe. 
On  which  our  vice  and  wretchedness  w^re.tagged 
Like  fancy-pQints  and  fringes,  with  the  robe 
Pulled  off  at  {Measure.    Fondly  these  attach 
A  radical  causation  to  a  few 
Poor  drudges  of  chastising  Providence, 
Who  borrow  all  their  hues  and  quaSties 
From  our  own  felly  and  rank  wickedness, 
Which  gave  them  birth  and  nursed  them.  Others,  meanwhile, 
Dote  with  a  mad  idolatry  ;  and  all 
Who  will  not  fall  before  their  images, 
And  yield  them  worship,  they  are  enemies 
Even  of  their  country  I  ," 

Such  have  I  been  deem^r- 
Bnt,  O  dear  Britain  I  0  my  Mother  Isle  I 
Needs  must  thou  prove  a  name  most  dear  and  holy 
To  me,  a  son,  a  broker,  and  a  friend, 
A  husband,  and  a  father  I  who  revere 
All  bonds  of  natural  love,  and  find  theim  all 
VOL.  vn.  F 
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Within  the  Uimti  of  thy  locky  ihores. 

0  native  Britain  t  O  my  Mother  Isle  ! 

How  shool'dBt  thou  ptove  aught  eke  bat  dear  aUd  holy 
To  me,  who  from  thy  lakes  and  mountain  hills, 
Thy  clouds,  tiiy  quiet  dales,  thy  rock»  and  seas,  ' 
Have  drunk  in  all  my  intellectual  life. 
All  street  sensations,  all  ennobling  thoughts, 
All  adoration  of  the  God  in  nature. 
All  lovely  and  all  hcmorable  things,        .     '  • 
Whatever  makes  this  mortal  spirit  feel 
The  joy  and  greatness  ofits  fntote  being  ? 
'  There  lives  nor  form  nor  fe^dg  in  my  soul  « 

Unbo'rrowed  from  my  country.     0  divine  ^ 
And  beauteous  island!  thou  hast  been  my  st]4e 
And  most  magnificent  tem|>le,  in  the  which     ~ 

1  walk  with  awe,  and  sing  my  stately  songs. 

Loving  the  God  that  made  me  1  >  .        ' 

/■  - 

May  my  fears,^ 
My  filial  fears,  be^n  ^  and  may  the  vaunts 
And  menace  of  the  vengeful  enemy 
.  Pass  like  ike  gust,  that  roated  and  died  w»y    ^ 
In  the  distant  tree  :  which  heard,  and  only  hoai^l 
In  thif  low  dell,  bowed  not  the  delicate  grass. 

But  now  the  gentle  dew-faU  sends  dlirosd  > 
The  fruit-like  perfume  of  the  gelden  furee  : 
The  light  has  left  the  summit  of  the  hill,  : 
Though  still  &  sunny  gleam  lies  beautiful. 
Aslant  the  ivied  beacon.     Now  farewell,  * 
Farewell,  awhile,  0  soft  and  silent  spot ! 
On  the  green  sheep-track,  up  the  heathy  hill. 
Homeward  I  wind  my  way ;  and  161  recalled 
From  bodings  that  have  well  nigh  wearied  me 
I  find  myself  upon  the  brow,  and  pause 
Startled !    And  afler  lonely  sojourning         ^  • 
In  such  a  quiet  and  surrounded  nook,  - 
This  burst  of  prospect,  here  the  shadowy  main, 
Dim  tinted,  there  the  mighty  majesty 
Of  that  huge  amphitheatre  of  rich 
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And  elmy  fields,  teem  like  spcietjr —  -   '* 

OonversiDg  with  the  mind»  and  giving  it    ^ 

A  liveUer  impulse  and  a  dance  of  thought ! 

And  now,  beloved  Stowey  !  I  behold 

Thy  chuich-tower,  and,  methink^,  the  lour  hti^  elms  * 

Clustering,  whieh  mark  the  mansion  of  my  friend ; 

And  close  behind  them,  hidden  from^  mjr  view, 

Is  my  own  lowly  cottage,  where  my  babe 

And  my  babe's  mother  dwell  in  peace !     With  Kght 

Aad  quickened  footsteps  thithehvard  1  tend, 

Eememberiiig  thee^  0  green  eind  silent  dell !  " 

And  grateful,  that  by  nature's  quietness '  "*      > 

And  solitary  musings,  ail  my  heart 

Is  softened,  imd  made  worthy  to  indulge 

Love,  and.  the  thoughts  that  yearn  for  human  kind. 

Kether  Stowey,  »  )  • 

April  28th,  1798.  f  - 


FIRE,  PAMINE,Alft)  SLAUGHTER. 

A  WAR  SCLOGUE.      WITH  AN   AFOLOOETIO   PREFACE.*/ 

The  Bceni  a  desolated  Treuf  in  La  Vendee. '  FAiihnE  ie  diitedtfered  tying  < 
th&  ground  ;  to  her  eniet  Ftatf  aiul  SiAircninjL 

Fam.  Sisters  !  sisters  !  who  sent  you  here  ? 
Slau,  [to  Fire,]  I  will  whisper  it  in  her  earf 
Fire.        No  I  no !  no  I  '  , 

Spirits  hear  what  i^irits  tell ; ,  , 

Twill  make  a  holiday  in  Hell. 
.        2^0 1  no  1.  no  I 

Myself,  I  named  him  tance  below,  .   .      .    ■    ., 

And  all  the  souls  that  damned  be, 

Leaped  up  at  once  in  anarchy;     ^ 

Clapped  their  h$iids  and  danoed  for  glee. 

They  no  longer  heeded  me  ; 

But  laughed  to  hear  Hell's  burning  rafters 

Unwillingly  re-echo  laughters !       . 
No  !  no  I  no  !   . 


*  Printed  on  page  21T. 
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Spihii  hear  what  spiriti  tell : 
Twill  make  a  holiday  in  Hell ! 

Fam.  Whisper  it»  sister !  so  aad  so  I 
In  a  dark  hint,  spft  and  slow. 

iSZaa^.  Letters. four  do  form  his  name— 
And  who  sent  you  ? 

Both,  '  The  same !  the  same ! 

Slau,  He  came  by  stealth  and  unlocked  my  den, 
And  I  have  dmnk  the  blood  since  then 
Of  thrice  three  hundred  tbousand^men. 

Both:  Who  hade  you  do  ii  ?  ' 

Slats.  The  same !  the  same ! 

Lettei^  four  do  form  his  name. 
He  let  me  loose,  and  oried  Halloo  ! 
To  him  alone  the  prai^  is  due. 

Fam.  Thanks,  sister,  thanks  !  the.  men  have  bled,  ^ 
Their  wives  and  their  children  faint  fol*  bread. 
I  stdod  in  a  swampy  field  of  battle  ; 
With  bones  and  skulls  I  made  a  rattle,  . 
To  frightenthe  wolf  andvearrion-crow 
And  the  homeless  dog — but  they  would  not  go, 
So  ofi*I  flew  ;  for  how  could  I  bear 
To  see  them,  gorge  their  dainty  fare  ? 
I  heard  a  groan  and  a  peeviah  squall, 
And  through  the  chink  of  a  cottage-wall — 
Can  you  guess  what  I  saw  there  ? 

Both.  Whisper  it,  sister  !  in  our  ear. 

Fam,  A  baby  beat  its  dying  mother : 
I  had  starved  the  one  and  waa  star^g  the  other ! 
-Bo^A.  .Who  bade  you  do*t  ? 
Fam.  The  same !  the  same ! . 

Letters  four  do  form  his  name. 
He  Ifit  me  loose,  and  cried  Halloo  ! 
To  him  alone  the  praise  is  due. 

Fire.  Sisters !  I  from  Ireland  caHae  ! 
Hedge  and  corn-fields  all  on  flame, 
I  triumphed  o'er  the  setting  aim  1 
And  all  the  while  the  work  was  done, 
On  as.  I  strode  with  my  huge  strides, 
I  flung  back  my^bead  and  I  held  my  ndes^ 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


It  was  so  raie  a  piece  of  fnn 

To  see  the  sweltered  cattle  ran 

With  Hncouth  gallop  through  the  night, 

Beared  hy  the  red  and  noisy  light ! 

By  .the  light  of  his  own  hlasdng  cot. 

Was  many  a  naked  rehel  shot :     • 

The  house-stream  met  the  flame  and  hLiised^ 

While  crash  !  fell  in  the  roof»  I  wist, 

On  some  of  those  old  hed-rid  nursel, 

That  deal  in  discontent  and  curses. 

Btah.  Who  hade  you  do*t  ? 

Fire,  The  same  f  the  same  .* 

Letters  four  do  form  his  name. 
He  let  me  loose,  and  cried  iialloo  ! 
To  him  alone  the  praise  is  due. 

AU.  He  Jet  us  loose,  and  cried  Halloo  I 
How  shall  we  yield  him  honor  dtie  ? 

Fam.  Wisdom  comes  with  lack  of  food. 
I'll  gnaw,  I'll  gnaw  the  multitude. 
Till  the  cup  of  rage  o'erhrim  : 
l^ey  shall  seize  him  and  his  hrood — 

Slau.  They  shad  tearliim  Itmh  firom  limh ! 

Fire,  O  thankless  heldumes  and  untrue,! 
And  is  this  all  that  you  can  do  . 

For  him,  who  did  so  much  for  you  ? 
Ninety  months  he,  by  my  troth  !     - 
Hath  richly  catered  hr  you  both  ; 
And  in  an  hour  would  you  repay 
An  eight  years'  work? — ^Away  \  away  I  \ 

I  alone  am  faithful !  I 
Cling  to  him  everlastingly. 
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II.   LOVE    POEMS. 


Quas  humilu  teocro  stjloi  oliln  -efiiidifc  in  mv^ 

PerlegiB  hie  faicrymas^  et  quod  phAretratoi  icuta 

Ille  puei;  puerQ  feoit  mihi  cuBjiide  vulnus. 

Omnia  paulatim  ooosumit  loogbr  leta^, 

Vivendoque  umul  morimnr,  rapimarque  manendo. 

Ipse  mihi  ooUatus  eum  noa  ille  Yidebor : 

FroDS  alia  e^i,  moreaqqe  jdil,  navaixtt&tiar  imago* 

Yozque  aliud  soDat — 

Peetore  nunc  gelido  caiidos  miseremur  amantes, 

Jamqae  arsirae  pudet    Yeteres  tranqnilla  tumultuB 

Mens  horret,  relegensque  alidm^utat  ista  Ibcuttim. 

LOVR 

All  thoughts,  aH  passions,  all  ddlights, 
Whatever  atin  this  mortjd  ^me, 
All  are  but  ministers  of  Lore, 
And  feed  his  sacred  flame. 

Oft  in  my  waking  Steams  do  I 
Live  o'er  again  that  happy  bour, 
When  mid^vay  on  the  mount  I  lay, 
Beside  the  ruined  tower. 

The  moonshine,  stealing  o*er  the  scene 
Had  ble^ded  with  the  lights  of  eve  ; 
And  she  was  there,  my  hope,  my  joy, 
My  own  dear  Genevieve  ! 

She  lean'd  against  the  armed  man, 
The  statue  of  the  armed  Jcnight ; 
She  stood  and  listened  to  my  lay, 
.    Amid  the  lingering  light. 
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Few  Bomvm  Imth  §h»  of  h<^  own. 
My  hope  !  my  ^oy !  my  GenevioTe ! 
She  loves  me  best,  whene'er  I  sing 
The  songs  that  mi^e  her  grioTe. 

I  played  a  sc^  and  doleful  air, 
I  skng  an  old  and  moying.  story — 
An  old  rade  song,  that  suited  well 
That  ruin  wild  and  hoary. 

She  listened  with  a  flitting  blush,  . 
With  downcast  eyes  and  modest  grace; 
For  well  she  knew,  I  could  not  choose 
But  gaze  upon  her  face. 

I  told  her  of  the  Knight  that  wore 
Upon  his  shield  a  burning- brand; 
And  that  for  ten  long  years  he  wooed 
The  Lady  of  the  Land. 

I  told  her  how  he  pined.:  and  ah  ! 
The  deep,  the  low,  the  pleading  tone 
With  which  I  sang  another's  love. 
Interpreted  my  own.  ^ 

She  listened  with  a  flitting  blush, 
With  downcast  eyes,  and  modest  graoe ; 
And  she  forgave  me,  that  I  gazed     " 
Too  fondly  on  her  face  ! 

But  when  I  told  the  cruel  soprn 
That  crazed  that  bold  and  lovely  Knigh^ 
And  that  he  crossed  the  mountain-woods. 
Nor  rested  day  nornu^^t,; 

That  sometime^  from  the  savage  den,  . 
And  sometimes  irom  the  darkeoiyie  shade 
And  sometimes  starting  up  at  once  . 
In  green  And  sunny  glade,— > 


There  came  and  loeked  him  in  t&e^  iaMi 
An  angel  beautifid  and  bright ; 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


13S  glBrhhE^m  LKATX& 

And  that  jbe  knew  it  wsb  a.Pitod, 
This  miserable  Knight ! 

~  And  that  unknowing  what  he  did, 
fie  leaped  amid  a  murderous  band, 
And  saved  from  outtage  worse  than  death 
The  Lady  of  the  Land  ;— 

And  how  she  wept»  and  clasped  his  knees  ; 
And  how  she  tended  him  in  vain — 
And  ever  strove  to  expiate 

.  The  scorn  that  cra2ed  his  brain ; —  - 

And  that  i^e  nursed  him  in,  a  cave ; 
And  how  his  madness  went  awayV 
When  on  the  yellow  forest-leaves 
A  dying  man  he  lay  ; — 

His  dying  wprds — but  when  I  reaehed 
That  tenderest  strain  of  all  the  ditty. 
My  faltering  voice  and  pausing  harp 
Diiturbcdher  sotil  with  pity  I 

All  impulses  of  soul  ai^id  sense. 
Had  thrilled  my  guileless  Genevieve; 
The  musici  and  the  doleful  tale, 
The  ridi  and  balmy  eve  ; 

And  hopes,  and  fears  that  l^indle  hope. 
An  undistinguishable  throng, 
And  gentle  wishes  long  subdued, 

Subdued  and  cherished  long !         ^     - 

She  wept  with  pity  and  delight,  > 
She  blushed  with  love,  and  virgin  shame; 
And  like  the  murmur,  of  a  dream« 
I  heard  her  brekthe  my  name. 

H6r  bosom  heaved— ^he  stepped  ajside. 
As  conscious  of  my  look  she  stept — 
Then  suddenly,  with  nim(m)tts  eye 
She  fled  to  me  and  weft.        ^ 
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She  half  ineloMd  aoo  with  h«r  i 
She  prestfed  me  with  a  meek  emtmMe  ; 
And  bending  back  her  head,  looked  up, 
An<l  f[azed  upon  mj  face. 

'Twas  paiUy  knre  and  partlf  fear, 
And  pajtly  'twas  a  bashfol  ait, 
That  I  iii%fat  rather  £o^  than  8ee» 
The  swelling  pf  her  heart 

I  calmed  her  iean,  and  she  was  calm. 
And  told  her  love  with  viigin  pride ; 
And  90  1  won  my  Qenevieve. 

My  bright  and  beauteous  Bnde.    ^ 

nrrRODucno5  TO  the  tale  of  the  dark  lapik 

0  LEAVE  the  lily  on  its  stem ; 

0  leave  the  rose  upon  the  spray ; 
0"  leave  the  dder-bloom,  fair  maids  f 

And  listen  to  my  lay, 

A  eypfMs  and  a  myrtle^boagh 
This  mom  aiomld  my,  hasp  yon  twined, 
Because  it  fashioned  moum^Uy 
Its  murmurs  in  the  wind. 


And  now  a  tale«f  lov«  and 
A  wi)ful  tale  c^love  I  sing ;  .    ' 

Hark,  gentle  maidens  I  hark,  it  nghs 
^nd  trembles  on  the  string. 

But-most,  my  own  dear  Genevieve,  - 
It  ^ighs  and  tremblea  most  f<H:  thee  I 
0  come  and  hear  the  cruel  wrongs, 
Befen  the  Dark  Ladie  !* 


*  Here  followed  the  BtantaB,  afterwards  published  separately  undor  the 
title  *<LoTe,''  (see  this  voL  p.  126,)  and  after  them  came  the  other  three 
stancas  printed  abo^e ;  the  whcde  foranng  the  mtrodtiction  to  the  intended 
Bark  Ladie,  of  whiehidl  that  existo£ito;bdfoi]»d  en  next  page.  ZateJBiL 
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And  BMR  «idet  mere»  A  tele  .of  .woe, 
A  woful  tele  of.  love  I  mg ; 
For  thee,  my  X^eneyieve^.k  «ighB, 
^  And  trembles  on  the  string. 

Whea  liMit  I  sang  :the  eniel  eeevn, 
That  crazed  (his  bold  and  lovely  knight,. 
And  how  he  roamed  the  raoontaih-woods. 
Nor  rested  day  or  night ; 

I  promised  thee  a  sister  tale,  ' 

Of  man's  perfidioiis  cruelty ; 
Come»  then,  and  heat  what  cruel  wrong 
Befell  the  Dark  Ladie. 


TBB  RALLAD  OF  THB  DARK  LADIE. 

Bbneath  yon  birch  with  fii^ver  bark 
And  boughs  so  pendulous  and  fair, 
The  brook  fiiOhisoftUered  down  the  rock : 
^  And  all  is  ;iBoasy  there  1 

And  there  upon  the  moss  she  sits,,  . 
The  Dark  Ladie  in  silent  pain  ; 
The  heaTy  tear  .is  in  her  eye ;  . 

Apd  drops  and  ^Mk  agaia.        :*    ; 

Three  times  she  sends  her  little  page 
Up  to  the  castled  mountain's  breast. 
If  he  oHght  fihd.tfae  Kmgbt  that  weaii 
The  Griffin  fox  his  Qiesfe. 

The  sun  was  sloping  down  ths  ^y» 
And  she  had  lingered  there  all  day»- 
Counting  moments,  dreitming  fears — 
0  wherefore  can  he  stay  1 

She  hears  a  rustlii^  o'er  the  brook. 
She  sees  £ur  off  «  swinging  bcHigb ! 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


SIBTLIJinB  LSJLVJCa,  13; 

**  Tis  H!e  !  *Tia  my. betrothed  Knijgkt ! 

Lord  Falkland,  it  ifi. Thou !"_  , 

She  springs,  sh^  clasps  him  ronnd'the  necfk, 
She  sobs  a  thousand  hopes  and  fears, 
Her  kisses  %)ir^fxag  on  his>cheekB 
She  quenebes  vitU  her  tears. 

*  '       *  .  f  s  *-.  • 

"  My  friends  ^th  rude  ungentle  wcmU 
They  scofi"  and  bid  me  fly  to  thee  ! 

0  give  me  shelter  in  thy  breast !  • 

0  shield  and  shelter  me  !  "^^^ 

♦*My  Henry,  I  have  given  thee  iQuch, 

1  gave  what  I  can  ne'er  recall, 

I  gave  my  heart,  I  gave  my  peace, 

0  Heaven  !  I  gave  thee  all  T 

'  ,        «       -    _ 

The  Knight  made  answer  to  the  Maid, 
While  to  his  heart  he  held  her  hand, 
**  Nine  castles  hath  my  noble  sire, 
None  stateHer  in  Die  land. 

*'  l^e  fairest  pne  shall  be  my  love's, 
The.fiUJQei^t  castle  of  the  .nine  I  c 
Wait  only  till  the  stairs  peep  out, 
The  fairest  shall  be  thine  : 

"  Wait  only  till  the  hand  of  eve  ' 

Hath  wholly  closed  yon  western  bars, 
And  through  the  dark  we  two  will  steal 
Beneath  the  twinkling  stars  !** — 

"  The  dark  ?  the  dark  ?     No  !  not  the  dark  ? 
The  twinkling^istars  ?     How,  Henry  t    How  ? 
0  God !  ^twas  in  the  eye  of  noon 
He  pledged  his  sacred  vdw  ! 

**  And  in  the  eye  of  nocm,  my  loye, 
Shall  lead  me  from  my  mother's  door 

Sweet  boys^and  girls  all  clothed  in  white  ^ 

Stiewing  floVis  be&^re.: 
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**  Bat  fint  tile  noddiiig  miiiBtrels  go 
With  xniuio  meet  for  lordly  bow'n; 
!rhe  children  next  in  snow-white  vests, 
Strewing  bods  and  flowers  ! 

**  And  then  my  love  and  I  ihaU  pace,     ^ 
My  jet-black  hair  in  pearly  braids, 
Between  our  comely  bachelors 
And  blnshing  bridal  muds." 

#    ^  #  *  *      . 


liEWTI, 

OE   THE   CIRCASSIAN   LOVE-CHANT. 

At  midnight  by  the  str^m  }.  roved, 
To  forget  the  form  I  loved!  "-' 

Image  of  Lewti !  firofn  my  mind 
Depart ;  for  Lewti  is  not  kind. 

The  Moon  waft  high,  the  moonlight  gleam 

And  the  shadow  of  a  star 
Heaved  npon  Tamaha*B  stream  ; 

But  the  rock  shone  brighter  far, 
The  rock  half  sheltered  fiom  my  view    - 
By  pendent  houghs  of  tressy  yew —       \ 
So  shines  my  LeWti's  forehead  ikir, 
Gleaming  through  her  sable  hair. 
Image  of  Lewti !  from  my  mind 
Depart ;  for  Lewti  is  not  kind. 
I  saw  a  cloud  of  palest  hue, 

Onward  to  the  irioon  it  passed  ;      . 
Still  brighter  and  more  bright  it  grew, 
With  floating  colors  not  a  fetf, 

Till  it  reached  the  moon  at  last : 
Then  the  eloud  Wfjka  wholly  bright. 
With  ^  rich  and  amber  light !  . 
And  so  with  many  a  hope  I  seek, 

And  with  such  joy  I  find  my  Lewti ; 
And  ev^n'  so  my  pale  wan  cheek 

Drinks  in  as  deep  a  flush  of  beairtyl 
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Nay>  treacherous  iniagel  leave  mfwmij 
If  hevfti  never  will  be  kind. 

The  little  cloucl — it  floats  away, 

Away  it  goes  ;  away  so  soon  ? 
Alas  !  it  has  no  power  to  stay  ;  ^ 

Its  hues  ate  dim,  its  hues  are  gray — 

Ay  ay  it  passes  from  the  moon  I 
How  mournfully  it  seems  to  fly,  , 

Ever  fading  more  and  more, 
To  joyless  regions  of  the  sky — 

And  now  'tis,  whiter  than  before  I 
As  white  as  tny  poof  cheek  will  be, 

When,  Lewti !  on  my  couch  I  lie, 
A  dying  man  for  love  of  thee. 
Nay,  treacherous  image  I  leave  my  mind — 
And  yet,  thou  did^st  not  look  unkind. 

I  saw  a  vapor  in  the  sky, , 

Thin,  and  white,  and  yeiy  higW; 
-I  ne'er  beheld  so  thin  a  Aoud  : 

Perhaps  the  breezes  that  can  fly        i 

Now  below  and  now  above,  f 

Have  snatched  aloft  the  lawny  shroud  | 

Ofyjjadf  faii'-rthat  died  for  love. 
'  For  maids,  as  well  as  youths,  have  perished 
From  fruitless  love  too  fimdly  cherished. 
Nay,  ^eacherous  imaged  <l^ave  my  mind — 
For  Lewti  never  will  be  kind.  *" 

Hush  !  my  heedless  feet  frOm  under 

Slip  the  crumbling  banks'  forever  : 
Like  echoes  to  a  distant  thunder. 

They  plunge  into  the  gentle  rivet. 
THie  river-swans  have  heard  my  tread,  '  l 

And  startle  from  their  reedy  bed. 
0  beauteous  birds !  methinks  ye  measure 

Your  movements  to  some  ieavehly  tune! 
0  beauteous  birds  !  'tis  such  a  pleasure 

To  see  you  move  beneath  the  mooii> 
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I  wvuld  it  were  your  tme  dedigbt . 
To  «leep  by  day  and  wake  all  night. 

1  know  the  place  where  L^wti  lies,  , 
When  silent  night  has  closed  her  eyes : 

It  is  a  bteezy  jasmine-bower, 
The  nightingale  sings  o*er  her  head  : 
'  Voice  of  the  night  I  had  I  the  power 
That  leafy  labyrinth  to  thread,  * 

And  creep,  like  thee,' with  soundless  tread, 
I  then  niight  view  her  bosom,  white 
Heaving  lovely  to  my  sight, 
As  these  two  swans  together  heavd 
On  the  gently  swelling  wave. 

^  Oh !  that  she  saw  m^  in  a  dream,^ 

And  dreamt  that  I  had  died  for  care ; 
All  pale  and  wasted  I  would  seem, 
,    Yet  fair  withal,  as  spirits  are ! 
I'd  die  indeed,  if  1  might  see 
Her  bosoni  heavd,  ajd  heave  for  me ! 
Soothe,  gentle  image  !  sbothe  my  mind ! 
To-morrow  Lewti  may  bie  kind.  •. 

1796. 

THE.  PICTITRE,    .    ".    \    ^ 

OB.  ^THfi  LdvBK's  EBSOLUTION. 

-...■•  .     '  i  ."^  -  •  .  ■  ' 

Theocgh  weeds  and  ihomfi,  and.  matted  underwood 
I  force  my  way ;  now  climb,  and  now  descend 
O'er  rocks,  or  bare  ornuMsy,  with  wild  £>ot^ 
Crushing  the  purple  whorts  ;  while  olt  unseen» 
Hurrying  along  the  drifted  fprest-leii^ves,. 
The  scued  snake  castlios.    On^f  jMid  still  I  toil ; 
I  know  not,  ask  not,  whither  I    A  new  joy,      .    ,' 
Lovely  as  light,  sudden  as  summer  gust, 
And  gladspme  v^  the  first-born  of  the:  cfuiiig. 
Beckons  me  x>n}  or  fellow^  frpm  behind* 
Playmate,  or.guidel    The  master-gftssioii  qnelledi . 
I  feel  that  I  am  free..    With  dim-xed  baik 
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TkQ  fir-trees,  ui  the  mi&^veiit  fdeider  o«ki . 
Fort}!  fieom  tint.taiigl»  vild  of 'bu«h  «^d  iNwke    , 
Soar  up,  «iid  fonn  «  SQfJiaiieboly  vauU 
High  o'er  me,  jannlMinng  Uko  a  dial^atiea..  .    ■. 

Here  Wisdom  mij^ht  r^rt,  uid  here  BeQionia ;  . 
Here  too^the  hawo-hm  man,  who,  si&k  in  seuly. 
And  of  this  basy^hnmito  h<sajrt  awearjr,^ 
Worshipa  tiie  spirit  of  nnoobs^tis  life 
Intreeor  iK^-fliQrwer.«-r<xeii4»«iiHifitie!    '       <^     . 
If  so  he  migiit  not  carhoUy  cease  to  he»: 
He  would  fur  latlisr  not  be  that>  he  is ; 
But  would  he  s<mwthing,  that<h&  kaows  net  o^. 
In  winds  or  waters^  t)E  among  the  rs(d»i'!    ' 

But  henoe,  iiMul  wieftch!  l^iseathfi  nc^  oont^gioii  heif , 
No  myrtle-'walksaiB  these  :  these  ase  no  groyes  , 
Where  Iioye  dave  hnter !     If  injuill^  moqd^ 
He.  should  stray  hither,  the  low  stumps  shall  gore 
.His4ainty  fiswt^  ttolvier  and  ths  tfaotn   , 
Make  his  plumss-haggaxd*  ^  like  a  wounded  hiri 
Easily  caugkt^  ensnare  him^  O  ye  JG!lymphs>  '  ^ 

Ye  Oreads  chaabsj  ye^dosky.  Bfyades !  •     /     ^  j 
And  you;  ye  B«rll»i^wiaids^!  yon  that  ma]$»  at  mffm    - 
The  dew-drops  i^iver  eii  tiiei  spid^'  tsehs ! 
You,  0  ye  wingless  Airs!  th&t  creep  hcitween 
The  rigid  sttais  of  heath  and'hittoifaizev^ 
Within  whose  soanty. shade,  at  sinmneronoon;  /• 
The  mother-she^  hal^  wofn  a  Mlow  bM->ft^.' 
Ye,  that noweocd Iter^esce- witb dfa»^efo:4ai»Pi'   . 
Now  pant  and  murmtur^wiidikeiir  feeding  lamh^r 
Ohasef,  chase  Mikii  aA  ye  Faya^and  elfin  Gttome^!" 
With  pricMles  sharer  than  his  darJts  hecnook '2 1 
His  little  GodAtp;  matdinghim  pexfbicie    .  • ..  ^ 
Creep  tlurou^^^thoni^nish  on  yen- hedgeheg-skaiQfe^ 

This  is  my  hour  nf.  trininph.^.    I  oaa  ,^^mt      . . !  j 
With  my  own  fancies  ploy.  th<  merry,  ftal,    :  >  \ 
And  lai^niway-wprse  folj^,:beteg^&ee«^  : . :  . 
Here  w«ll4  seat miaieifiheaidn this oI4  .    : .. 
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Hollow,  and  inreody  oak,  wliieh  ivy-twiB* 

Clothes  as' with  net-woik :  h^e  wiU  I  oefi|ch  my  timb^ 

Close  by  this  nver,  in  thia  nlent  shade, 

As  safe  and  sacred  fiom  ike  stop  of  man 

As  an  invisiUe  world — ^unheard,  unseen, 

And  liktening'  only  to  the  pehbly  brook 

That  mumittrs  with  a  dead/ yet  tinkHng  sovmd ;      .    . 

Or  to  the  bees,  that  in  the  neighboiing  troiik  .  - 

Make-  honey-hoards.    Th«  Inseese,  ikat  visits  ma 

Was  never  Lovers  aoeomplioe,  nevvr  raised 

1?he  tendril  ringlets  fhnit  the  maiden's  broW) 

And  the  blue^  ddioate  veins  abore  her  eheek ; 

Ne'er  played  the  wanten-Haever  half'diselosed* 

The  maidenfs  snowy  bosom,  aoatteting  tiieace     ^. 

Eye-poisons  for  some  loye-distempered  yqpth, 

Yfho  ne V  heooeforth  may  see  an  aspen-grove    < 

Shiver  in  sunshine,  but  his  ffseUe  heart 

Shall  flow  away  like  a  dissolving  thing. 

Sweet  breeze!  thc^mily,  if  I  guess  aright, 
Lifleat  the  feathers  of  ijie  robm's  breaat, 
That  swells  its  little  brea8t,'S0  full  of  song,.     ., 
Singing  above  m^,  ob  the  Tnnmitaia-aA*  •       . 
And  "diott  too>  desert  irtxeam !  mo  pool  of  thine* 
Though  clear  as  lake  ill  latintt  aummer-eve,  * 
Did  e'er.  leftect  ihie  lately  virgin's  xobe^    . 
The  face,  the  &sm  divine,  the  downcast  lock 
Contemplative i    Behold!  her op^i palm  -    . 

Presses  hor  dieek  aad  brow  !  bier  elbow  ircpts 
On  the  baj^  branch  of  haU^i^Etfpoted  tre^. 
That  leans- towarcte its  mitocHP!..  Who.^ewbiie 
Had  frnn  her  cotULtenanoe  tumed,^rJh)oked  by  stealth 
(For  fear  ir  true,  krve's  cruel  nurse),  he  now 
With  steadfast  fase  and  utL^Sendiiig'^ye,    \ 
Wonhips  the  watery  idol,  diwmag.hippes 
Delicious  tb  the  soul,  but  fleeting,  vai^, 
E'en  as  thit~ phantom- wo^  on  which  he  gaaed,  . 
But  not  unheeded  gased :  for  see,  ah  1  see,      -j  " 
The  sportive  tyrant  with  her  ieft  hand  j^cks 
The  heads  of  taU  flowen  i^t  beh^  ber  grow. 
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Lychnis,,  aiid  vKHow-herb,  and  fox-gloVe  helh : 
And  gnddeivly,  as  one  that  toys  with  time, 
Scatters  them  on  the  pool !     Then  all  the  chann 
Is  broken — all  that  phant6m- world  so  fair  " 
Vanishes,  and  a' thousand  cireletis  spread,    ( 
And  each  mis-shape  the  other.     Stay  awhile, 
Poor  youth,  who  scarcely  dar'st  lift  up  thine  eyes, 
The  stream  will  soon  renew  its  smoothness,  soon 
The  visiohs  will  return  ?    Aftd  ^o  !  he  stays : 
And  soon  the  fragments  dim  of  lovely  forms  " 

Corae  trembling  backj^  unite,  and  now  once  more 
The  pool  becomes  a  mirror ;  acnd  behold 
Each  wild-flower  on  the  marge  inverted  there. 
And  there  the  half-uprooted  tree — ^bnt  where, 
0  where  the  virgin's  toowy  arm,  that  leaned 
On  its  bare  branch  ?     He  turns,  and  she  is' gone ! 
Homeward  she  steals  ^hroug^  many  a  woodland  maze 
Which  he  shall  seek  in  vain.     lll-&ted  yoath ! 
Go,  day  by  day,  and  wasfte  thy  manly  prime 
In  mad  love-yearning^  by  the  vacant  brook. 
Till  sickly  thoughts  be>vitch  thine  eyes,  an^  thdU 
Behold^ist  her  shadow  still  abiding  there, 
The  Naiad  of  the  mirror !'  .    * 

Not  to  thee, 

0  wild  and  desert  stream  !  belongs  this  tale : 
Xxlooray  and  dark  art  thou — ^the  crowded  firs 
Spire  from  thy  shores,  and  stretch  acrOss  thy  bed,' 
Making  thee  doleful  as  a  cavern-well : 

Save  when  the  shy  king-fishers  build  their  nert 

On  thy  steep  banks,  no  loVeiS  hast  thou,*  wild  stream  I 

This  be  my  chosen  haunt— emancipate' 
From  passion's  dreams,  a  freenian^  and  alone, 

1  rise  and  trace  its  devious  course.     0  lead,- 
Lead  me  to  deeper  shader  atid  lonelier  glooms. 
XjO  !  stealing  through  the  canopy  of  firs. 
How  fair  the  sunshine  spots  that  mosny  rock, 
Isle  of  the  river,  whose  disparted  wavies     "^ 
Dart  off  asunder  with  an  angry  sound, 
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How  soon  toie-miite!    And  see!  they  xqeet,^ 

Each  in  the  other  lost  and  found :  and  /see 

Flaceleas,  as  spirits,  one  soft  vrater-sun 

Throbbing  within  them,  heart  at  once  and  eye ! 

With  its  soft  neighborhood  of  filmy  clouds, 

The  stains  and  shadings  of  forgotten  tears, 

Dimnc)^  o*erswum  with  lustre  I     Such  t^e  hour 

Of  deep  enjoyment^  following  love's  brief  feuds ; 

And^  hark,. the  noise  of  a  near  waterfall ! 

I  pass  forth  into  light— ^1  find  myself 

Beneath  a  weeping  birch  (most  l^autiful  . 

Of  forest-trees,  the  Jady  of  the  woQds)^  ^  - 

Hard  by  the  brink  of  si  talji  weedy  rock 

That  ovcrbrows  the  cataxact.     How  bursts 

The  landscape  on  my  sight !     Two  orescent  hills  , 

Fold  in  behind  each  otheft  and  ao  mak§ 

A  circular  vale,  and  land-locked,  as  might  seem« 

With  brook  jmd  bridge,  and  gray-^tone  cottages, 

Half  hid  by  rocks  and  fruit-trees.     At  my  feejU  . 

The  whortle-berries  are  bedewed  with  spray, 

Dashed  upwards  by  the  furious  waterfall. 

How  solemnly  the  pendent  ivy-mass      . 

Swings  in  its  winnow  ;  /ill  the  air  is  calm. 

The  smoke  from  cottage-chimneys,  tinged  with  light, 

Bises  in  columns  i  from  this  house  alone, 

Close  by  the  waterfall,  the  column  slants, 

And  feels  its  ceaseless  breeze.     But  what  is  this  ? 

That  cottage,  with  its  slanting  chiiKlney-smoke, 

And  olose  beside  its  porch  a  sleeping  child, 

His  dear  head  pillowed  on  a  sleeping  dog —  ,  ;^ 

One  arm  between  its  fore-rlegs,  and  the  hand 

Holds  loosely  its  small  handful  of  wild-fiowerfi, 

UnfiUetted,  ai^d  of  unequal  lengths. 

A  curious  picture,  with  a  master's  haste 

Sketched  on  a  st^p  of  pinky-silvet  skin, 

Peeled  from  the  birched  bark !     Divinest  maid ! 

Yon  bark  her  canvass,  «nd  those  purple  berries    ^ 

Her  pencil !     See,  the  juice  is  scarcely  dried 

On  the  fine  skin  I     She.  has  been  newly  here  ; 

And  lo !  yon  patch.of  heath  has.be^  h^x  conch — 
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Tbe  presfare  still  remaiu !    0  blaoad  oonoh  I    • 

For  this  tiaayst  thou  flower  earlff  imd  the  3vin, 

Slanting  at  eve,  rest.  hr%ht,  and  linger  long 

Upon  thy  i^uriOe  hells  !.    0  Isabel  I 

Daughter  of  genius !  stateliest  of  our  maids ! 

More  heautifiil  ihiui  whom  Aleaius  wooed 

The  Lesbian  woman  of  immortal  song ! 

O  child  of  genius  !  stately,  heautifiil, 

And  fbU  of  lere  to  all,  saye  only  me, 

And  not  ungentie  e'^n  to  me !  ^  My  heart, 

Why  heati  it  thus  ?     Through  yonder  coppice-woed 

Needs  must  the  pathway  t9m,>that  leads  straightwiy 

On  to  her  father's  house.    She  is  alone  ! 

The  night  draws  on — such  ways  are  hard  to  hit—*  - 

And  fit  it  is  I  should  restore  this  sketch, 

Dropt  unawiMres  no  doubt     Why  should  I  yearn 

To  keep  the  reli^ue  ?  '^will  but  idly  feed 

The  passion  that  consumes  me.    Let^ike  haste ! 

The  picture  in  my  hand  which  she  has  left  : 

She  can  not  bljime:;me  that  I  followed  her .' 

And  I  may  be  her  gpiide  the  long  wood  thiough^ 


THE  NIGHT-SCENE: 

A   DRAMATIC    FRAGMENT. 

Sandoval  Yon  loved  the  daughter  of  Bon  Maariqua  ? 

Earl  Henry.  .  Loved? 

Sandoval,  Did  you  not  say  you  wooed  her  ?  :   . 

Earl  Henry,  ^  Once  I  loved. 

Her  whom  I. dared  not  wioo ! 

Sandoval.  .  .  And  wooed,  perohaaoea^    . 

One  whom  you  loved  not ! .     . 

Earl  Henry.       ^      Qh  !  t  were  most  bas0« 
Not  loving  Oropaaa.     Tvue,  I  wooed  her, 
Hoping  to  heal  a  deeper  wound  ;  but  .she 
Met  my  advances  with  impassioned. pride. 
That  Idndled  love  with  love.     And  when  ^er  sire, 
Who  in  his  dream  of  hope  already  g^rasped  .  v 
The  golden  dirdet  in.l»s.haad«  B^ted 
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My  suit  with  insult, 'and  in  memoTy  '' 

Of  aneient  feuds  poured  enner  on  my  head, 

Her  blessings  overtook  and  baffled  th^m ! 

But  thou  art  stem,  and  with  unkindly  oount^iinoe 

Art  inly  reasoning  whilst  thou  listenest  to  me. 

Sandoval.  Anxiously,  Henry !  reasoning  anxiously* . 
But  Oropeza —  ' 

Earl  Henry,  Blessings  gather  found  her  1 
Within  this  wood  there  winds  a  secret  passage, 
Beneath  liie  walls,  which  opens  out  at  lengdi 
IxlXo  the  gloomiest  cov^ert  of  the  garden. —      . 
The  night  ere  my  departure  to  the  army^ 
She,  nothing  trembling,  led  me  tk|ou|^  th&t  glooin,  ' 
And  to  that  coveft  by  a  silent  stream, 
Which,  with  one  star  reflected  near  its  marge,         '    -    . 
Was  the  sole  object  visible  around  me. 
No  leaflet  stirred  ;  theair  was  almost  sul^ ; 
So  deep,  so  dark,  so  close,  the  umbrage*  o'er  usi 
No  leaflet  stirred  ;-^yet  pleasure  hung  upon 
The  gloom  and  stillness  of  the  balmy  night-air.    ^  ^  ^ 
A  little  further  on  an  arbor  stood, 
Fragrant  with  flowering  trees-^I  well  remember 
What  an  uncertain  glimmer  in  the  darimess 
Their  snow-white  blossoms  made^—thither  she  led  me, 
T«  that  sweet  bower !     Then  Oropeza  trraibled — 
I  heard  her  heart  beat — ^if  'twere  not  my  own. 

Sandoval^  A  rude  and  scaring  note,  my  Mend. 

Earl  Henry,  '    .        .  Oh!  no  I 

I  have  small  memory  of  aught  but  pleasure.. 
The  inquietudes  of  fear;  like  lesser  streams    . 
Still  flowing,  still  were  lost  in  those  of  love :        ■    ^ 
So  love  grew  mightier  fiW  the  fear,  and  Nature, 
Fleeing  from  pain,  shdtered' herself  in  joy. 
The  stars  a;bove  our  heads  were  dim  and  steady,  ^ 
Like  eyes  suflused  with  rapture.— *Life  was  in^  us  ii 
We  were  all  life,  each  astern  of  our  frames 
A  living  SQul^-'I  vowed  to  die  for  her  :J  .^ 

With  the  faint  veice  of  one  who,  having  spoken, 
Eelapses  into  blessedness,  I  vowed  it :     * 
That  solepm  vow,  a  whisper  b<9sk^  lieard,    ^ 
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A  munniir  breathed  against  a  lady's  ear. 
Oh  !  there  is  joy.  aboye  the  iiain»  of  plaasiup,  ^ 
Deep  self-possession,  an  intense  repose. 

Sandoval  {with  auuuxatic  mniUe\,  No^  other  than  as  eiatem 
sages  paint, 
The  Grod,  vrho  floats  upon  a  lotos  leaf, 
Dfeams  £3^  a  thousand  ages ;  then  awa&ing, 
Creates  a  World,  luid  smiling  at  the  babble, 
Relapses  into  bliss. 

Earl  Henry.        Ah  I  was  that  bliss 
Feared  as  an  alien,  and  too  vast  for  man  ?  .    , 

For  suddenly,  impatient  of.  its  silence,  • 

Did  On^za,  starting,  grasp  my  forehead. 
I  eaught  her  arms  ;  the  veins  were  swelling  on  them. 
Through  the  dark  bower  she  sent  a  hollow  voice  ;— r 
^  Oh  !  what  if  all  betray  me  ?  what  if  thou  ?''  * 
I  swore,  and  with  an  inward  thought  that  seemed 
The  purpose  and  the  substance  of  my  being, 
I  swore  to  her»  that  were  she  red  with  guilt, 
I  would  exchange  my  uipiblenched  state  with  hers.-^ 
Friend  !  by  that  winding  passage,  .to  that  bower 
I  now  will  go— all  objects  there  will. teach  me 
Unwavering  love,  and  singleness  of  heart. 
'G^o,  Sandoval !  I  am  prepared  to  meet  her — 
Say  nothing  of  me— I  myself  will  seek  her-^ . 
Nay,  leave  me,  friend !    I  can  not  bear  the  torment 
And  ke^i  inquiry  of  that  scanning  eye. — 

[Earl  Heviry  retires  into  the  tvood.] 

Sandoval  [alone].  0  Henry !   always  striVst  thou  to  be  great 
By  thine  own  act — ^yet  art  thou  never  great     ^   ' 
But  by  the  inspiration  of  great  passion. 
.  The  whirl-blast  comes,  the  desert-sand^  rise  up 
And  shape  themselves  :  from  earth  to  heaven  they  stand, 
As  though  they  were  the  piUars  of  a  temple, 
Built  l^  Omnipotence  in  its  own  honor ! 
But  the  blast  pauses,  and  their  shaping  spirit 
Is  fled :  the  mighty  coluzD&ft  were  but  suid, 
And  lazy  snakes  trail  o'sr  the  leyel  ruins  I 
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TO  AN  TTirFORT0irATE  WOMAK, 
'WROH  TBB  AirrOOB,  ^AD  KNOWN  Of  THE  lUTS  OP  BBI^  HQIOCBIKS. 

MT11TLB-I.EAF,  that».iU  besped. 

Finest  in  the  gladsome  ray, 
Soiled  beneath  the  common  tread, . 

Far  from  thy  protecting  spray  !    , 

When  the  partridge  o'er  the  sheaf 

Whirred  along  the  yellow  vale, 
Sad  I  saw  thee,  heedless  leaf  I 

Love  the  dalliance  of  the  gale. 

Lightly  didst  thoa,  foolish  ihing  ! 

Ifeave  and  flatter  to  his  sighs. 
While  the  flatterer,  on  his  wing, 

Wooed  and  whispered  thee  to  rise, 

Gmily  from  thy  mother«talk     ^ 

Wert  thou  danced  and  wailed  high«—  v 

Soon  on  this  unsheltered  walk 

Flung  to  fiule,  to  rot  and  die. 


TO  AN  UNFOKTUKATB  WOMAN  AT  TfOS  THfiATBil 

Maiden,  that  with'  sullen  brow 
Sitt'st  behind  those  virgins  gay, 

Like  a  scorched  and  mHdewed  bough, 
Leafless  'mid  the  blooms  of  May  Is 

Him  who  lured  thee  and  forsook, 
Oft  I  watched  with  angry  gaze. 

Fearful  saw  his  pleading  look« 
Anxious  heard  his  fervid  phrase. 

Sofl  the  glances  of  the  youth,*  ^  ^ 

Soft  his  speedi,  and  soft  his  sigh  ; 

But  no  sound  like  simple  truth, 
But  no  true  love  in  his  eye. 
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Hi^  the^,  Moidea,  hie  tkee  hence ! 

Seek  thy  iVeeping  Mother'^  oot, 
.With  a  triser  iottocence. 

Ttu)u  hast  known  deceit  and  foUy, 
l^ou  hast  felt  that  vice  is  woe  : 

With  a  musing  melancholy 
Inly  armedi  go,  Maiden !  go. 

Mother  sage  of  self  dominion, 
Firm  thy  steps,  0  Melancholy  ! 

The  strongest  plume  in  wisdom's  pinion 
Is  the  memory  of  past  folly. 

Mute  the- sky-lark  and  forlorn, 

While  she  inoiilts  the  firstling  plumes. 

That  had  skimmed  the  tender  com, 
Or  the  beanfield's  odorous  blooms. 

Soon  with  renovated  wing     • 

Shall  she  dare  a  loftier  flight, 
Upward  to  the  day-star  spring, 

And  emhathe  in  heavenly  hght. 

LINES  CCMPOSED  IN  A  CONCERT-ROOM. 

Noa  cold,  nor  stern,  my  soal !  yet  I  detest 

These  sorted  rooms,  where,  to  a  gaudy  thtong, 

Heaves  the  proud  harlot  her  disteiide«l  breasi 
In  intrieac^s  of  laborious  song. 

.These  feel  hot  Music's  genuine  power,  nor  deign 
To  melt  at  Nature's  passioii- warbled  plaint' ; 

But  when  the  Ion  ^-breathed  singer's  uptrilled  strain 
Bursts  in  a  squall — ^they  gape  for  wonderment. 

Hark  !  the  deep  buzs  of  vanity  and  hate  ! 
Scornful,  yet  envious^  with  self'*tortun]ig  sneer 

My  lady  eyes,  some  maid  of  hnmlder  state, 
While  the  pert  captain,  or  the  primmer  prieft, 
Prattles  aocoidant-soandal  in.her  ear. 
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O  giye  me,  from  dus  heartleM  •oeiie  celeafl^» 
To  hear  our  oULmiiucian,  bliod  and.  gray, 
,    (Whom  stretohiDg  from  mj  nurBe'0  «rm8  I  kused,) 
Hi*  Soottith  tunes  aad  warlike,  maiohes  play. 

By  moonshine,  on  the  balmy  summer-nig^t, 
The  while  I  dance  amid  the  tedded  hay  - 

With  merry  maids,  whose  ringlets  toss  in  light, 

Or  lies  tiie  purple  erening  on  4he  bay- 
Of  the  calm  glossy  lake,  0  let  me  bide 
'    Unheard,  unseen,  behind  the  alder-trees, 
For  round  their  roots  the  fisher's  boat  is  tied, 

On  whose  trim  seat  doth  Edmund  stretch  at  ease, 
And  while  the  lazy  boat  sways  to  and  fro, 

Breathes  in  his  flute  sad  airs,  so  wild  and  slow, 
That  his  own  cheek  is  wet  with. quiet  tears. 

But  0,  dear  Anne  !  when  midnight  wind  Careers, 
And  the  gust  pelting  on  the  out-house  shed 

Makes  the  cod^  shrilly  on  the  rain-storm  crow. 

To  bear  thee  sing  some  ballad  full  of  woe. 
Ballad  of  shipwrecked  sailor  floating  dead. 

Whom  his  own  true-love  buried  in  the  sands  ! 
Thee,  gentle  woman,  fi>r  thy  voice  re-measures 
Whatever  tones  and  melancholy  pleasures 

The  things  of  Nature  utter  ;  birds  or  trees 
Or  moan  of  oeean  gale  in  weedy  caves,  '  ' 
0(  where  ^e  stiff  grass  mid  Uie  heath-plant  wmves, 

Murmur  and  muaie  thin  of  sudden  breeze. 


TBtE  J^EPSAKE.       ^      ' 

Trb  tedded  hay,  the  first  ihiiU  of  the  soil. 
The  tedded  hay  and  corn^sheaves  in  one  field, 
Show  summer  gone,  ere  come.     The  foxglove  tall 
Sheds  its  loose  purple  bells,  or  in  the  gust. 
Or  when  it  "bends  beneath  the  upspringing  lark. 
Or  mountain*^int»h  alighting.     And  tke  rose 
(In  vain  the  daxliiig  q£  suoeessful  love) 
Stands,  like  some  boasted  beautjr  of  past  y^an, 
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The  thorns  remaining,  and  the  flowers  all  gone. 

I^or  can  I  find,  aihid  ray  lonely  walk 

By  rivulet,  or  spring,  or  wet  road-side, 

That  hlue  and  hright-eyed  floweret  of  the  brook, 

Hope'«  gentle  gem,  the  sweet  Forget-mc^not  I* 

So  will  not  fade  the  flowers  which  Emmeline  , 

With  delicate  fingers  on  the  snow-white  silk 

Has  woriced,  (the  flowers  which  most  she  knew  I  loved,) 

And,  more  beloved  than  they,  her  auburn  hairi 

In  the  cool  morning  twilight,  early  waked 
By  her  full  bosom's  joyous  restlessness. 
Softly  she  rose,  and  lightly  stole  along, 
Down  the  slope  coppice  to  the  woodbine  bower, 
Whose  rich  flowers,  swinging  in  the  mc»rning  breeze, 
Over4heir  dim  fastnmoviizg  shadows,  hung, 
Making  a  quiet  image  of  disquiet 
In  the  smooth,  scarcely  moving  river-pool. 
There,  in  that  bower  where  first  she  owned  her4ove, 
And  let  me  kiss  my  own  warm  teat  of  joy 
From  ^fl^  her  glowing  cheek,  she  sate  and  ttretohed 
The  silk  upon  the  frame,  and  worked  her  name. 
Between  the  Moss-Rose  and  Forget-me-not — 
Her  own  dear  name,  with  her  own  auburn  hair  ! 
,  That  forced  to  wandet  till  sweet  spring  return, 
I  yet  might  ne'er  forget  her  smiled  her  look,. 
Her  voice,  (that  even  in  her  mirthful  mood 
Has  made  me  wish  to  steal  away  and  weep,) 
Nor  yet.  the  entrancement  of  that  maiden  kiss 
With  which  she  promised,  thieit  when  spring  returned, 
She  would  resign  one  half  of  that  dear  name. 
And  o'#n  thenceforth  no  other  name  but  mine  ! 

*  One  of  the  Dames  (and  meriting  to  be  the  only  one)  of  the  MyotatU  Scor- 
piaides  Paliuiris,  a  flower  from  six  to  twelve  inches  high,  witii  blue  bios* 
lom  and  bright  ydlow  eye.  It,  has  the  same  name  over  the  whole  Empire 
of  Gkrmany  (  Vergissmein  nieht),  and,  I  believe,  in  Denmark  and  Sweden. 

VOL.  vn.  G 
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TO  A  LADT. 
WITH  FALCOMS&'fl  '*  SHIFWJUBCK/' 

Ah  !  not  by  Cam  or  Isis,  famous  streams 
In  arched  grovesi  the  youthful  poet's  choice ; 

KDr  while  half-listening,  mid  delicious  dreams, 
To  harp  and  song  from  lady*s  hand  and  voice  ; 

"    Nor  yet  while  gazing  in  sublimer  mood 
On  cliff,  or  cataract,  in  Alpine  dell ; 
Nor  in  dim  cave  with  bladdery  sea-weed  strewed, 
Framing  wild  fancies  to  the  oce^'s  swell ; 

Oar  sea-bard  sang  this  song  !  which  still  he  sings, 
And  sings  for  thee,  sweet  friend  !     Hark,  Pity,  hark ! 

Now  mounts,  nbw  totters  on  the  tempest's  wings, 
Now  groans,  and  shivers,  the  replunging  bark  ! 

•*  Cling  to  the  shrouds  V     In  vain  !    The.breakers  roar- 
Death  shridcs !     With  two  alone  of  all  his  clan 

Forlorn  the  poet  paced  the  Grecian  shore, 
No  classic  roamer,  but  a  shipwrecked  man ! 

Say  then,  what  muse  inspired  these  genial  strains 

And  lit  his  spirit  to  so  bright  a  flame  ? 
The  elevating  thought  of  suffered  pains,  ^ 

Which  gentle  hearts  shall  mourn ;  but  chief,  the  name 

Of  gratitude  I  remembrances  of  fnend, 
Or  absent  or  no  more  I  shades  of  the  Fast, 

Which  Love  makes  substance  I    Henpe  tp  thee  I  send, 
0  dear  a£  long  as  life  and  memory  last ! 

I  send  with  deep  regards  of  heart  and  head. 

Sweet  maid,  for  friendship  formed !  this  work  to  thee  : 

And  thou,  the  while  thou  canst  not  choose  but  shed 
A  tear  for  Falconer,  wilt  remember  me. 
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TO  A  TOUKO  LADY. 

ON  HEjBL  REOOVEKY   FROM   A.  FEVER. 

WuT  need  I  say,  Louisa  dear  ! 
How  glad  I  am  to  see.  you  hero, 

A  lovely  convalescent ; 
Bisen  from  tbe  bed  of  pain  taxd  fear. 

And  feverish  heat  incessant. 

The  sunny  showen,  the  dappled  sky 
The  little  biids  that  warble  high. 

Their  venial  loves  eommencing, 
Will  better  welcome  you  than  I 

With  their  sweet  influencing. 

Believe  me,  while  in  bed  yon  lay, 
Your  danger  tauf^t  ns  all  to  pray : 

You  m^de  \j»  grow  devouter  !  * 
Each  eye  looked  up  anid  seemed  to  say, 

How  can  we  do  withqut  her  ? 

Besides,  what  vexed  hs  worse,  we  knew, 
They,  have  no  need  of  such  as  you 

In  the  place  where  you  were  going  : 
This  World  has  angels  all  too  few, 

And  Heaven  is  overflowing  ! 

SOMETHma  CHILDISH,  BUT  VERY  NATURAL. 

WRITTEN   IN   GERMANY. 

If  I  had  but  two  little  wings, 
And  were  a  Httle  feathery  bird. 
To  yeu  I'd  fly,  my  dear  ! 
But  thoughts  like  these  are  idle  things, 
And  I  stay  here. 

But  in  my  sleep  to  you  I  fly  : 
I'm  always  with  you  in  my  sleep  ! 
The  world  is  sdl  one's  own. 
But  then  one  wakes,  and  where  am  I  ? . 
All,  all  alone. 
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Sleep  stays  not,  though  a  .monarch  bids  : 
So  I  love  to  wake  eie  break  of  day  : 
For  though  my  sleep  be  gone, 
Yet  while  His  dark,  one  shuts  one's  lids, 
And  still  dreams  on. 


HOME-SICK 

WRITTEN  IN   GERMANY. 

'Tis  sweet  to  him,  who  aU  the  week 
Through  city -crowds  must  push  his  "way, 

To  stroll  alone  through  lielda  and  woods, 
And  hallow  thus  the  Sabbath-day.' 

AnJ  sweet  it  is,  in  summer  bower, 

Sincere,  affectionate  and  gay, 
One's  own  dear  childxea  feasting  round, 

To  celebrate' one's  marriage-day. 

But  what  is  all,  to  his  delight, 

Who  having  long  been  doomed  to  roam. 

Throws  off  the  bundle  from  his  back. 
Before  the  door  of  his  own  home  ? 

Home-sickness  is  a  wasting  pang  ; 

This  feel  I  hourly  more  and  more  : 
There's  healing  only  in  thy  wings. 

Thou  Breeze  that  play*st  on  Albion's  shore  I 

ANSWER  TO  A  CHILD'S  QUESTIOK.     * 

Do  you  ask  what  the  birds  say  ?     The  sparred,  the  dove, 
The  linnet  and  thrush  say,  "I  love  and  I  iove  !" 
In  the  winter  they're  sileirt— the  wind  is  so  strong  : 
What  it  says,  I  don't  know,  Imt  it  sings  a  loud  SQi)ig. 
But  green  leaves,  and  blossoms,  and  suniiy  warm  weather, 
And  singing,  and  loving — all  come  back  together. 
But  the  lark  is  so  brimful  of  gladness  and  love. 
The  green  fields  below  him,  the  blue  sky  above. 
That  he  sings,  and  he  sings ;  and  forever  sings  he — 
"  Ilove  my  Love,  iand  my  Love  loves  me !" 
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A  CHILirS  EVEJSlNa  PRAYEE. 

Eee  on  my  bed  niy  limbs  I  lay, 
God  grant  me  grace  my  prayers  to  say  : 
0  God  I  preserve  my  mother  dear  ' 
In  starengtli  and  health  for  many  a  year  ; 
And,  0 !  preserve  niy  father  too, 
And  may  I  pay  him  reverence  due  ,* 
And  may  I  my  best  thoughts  employ     . 
To  be  my  parents'  hope  and  joy  ; 
And,  0  !  preserve  my  brothers  both 
From  evil  doings  and  from  sloth, 
And  may  we  always  love  each  other, 
Our  friends,  our  father,  and  our  mother  : 
And  still,  0  Lord,  to  me  impart, 
An  innocent  and  grateful  heart. 
That  after  my  last  sleep  I  may 
Awake  te  thy  eternal  day  ! 

'  Amen. 


T?CE  VISIONARY  HOPE. 

Sad  lot,  to  have  ho  hope  !     Though  lowly  kneeling 

He  fain  would  frame  a  prayer  within  his  breast, 

Would  fain  entreat  |pr  some  sweet  breath  of  healing, 

That  his  sick  body  might  have  ease  and  rest ; 

He  strove  in  vain  I  the  diiU  sighs  from  his  chest 

Against  his  will  the  stifling  load  revealing. 

Though  Nature  forced  ;  though  like  some  captive  guest. 

Some  royal  pri£(oner  at  his  conqueror's  f^ast. 

An  alien's  restless  mood  but  half  concealing, 

The  stemnesB  on  his  gentle  brow  confessed, 

Sickness  within  and  miserable  feeling  i 

Though  obscure  pangs  made  curses  of  his  dreams. 

And  dreaded  sleep,  each  night  repelled  in  vain,.     ^ 

Each  night  was  scattered  by  its  own  loud  screams  : 

Yet  never  t!ould  his  heart  command,  though  fain, 

One  deep  full  widh  te  be  no  move  inpain* 
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That  Hope,  which  was  his  inward  bliss  and  boast, 
Which  waned  and  died,  yet  evej  near  him  stood. 
Though  changed  in  nature,  wander  where  he  would— 
For  Love's  despair  is  but  Hope's  pining  ghost ! 
For  this  one  hope  he  makes  his  hourly  moan. 
He  wishes  and  can  wish  for  this  alone  !  _ 
Pierced,  as  with  light  from  Heaven,  before  its  gleams 
(So  the  love-stricken  visionary  deems) 
Disease  would  vanish,  like  a  summer  shower, 
Whose  de^n^s  fling  sunshine  from  the  noontide  bower  I 
Or  let  it  stay  !  yet  this  one  Hope  should  give 
Such  strength  that  he  would  bless  his  pains  and  live. 

THE  HAPPY  HUSBAKD. 

Oft,  oft  methinks,  the  while  With  Thee 
I  breathe,  as  fk>m  the  heart,  thy  dear 
And  dedicated  name,  I  hear 

A  promise  and  a  mystery, 
A  pledge  of  more  than  passing  life, 
Yea,  in  that  very  name  of  Wife ! 

A  pulse  of  love,  that  ne'er  can  sleep  ! 

A  feeling  that  upbraids  the  heart 

With  happiness  beyond  desert. 
That  gladness  half  requests  to  weep'  1 

Nor  bless  I  not  the  keener  sense 

And  unal  arming  turbulence 

Of  transient  joys  that  ask  no  sting 
From  jealous  fears,  or  coy  denying ; 
But  born  beneath  Love's  brooding  wing. 

And  into  tenderness  soon,  dying. 

Wheel  out  their  giddy  moment,  then 
Kesign  the  soul  to  love  again  ; — 

A  more  precipitated  vein. 

Of  notes,  that  eddy  in  the  flow 

Of  smoothest  song,  they  come,  they  go, 

And  leave  their  sweeter  understrain 
Its  own  sweet  6elf--*a  love  of  Thee 
That  seems,  yet  can  not  greater  be  I 
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RECOLLECTIONS  OF  LOVE.- 

I. 
How  warm,  this  woodland  wild  Recess  I 

Love  surely  hath  been  breathing  here ; 

And  this  sweet  bed  of  heath,  ray^dear! 
Swelb  up,  then  sinks  with  faint'  caress, 

As  if  to  have  yoii  yet  more  near. 


Bight  springs  have  flown,  since  last  I  lay 
On  seaward  Gtuantock's  heathy  hills. 
Where  quiet  soimds  from  hidden  rills 

Float  here  and  there,  like  things  astfay, 
And  high  o'er  head  the  skylark  shrillB. 

HL  ■ 
No  voice  as  yet  had  qaade  the  air 
Be  music  with  y^our  name ;  yet  why 
That  asking  look  ?  that  yearning  sigh  ? 
That  sense  of  promise  everywhere  t 
Beloved  !  flew  your  spirit  by  ? 

IV. 

As  when  a  mother  doth  explore 

The  rose-mark  on  her  long  lost  child, 
I  jnet,  I  loved  you,  maiden  mild  ! 

As  whom  I  long  had  loved  before — 
So  deeply,  had  I  been  beguiled. 

v. 
Tou  stood  l)efi)re  me  like  a  thought, 

A  dream  remembered  in  a  dream. 

But  when  those  meek  eyes  first  did  seem 
To  tell  me,  Love  within  you  wrought — 

0  Greta,  dear  domestic  stream  ! 

VI. 

Has  not,  since  then.  Love's  prompture  deep. 
Has  not  Love's  whisper  evermore 
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Been  ceaseless  as  thy  gentle  roar  ? 
Sole  voice,  when  other  voices  sleep, 
Dear  under-song  in  clamor's  hour. 


ON  REVISITING  THE  SEA-SHORE, 

4FTE&   LONG   ABSENCE,    UNDEH   STRONG    MEDICAL   SECOMMENDA* 
TION   NOT   TO   BATHE. 

God  be  with  thee,  gladsome  ocean  ! 

How  gladly  greet  I  thee  once  more ! 
Ships  and  waves,  and  ceaseless  motion. 

And  men  rejoicing  on  thy  shore. 

Dissuading  spake-the  mild  physician, 

"  Those  briny  waves  for  thee  are  death  !" 

But  my  soul  fulfilled  her  mission. 

And  Jo  !  I  breathe  untroubled  breath  I 

Fashion's  pining  sons  and  daughters, 
That  seek  the  crowd  Ih&y  seem  to  fly. 

Trembling  tl^ey  approach  thy  waters  ; 
And  what  cares  Nature,  if  they  die  ? 

Me  a  thousand  hopes  and  pleasures, 

A  thousand  recollections  blaud. 
Thoughts  Bublijpde,  and  stately  measures. 

Revisit  on  thy  echoing  strand  : 

Dreams,  (the  soul  herself  forsaking,) 

Tearful  raptures,  boyish  mirth  ; 
Silent  adorations,  making 

A  blessed  shadow  of  this  Earth ! 

0  ye  hopes,  that  stir  within  me. 

Health  comes  with  you  from  above  I 
God  is  with  me,  God  is  in  me  ! 

1  can  not  die,  if  Life  be  Love. 
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Yea,  he  des^rr^  to  find  himself  deeeiyed. 
Who  seeks  a  heart  in  the  unthioking  Man. 
like  shadows  on  a  stream,  the  forms  of  life 
Impress  thdr  characters  on  the  smooth  forehead 
Naught  sinks  into  the  bosom's  silent  depth. 
Quick  sensibility  of  pidn  and  pleasure 
Moves  the  light  fluids  lightly ;  but  no  soul 
Warmeth  the  inner  firame. 


HYMlf 

BEFORE   SUNltlSE,    m   THE   VALE    OP    CHAMOTJNI. 

Besides  the  Riyers,  Arye  and  Arveiroo,  which  haye  tiieir  sources  in  the 
&ot  of  Mont  Blanc,  five  coDspicuous  torrents  rush  down  its  sides ;  and  with- 
in a  few  paces  of  the  Glaciers,  the  Gentiana  Major  grows  in  immense  num* 
berg  with  its  "  flowers  of  loveliest  blue.** 

Hast  thou  a  charm  to  stay  the  moming-stai: 
In  his  Bteep  couirBe  ?     ^  Ipng  he  seems  to  pause 
On  thy  bald  awful  head,  0  sovran  Blanc  ! 
The  Arve  and  Arveiron  at  thy  hase 
Rave  ceaselessly ;  but  thou,  most  awful  Form ! 
Eisest  from  forth  thy  silent  sea  of  pines, 
How  silently !  Around  thee  and  above 
Deep  is  the  air,  and  dark,  substantial,  blaek, 
An  ebon  mass :  methinks  thou  piercest  it, 
As  with  a  wedge  1     But  when  I  look  again, 
It  is  thine  own  calm  home,  thy  crystal  shrine, 
Thy  habitation  from  eternity  ! 

0  dread  and  silent  Mount !     I  gazed  upon  thee. 
Till  thou,  still  present  to  the  bodily  sense. 

Didst  vanisli  from  my  thought :  entranced  in  prayer 

1  worshiped  the  Invisible  alone. 

G* 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


164  .  8IBTLLINK  LBAYSS. 

Yet,  like  some  sweet  beguiling  melody, 
So  sweet,  we  laiow  not  we  are  listening  to  it, 
Thou,  the  meanwhile,  wast  blending  with  my  thought. 
Yea,  with  my  life,  and  life's  own  secret  joy : 
Till  the  dilating  Soul,  enrapt,  transfused, 
Into  the  mighty  vision  passing — there 
As  in  her  natural  form,  swelled  vast  to  Heaven  ! 

Awake,  my  soul !  not  only  passive  praise 
Thou  owest !  not  alone  these  swelling  tears, 
Mute  thanks  and  secret  ecstasy  I  Awake, 
Voice  of  sweet  song  I  Awake,  my  Heart,  awake ! 
Qreen  vales  an4  icy  cliffs,  all  join  my  Hymn. 

Thou. first  and  chief,  sole  sovran  of  the  Yale  I 
0  struggling  with  the  darkness  all  ^e  night, 
And  visited  all  night  by  troops  of  stars,  ^ 

Or  when  they  climb  the  sky  or  when  they  sink : 
Oompanion  of  the  morning-star  at  dawn. 
Thyself  Earth's  rosy  star,  and  of  the  dawn 
Co-herald  :  wake,  0  wake,  and  utter  praise  ! 
Who  sank  thy  sunless  pillars  deep  in  Earth  ? 
Who  filled  thy  countenance  with  rosy  light  ? 
Who  made  thee  parent  of  perpetual  streams  ? 

And  you,  ye  five  wild  torrents  fiercely  glad ! 
Who  called  you  forth  from  night  and  utter  death) 
From  dark  and  icy  caverns  called  you  forth, 
Down  those  precipitous,  black,  jagged  Rocks, 
*^     Forever  dmttered  and  the  same  forever  ? 
Who  gave  you  your  invulnerable  life, 
Your  streng!&,  your  speed,  your  futy,  and  your  j^, 
Unceasing  thunder  and  eternal  foam  ? 
And  who  commanded  (and  the  silence  came,) 
Here  let  the  bilkws  stiffen,  and  have  rest  ? 

Ye  ice-falls !  ye  that  from  the  mountain's  brow 
Adown  enormous  ravines  9lope  amain — 
Torrents,  methinks,  that  heard  a  mighty  voice. 
And  stopped  at  once  amid  their  maddest  plunge ! 
Motionless  torrents  I  silent  cataracts  !       "--^ 
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Who  made  you  ^loriouB  as  the  gates  of  Heaven 

Beneath  the  keen  full  moon  ?    Who  bade  the  sun 

Clothe  you  with  rainbows  ?     Who,  with  living  flowen 

Of  loveliest  blue,  spread  garlands  at  your  feet  t — 

Grod  !  let  the  torrents,  like  a  shout  of  nations,  / 

Answer  !  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo,  God  ! 

God !  sing  ye  meadow-streams  with  gladsome  voice ! 

Ye  pine-groves,  with  your  soft  and  sotil-like  sounds  ! 

And  they  too  have  a  voice,  yon  pies  of  snow, 

And  in  their  perilous  fall  shall  thunder,  God ! 

Ye  hviiig  flowers  that  skirt  the  eternal  fixMt ! 
Ye  wild  goats  sporting  round  the  eagle's  nest !  S- 

Ye  eagles,  play-mates  of  the  mountain-stoirm  !  ' 

Ye  lightnings,  the  dread  arrows  of  the  clouds  1- 
Ye  signs  and  wonders  of  the  element ! 
Utter  forth  God,  and  fill  the  hills  with  praise  I 

Thou  too,  hoar  Mount !  with  thy  sky-pointing  peaks, 
Oft  from  whose  feet  the  avalanche,  unheard, 
Shoots  downward,  glittering  through  the  pure  i 
Into  the  depth  of  douds,  that  veil  thy  breast-^— 
Thou  too  again,  stupendous  Mountain^!  thoa 
That  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bowed  low 
In  adoration,  upward  £rom  thy  base 
Slow  traveUing  with  dim  eyes  sufliised  with  tears, 
Solemnly  seemest,  like  a  vapory  cloud,     , 
To  rise  before  me — ^Rise,  O  ever  rise, 
Rise  like  a  cloud  of  incense,  from  the  Earth  I 
Thou  kingly  Spirit  throned  among  the  hills, 
Thou  dread  ambassador  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 
Gieat  hierarch  !  tell  thou  the  silent  sky. 
And  tell  the  stars,  and  tell  yon  rising  suj^. 
Earth,  with. her  thousand  voices,  praises  God. 
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LINES 


WStTTBN  IN   THE   ALBUM  AT   ELBIN6BK0DE,   IN   THE   HABifZ 
FOBEST. 

I  STOOD  on  Brocken*s*  sovran  height,  and  saw 

Woods  crowding  upon  woods,  hills  over  hills, 

A  surging  scene,  and  only  limited 

By  the  blue  distance.     Heavily  my  way 

Downward  I  dragged  through  fir  groves  evermore, 

Where  bright  green  moss  heaves  in  sepulchral  forms 

Speckled  with  sunshine ;  and,  but  seldom  heard» 

The  sweet  bird's  song  became  -9.  hollow  sound ; 

And  the  breeze,  murmuring,  indivisibly, 

Preserved  its  solemn  murmur  most  distinct  .  , 

From  many  a  note  of  many  a  waterfall. 

And  the  brook's  chatter  ;  'mid  whose  islet  stouce 

The  dingy  kidling  with  its  tinkling  bell 

Leaped  frolicsome,  or  old  romantic  goat 

Sat,  his  white  beard  slow  waving.     I  moved  on 

In  low  and  languid  mood  :t  for  I  had  found 

That  outward  forms,  the  loftiest,  still  receive  - 

Their  finer  influence  from  the  Life  within  ;— 

Fair  ciphers  else  :  fair,  but  of  import  vague  ' 

Or  unconcerning,  where  the  heart  not  finds 

History  or  prophecy  of  friend,  or  child, 

Or  gentle  maid,  our  first  and  early  love. 

Or  father,  or  the  venerable  name 

Of  our  adored  country  I     0  thou  dueen. 

Thou  delegated  Deity  of  Earth, 

0  dear,  dear  England  I  how  my  longing  eye 

Turned  westward,  shaping  in  the  steady  clouds  . 

Thy  sands  and  high  white  clifis  ! 

*  The  highest  mountaiu  in  the  HarU,  and  indeed  in  North  Germany 

f  "When  I  have  gazed 

From  some  high  eminence  on  goodly  vales, 
And  cots  and  villages  embowered  below. 
The  thought  would  rise  that  all  to  me  ^tras  strange 
Amid  the  scenes  so  fiEiir,  nor  one  small  spot 
Where  my  tired  mind  might  rest,  and  call  it  home. 

Southe^s  Hymn  to  the  PenaU$. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


SIBTXiLm:  liBAVSS.  157 

My  native  Land ! 
Filled  with  the  thought  of  thee  this  heart  was  proud, 
Yea,  mine  eye  swam  with  tears  :  that  all  the  view 
From  sovran  Brocken,  woods  and  woody  hills, 
Floated  away,  like  a  departing  dream, 
Feehle  and  dim !  Stranger,  these  impulses 
Blame  thou  not  lightly  ;  nor  will  I  j>rofane, 
With  hasty  judgment  or  injurious  doubt. 
That  man*8  sublimer  spirit,  who  can  feel 
That  God  is  everywhere  !  the  God  who  framed 
Mankind  to  be  one  mighty  family, 
Himself  our  Father,  and  the  World  our  Home. 


OS  OBSERVINa  A  BLOSSOM  ON  THE  FIBST  OF  FEBBUARY, 

1796. 

Sweet  Flower !  that  peeping  firom  thy  russet  stem 

XJnfoldest  timidly,  (for  in  strange  sort 

This  dark,  irieze-eoated,  hoarse,  teethrohattering  Month 

Hath  borrowed  Zephyr's  voice,  and  gazed  upon  thee 

With  blue  voluptuous  eye)  alas,  poor  Flower ! 

These  are  but  flatteries  of  the  faithless  year. 

Perchance,  escaped  its  unknown  polar  cave, 

E'en  now  the  keen  North-East  is  on  its  way. 

Flower  that  must  perish  !  shall  I  liken  thee 

To  some  sweet  girl  of  too  too  rapid  growth 

Nipped^  by  consumptioQ  mid  untimely  charms  ? 

Or  to  Bristowa's  batd,*  the  wondrous  boy  ! 

An  amaranth,  which  Earth  scarce  seemed  to  own, 

Till  disappointment  came,  and  pelting  wrong 

Beat  it  to  Earth  ?  or  with  indignant  grief 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  poor  Poland's  hope, 

Bright  flower  of  Hope  lulled  in  the  opening  bud  ? 

Farewell,  sweet  blossom  !  better  fate  be  thine 

And  mock  my  boding  !  Dim  similitudes 

Weaving  in  moral  strains,  I've  stolen  one  hour 

From  anxious  self,  Life's  cruel  task-master  I , 

And  the  warm  wooings  of  this  sunny  day 

*  Chatterton. 
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TremUe  along  my  frame,  and  hannonize 
The  attempered  oigan,  that  even  saddest  thooghjtt 
Mix  with  aome  aweet  senBationtf,  like  banh  times 
Played  defUy  on  a  soft-toned  instnmieiit. 


THE  EOLf  AK  HARP. 

COMPOSED  AT  CLEVEDON,  SOHERSETSmBE. 

Mt  pensive  Sara !  thy  soft  che^  reclined 

Thus  on  mine  arm,  most  soothing  sweet  it  is 

To  sit  beside  our  eot,  our  cot  o'ergrown 

With  white-flowered  jasmin,  and  the  broad-leaved  myrtle, 

(Meet  emblems  they  of  Innocence  and  Love  I) 

And  watch  the  clouds,  that  late  were  rich  with  light, 

Slow  saddening  round,  and  mark  the  star  of  eve 

Serenely  brilliant  (such  should  wisdom  be) 

Shine  opposite  !  How  exquisite  the  scenta 

Snatched  from  yon  bean-field  !  and  the  world  so  htis)ied  \ 

The  stilly  murmur  of  the  distant  sea  , 

Tells  us  of  silence. 

And  that  simplest  lute, 
Placed  length-ways  in^the  clasping  casemeatr  hadt! 
How  by  the  desultory  breeze  caressed. 
Like  spnoe  coy  maid  half  yielding  to  her  .lover. 
It  pours  such  sweet  upbraiding,  as  must  needs 
Tempt  to  repeat  the  wrong !    And  now,  its  strings 
Boldjier  swept,  the  long  sequacious  notes 

/Over  delictous  surges  sink  and  rise, 

^  Such  a  soft  floating  witchery  of  sound 
As  twilight  Elfins  make,  tvhen  they  at  eve 
Voyage  on  gentle  gales  from  Faiiy-Land', 
Where  Melodies  round  honey  dropping  fl^owers. 
Footless  and  wild,  like  birds  of  Paradise, 
Nor  pause,  nor  perch,  hovermg  on  untamed  wing ! 
0  the  one  life  within  us  and  abroad. 
Which  meets  all  motion  and  becomes  its  soul, 
A  light  in  sound,  a  sound-like  power  in  light 
Khythm  in  aU  thought,  and  joyance  everywhere— 
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Methinks,  it  gfaoold  have  beenimpoflsible    , 
Not  to  lo¥»  all  things  in  a  world  so  fiUed  ; 
Wheie  the  breeze  warbles,  and  ^he  mute  still  air      * 
Is  Music  cdumbering  on  her  instrument.^ 

And  thus,  my  love  !  as  on  the  midway  slope 
Of  yonder  hill  t  stretcVmy  limbs  at  noon. 
Whilst  through  my  half-closed  eyelids  I  behold 
The  sunbeams  dance,  like  diamonds,  on  the  main. 
And  tranquil  musie  upoii  traonquillity  : 
Ful]  many  a  thought  uncalled  and  undetained, 
And  many  idle  flitting  phantasies,  ^^ 
Traverse  my  indolent  and  pasttvd  brain^ 
As  wild  and  various  as  the  random  gales 
That  swell  and  flatter  on  this  subject  lute ! 


And  what  if  all  of  animated  nature      *v  . 

Be  but  organic  harps  diversely  framed^        V  ''f 

That  tremble  into  Uiought,  as  o'er  1 
Plastic  and  vast,  (me  intellectual  breei;e« 
At  once  the  Soul  of  each,  and  God  < 


ture      <v  I 

th^n  flwea 
reese,  tC   . 

of  All?  ^    .  *^ 


But  thy  more  serious  oye  a  mild  reproof 
Darts,  0  beloved  woman  !  nor.  such  thoughts 
^JDUUif^  TJtnhnlhTttjJhTtth^M  not  reject, 
And  biddest  me  walkhumbly~with  my  God, 
Meek  daughter  in  the  family  of  Christ ! 
Well  hast  thou  said  and  holily  dispraised 
These  shapings  of  the  unregenerate  mind ; 
Bubbles  that  glitter  as  they  rise  and  break 
On  vain  Philosophy's  aye^babbling  spring. 
For  never  guiltless  may  I  speak  of  him. 
The  Incomprehensible  !  save  when  with  awe 
I  praise  him,  and  with  Faith  that  inly  feels  ; 
Who  with  his  saving  merdes  iioaled  tte, 
A  sinful  and  most  nusen^le  man, 
Wildered  and  dark,  and  gave  me  to  posiefli 
Peace,  and  this  cot,  and  thee,  heart-honored  Maid ! 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


% 


160  SIBYLUKB  LBATES. 

BEFLECnONS 

ON  HAVmO  LEFT  A  PLACE  OF  RETIREMENT.      ^ 

Sernumi  propriora.— hor. 

Low  wad  our  pretty  Cot :  oi&r  tallest  rose 
Peeped  at  the  chjunber-window.     We  could  hear 
At  silent  noon,  and  eve,  and  early  mom. 
The  sea's  faint  murmur.     In.  the  open  air 
Our  myrtles  blossomed  ;  and  across  the  porch 
Thick  jasmii^ff  twined  :  the  little  landscape  round 
Was  green  and  woody,  and  refreshed  the  eye. 
It  wks  a  spot  which  you  might  aptly  call 
The  Valley  of  Seclusion !     Once  I  saw 
(Hallowing  his  Sabbath-day  by  quietness) 
A  wes^hy  son  of  oomm^pce  saunter  by, 
Brii^wa's  citisen  :  methought,  it  calmed 
Hifthirst  of  idle  gold,  and  made  him  muse 
With  wiser  feelings  ;  for  he  paused,  and  looked 
With  a  pleased  sadness,  and  gazed  all  around, 
Then  eyed  oar  Cottage,  and  gazed  round  again. 
And  sighed,  and  said,  it  was  a  Blessed  Place. 
And  we  were  blessed.     Oft  with  patient  ear 
Long  listening  to  the  viewless  sky-lark's  note 
(Viewless,  or  haply  for  a  moment  seen 
Gleaming  on  sunny  wings)  in  whispered  tones 
I've  said  to  my  beloved,  "  Such,  sweet  giri ! 
The  inobtrusive  song  of  happiness, 
Unearthly  minstrelsy  !  then  only  heard 
When  the  soul  seeks  to  hear  ;  when  all  is  hushedj 

But  the  time  when  firsts 
From  that  low  dell,*  steep  up  the  stony  mount 
I  climbed  with  perilous  toil,  and  reached  the  top, 
Oh !  what  a  goodly  scene !     Here  the  bleak  mount. 
The  bare  bleak  mtfuntain  speckled  thin  with  sheep ; 
Gray  clouds,  that  shadowing  spot  the  sunny  fields  ; 
And  river,  now  with  bushy  rocks  o'erbrowed. 
Now  winding  bright  and  full,  with  naked  banks ;     . 
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/  And  seats,  and  lawns,  the  Abbey  and  the  wood, 
/    And  cots,  and  hamlets,  and  faint  city-spire  ;   * 
Y    The  Channel  there,  the  Islands  and  white  sailf^ 
X  Dim  coasts,  and  cloud-like  hills, -and  shoreless  Ocean — 
I  It  seemed  like  Omnipresence !     God,  meihought, 
I  Had  built  him  there  a  temple  :  the  whole  World 
^Seemed  ima^  in  its  vast  oirctunferenoe, 
No  wish  profaned  iny  overwhelmed  heart. 
Blest  hour !     It  was  a  luxury, — ^to  be  I 

•  >•**-      Ah  !  quiet  dell  I  dear  cot,  and  mount  sublime  ! 
I  was  constrained  to  quit  you.     Was  it  right. 
While  my  unnumbered  brethren  toiled  and  bled, 
That  I  should  dream  away  the  intrusted  hours 
On  rose-leaf  beds,  pampering  the  coward  heart 
With  feelings  all  tpo  delicate  for  use  ? 
Sweet  is  the  tear  that  from  some  Howard's  eye 
Drops  on  the  cheek  of  one  he  lifts,  from  earth  : 
And  he  that  works  me  good  with  unmoved  fibce. 
Does  it  but  half :  he  chills  me  while  he  aids, 
My  benefactor,  not  my  brother  man  ! 
Yet  even  this,  this  oold  beneficence 
Praise,  praise^  it,  0  my  iSoul  \  oft  as  thou  scann'st 
The  sluggard  Pity's  vision-weaving  tribe  ! 
Who  sigh  for  wretchedness,  yet  shun  the  wretched. 
Nursing  in  some  delicious  ^litude 
Their  slothful  loves  and  dainty  sympathies ! 
I  therefore  go,  and  join  head,  heart,  and  hand, 
Active  and  firm,^o  fight  the  bloodless  fight 
Of  science,  freedom,  and  the  truth  in  Christ.      •^  -    ^ 

Yet  oft  when  after  honorable  toil 
Rests  the  tired  mind,  and  waking  loves  to  dream, 
My  spirit  shall  revisit  thee,  dear  Cot  i 
Thy  jasmin  and  thy  window-peeping  rose. 
And  myrtles  fearless  of  the  mild  sea-air. 
And  I  shall  sigh  fond  wishes — sweet  abode  ! 
Ah  !^— had  none  greater  !     And  that  all  had  such ! 
It  might  be  so— but  the  time  is  not  yet.  *» 

Speed  it,  0  Father  !     Let  thy  kingdom  c<Mne  ! ' 
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TO  THE  REV.  GEORGE  COLERIDGE 

OF  OTTfi&T  ST.   MART,   BEVON.      WITH  SOME   POEMS. 

Notus  ia  fratres  animi  patetnL 

Hoa.  Corm.  lib.  1.  2. 

A  BLi^ssED  lot  hath  he,  who  having  passed 

His  youth  and  eady  manhood  id  the  stir 

And  turmoil  of  the  world,  retreats  at  length, 

With  cares  that  move,  not  agitate  the  heart, 

To  the  same  dwellmg  where  his  father  dwelt ;  . 

And  haply,  views  his  tottering  little  ones 

Embrace  those  aged  knees  and  climb  that  lap, 

On  which  ^rst  kneeling  his  own  infancy 

Lisped  its  brief  prayer.     Such,  0  my  earliest  Friend ! 

Thy  lot,  and  such  thy  brothers  too  enjoy.     . 

At  distance  did  ye  climb  life's  upland  road, 

Yet  cheered  and  ^sheering  :  now  fraternal  love 

Hath  drawn  you  to  onet;entfe.     Be  your  days 

Holy,  and  blest  and  blessing  may  ye  live ! 

To  me  the  Eternal  Wisdom  hath  dispensed 
A  different  fortune  and  more  different  mind— 
Me  from  the  spot  where  ffrst  I  sprang  to  light 
Too  soon  transplanted^  ere  my  soul  had  fixed 
Its  first  domestic  loves  ;  and  hence  through  life 
Chasing  chance-started  friendships.     A  brief  while 
Some  have  preserved  i^e  from,  life's  pelting  ills ; 
But,  like  a  tree  with  leaves  of  feeble  st^m, 
.  ICtl^  clouds  lasted,  and  a  sudden  breeze 
RufHed  the  boughs,  they  on  my  head  at  once    . 
Dropped  the  collected  shower ;  and  some  most  false, 
False  and.  fair  foliaged  as  the  Manchineel, 
Have  tempted  me  to  slumber  in  th^ir  fhade 
E'en  mid  the  storm ;  then  breathi|ig  subtlest  damps. 
Mixed  their  own  venom  with  the  rain  from  Heaven, 
That  I  woke  poisoned !    But,  all  praise  to  Him 
Who  gives  us  all  things,  more  have  yielded  me 
Pegnanent  shelter ;  and  beside  one  fiiend, 
Beneath  the  impervious  covert  of  one  oak, 
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I've  raised  a  lowly  eked,  and  know  the  nam^ 
Of  husband  and  of  iatber;  not  unhealing 
Of  that  divine  and  mighty-whispering  voice,    . 
Which  from  my  childhood  to  maturer  years 
Spake  to  me  of  predestinated  wf  eaths,     .         . 
Bright  with  no  fading  colors !  . 

'  .   Yet  at  times 

My  soul  is  sad,  tiiat  I  have  roamed  trough  life 
Still  most  a  stranger,  most  with  naked  heart 
At  mine  own  home  and  birth-place  :  chiefly  then, 
When  I  reipember  thee,  my  earliest  friend  1 
Thee,  who  didst  watch  my  boyhpod  and  my  youth ; 
Didst  trace  my  wanderiags  with  a  father's  eye ; 
And  boding  evil  yet  still  hoping  good, 
Rebuked  each  fault;  and  over  all  my  woes 
Sorrowed  in  silence !     He  who  counts  alone 
The  beatings  of  the  solitary  iieart, 
That  being  knows,  how  I  have  loved  thee  ever, 
Loved  as  a  brother,'  as  a  son  revered  thee  I 
Oh !  'tis  to  me  an  ever  new  delight, 
To  talk  of  thee  and  thine  :  or  when  the  blast 
Of  the  shrill  winter,  rattling  our  rude  sash, 
Endears  the  cleanly  hearth  and^social  bowl ; 
■  Or  when  as  now,  on  some  delicious  eve. 
We  in  our  sweet  sequestered  orchard-plot 
Sit  on  the  tree  croolced  earth- ward  ;  whose  old  boughs, 
That  hang  above  us  in  an  arboyous.  roof. 
Stirred  by  the  faint  ^ale  of  departing  May, 
Bend  "their  loose  blossoms  slanting  o'er  our  heads !' 

Nor  dost  not  thou  sometimes  recall  those  boors, 
When  with  the  joy  of  hope  thou  gav'est  thine  ear 
To  my  wild  flrstling-lays.     Since  then  my  song. 
Hath  sounded  deeper  notes,^  such  as  beseem   < 
Or  that  sad  wi^om  folly  leaves  behind, 
Or  such  as,  tuned  to  these  tnmultoeus  times, 
Cope  with  the  tempest's  swell !  | 

These  various  strains, 
Which  I  have  framed  in  many  a  various  mood,  J 
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Accept,  my  brother !  and  (ibr  some  perchance 
Will  strike  discordant  on  thy  milder  mind) 
If  aught  of  error  or  intemperate  truth 
Should  meet  thine  ear,  think  thou  that  riper  age 
Will  calm  it  down,  and  let  thy  love  fbrgiye  it ! 


^SOREPTIOIf 

'       FOK  ▲  FOIINTAIN   ON  A   HEATH. 

Tms  Sycamore,  oft  musical  with  bees, — 

Such  t§nts  the  Patriarchs  loved !     0  long  unharmed 

May  all  its  aged  boughs  o'er-canopy 

The  small  round  basin,  which  this  jutting  stone 

Keeps  pure  from  falling  leaves-!  .  Long  may  the  Spring, 

Q^uietly  as  a  sleeping  infant's  breath, 

Send  up  cold  waters  to  the  traveller 

With  soft  and  even  pulse  !     KTor  ever  cease 

Yon  tiny  cone  of  sand  its  soundless  dance, 

Whi(^  at  the  bottom,  like  a  Eairy*s  page. 

As  merry  and  no  taller,  dances  stil],  , 

Nor  wrinkles  the  smooth  surface  of  the  Fount. 

Here  twilight  is  and  coolness  :  here  is  moss, 

A  soft  seat,  and  a  deep,  and  ample'  shade. 

Thou  may'st  toil  far,  and  find  no  second  tree. 

Drink,  Pilgrim,  here  ;  Here  rest !  and  if  thy  heart 

Be  innocent,  here  too  shalt  thou  refresh 

Thy  Spirit,  listening  to  some  gentle  sound, 

Or  passing  gale  or  hum  of  murmuring  bees ! 

A  TOMBLESS  EPif  APH. 

'Tis  true,  Idolodastes  Satyrane  I 
(So  call  hifti,  for  so  mingling  blame  with  praise, 
And  smiles  with  anxious  looks,  his  earliest  friends, 
Masking  his  birth^name,  wont  to  character 
His  wild-wood  fancy  and  impetuous  zeal,) 
Tis  true  that,  passionate  for  ancient  truths, 
And  honoring  with  religions  love  the  great 
Of  elder  times,  he  hated  to  excess. 
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With  an  fmquiet  and  intolerant  scorn, 

The  hoilow  puppets  ,6f  a  hoMow  age) 

Erer  idolatrous,  and  changing  ever 

Its  wor&less  idols !.  learning,  power,  and  tiine, 

(Too  much  of  all)  thus  wasting, in  vain  war 

XH  fi^rvid  colloquy.  ^  Sickness,  'tis  tfue>        i 

Whole  years  of  weary  days,  hesieged  him  dose, 

Even  to  the  gates  and  inlets  of  tts  life ! 

But  it  is  true,  no  less,  that  strenupus,  firin. 

And  wit^i  a  natural  gladness,  he  maintained 

The  citadel  unconquered,  and  in  joy 

Was  strong  to  follow  the  delightful,  Muse.. 

For  not  a  hidden  path,  that  to  the  shades 

Of  the  heloved  Parnassian  forest  leads. 

Lurked  iindiscoye];ed-hy  him  ;  not  a  rill 

There  issues  from  the  fount  of  Hippocrehe, 

But  he  had  traced  it  upward  to  its  source. 

Through  open  lgade>  dark  glen,  and  secret  dell, 

Knew  the  gay  wild  flowers  on  its  hanks,  and  culled 

Its  med'cinahle  herhs.     Yea,  ofl  alone, 

Piercing  the  long-neglected  holy  cave, 

The  haunt  ohspure  of  old  Philosophy, 

He  hade  with  lifted  torch  its  starry  walls 

Sparkle,  as  erst  they  sparkled  to  the  flame 

Of  odorous  lamps  tended  hy  Saint  an4  Sage. 

0  framed  for  calmer  times  and  nobler  hearts ! 

0  studious  Poet,  eloquent  for  truth  I 

Philosopher !  contemnin|^  wealth  and  death. 

Yet  docile;  t^hildlike,  full  of  Life  and  Love ! 

Here,  rather  than  on  monumental  stone, 

This  record  of  thy  worth  thy  Friend  inscribes, 

Thoughtful,  with  quiet  tears  upon  hi^  cheek.  . 
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THIS  LOfE-CTtElB  BOWER  MT  VKSBO^. 

In.  the  June  of  1797,  aome  long-expected  Friendi  p&id  a  yUit  to  the 
aathor'a  cottage ;  and  on  the  morning  oif  their  arrival,  he  met  with  an  acci- 
dent, trhieh  disabled'hint  from  walhidjg  daring  the  whole  time  of  thefr  stay. 
One  ereniDg,  when  they  taad4eft  |him  for  a  few  hotin,  he  compoeed  the  fol- 
lowing linea  id  the  ganleo-bower^ 

Well,  they  are  gone,  and  here  most  I  reinain, 
This  lime-tree  bower  my  prison !  '  I  have  lost 
Beauties  and  feelings,  such  as  would  have  been 
Most  sweet  to  my  remembrance  even  when  age 
Had  dimmed  mine  eyes  to  blindness!   They,  meanwhil 
Friends,  whom  I  never  more  may  meet  again,  . 
On  springy  heath,  along  the  hill-top  edge,. 
Wander  in  gladness,  and  wind  ddwn,  perchance, 
To  that  still  roaring  dell,  of  which  I  told  ;     . 
The  roaring  dell,  o*erwooded,  narrow,  deep. 
And  only  speckled  by  the  mid-day  sunv; 
Where  its  slim  trunk  the  ash  from  rock  to  rock 
Flings  arching  like  a  bridge ; — that  branchless  ash, ' 
Unsunned  and  damp,  whose  few  poor  yellow  leaves 
Ke'er  tremble  in  the  gale,  yet  tremble  still,' 
Fanned  by  the  waterfall !  and  thet^  my  friends 
Behold  the  dark  green  file  of  long  lank  we^ds,** 
That  all  at  once  (a  most  fantastic  sight !) 
Still  nod  and  drip  beneath  the  dripping  edge 
Of  the  blue  clay-^tone. 

Now,  my  friends  emerge 
Beneath  the  wide  wide  HeavdR — i^nd  view  again 
The'many-steepled  tract  magnificent  , 

Of  hilly  fields  and  meadows,  and  the  sea. 
With  some  fair  bark,  perhaps,  whose  Bails  light  up 
The  slip  of  smooth  clear  blue  betwixt  two  Isles 
Of  purple  shadow !     Yes !  they  wander  on 
In  gladness  all ;  but  thou,  methinks,  mostvglad, 
My  gentle-hearted  Charles  !  for  thou  hast  pined 

*  0/  Umg  lank  weed$J]  The  aapl^nium  soolopendrium,  ^sailed  in  lome 
eooatries  the  Adder's  Tongae,  in  others  the  Hart* ■  Tongue ;  but  Withering 
gives  the  Adder's  Tongue  as  the  trivial  name  of  the  ophioglossom  only. 
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AnWhvmgendd  after  ^aineriQftnjr  aystr, 

In  the  great  Qi^  ]ie|Kt,-'wmiiiiig  thy  way 

With  Bad  yet  patient  ncnd,  through  evil  and  pain 

And  stiluiga  calamity  !     Ah  !  slowly  sink 

Behind  the  weistern  ridge,  thqtt>g)anpi»  iua^l ' 

^kine.in  the  ^n$  heains  of  the  sinking  orh, 

Ye  liuTple  heaih*flowers !  nchlier  hum,  ye  clonds ! 

Live  in  the  yellow  light,  ye  distant  gcovds ! 

And  kindlTj  thou  Uue  ocean  !     So  my  Friend 

Struck  with  deep  joy  may  stand,  as  I  have  stood,  . 

Silent  with  swimming  sense ;  yea,  gazing  rouna 

On  the  wide  landscape,  gaze  till  all  doth  seem  « 

Less  gross  than -bodily ;  and  of  such  hues 

As  veil  the  Almighty  Spirit,  when  yet  he  makes 

Spirits  perceive  his  presence: 

A  delight 
/  Comes  sudden  on  my  heart,  and  I  ^m  glad 
I  As  I  myself  were  there  !     Nor  in  this  bower, 
This  little  lime-tree  bower,  have  I  not  marked 
Much  that  has  soojthed  me.     Pale  beneath  the  blaze 
Hung  tlie  transparent  foliage  ;  and  I  watched 
Some  bro^d  and  sunny  leaf,  and  Joved  to  see 
The  shadow  of  the  leaf  and  stem  above 
Dappling  its  sunshine  I    And  that  wakiut-tree 
Was  nchTy  tinged,  and  a  deep  radiance  lay 
Full  on  the  ancieiit  ivy,  which  usurps 
Those  fronting  elms,  and  now,  with  blackest  mass 
Makes  their  dark  branches  gleam,  a  L'ghter  hue 
Through  the  late  twilight :  and  though  now  the  bat 
Wheels  silent  by,  and  not  a  swallow  twitters, 
Yet  still  the  solitary  humble  bee   ^  - 
Sings  in  the  beain-flower !     Henceforth  I  shall  know 
That  Nature  ne'er  deserts  the  wise  and  pure  ; 

J^o  wastejBo  vacgj^t^hut  may  :viM  enphiy 
£acKlri|(^uUy  of  sen^,  and  keep  the  heart 
Awake  to  Love  and  Beauty  !   and  sometimes 
Tis  well  to  be  bereft  of  promised  good, 
That  we  may  lift  the  Soul,  &nd  contemplate 
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With  lively  joythe  joyi  we  can  not  share.. 
My  gentle-hearted  Charles  !  when  the  last  rook 
Beat  its  straight  path  ^  along  the  dusky  air 
Homewards,  I  hlest  it !  deeming,  its  hlack  wing 
(Now  a  dim  speck»  now  yanishing  in  light) 
Had  crossed  the  niigbty  orh's  dilated  glory, 
While  thou  stood' st  gazing  ;  or  when  all  wa»  stilly  ^ 
*Flew  creeking  t>'er  thy  head,  and  had  a  charm 
For  thee,  my  gentle-hearted.  Charles,  to  whom 
No  sound  is  dissonant  which  tells  of  Life. 

TQ  A  FRIEND 

WHO   HAD'  DECtABED   HIS   INTENTION   OF   WBITINa   NO   MOR£ 
POETRY. 

Bear  Charles  !  whilst  yet  thou  wert  a  babe,  I  ween 
That  Geiiius  plunged  thee  in  that  wizard  fount 
Hight  Castalie  :  and  (sureties  of  thy  faith) 
That  Pity  and  Simplicity  stood  by, 
And  promised  for  thee>  that  thou  shouldst  renounce 
The  world's  low  cares  and  lying  vanities, 
Steadfast  and  rooted  in  the  heavenly  Muse, 
And  washed  and  sanctified  taJPoesy! 
Yes — ^thou  wert  plunged,  but  with  forgetfiil  hand 
Held)  as  by  Thetis  erst  her  warrior  son  : 
And  with  those  recreant  unbaptized  heels 
Thou'rt  flying  from  thy  bounden  minist'ries — 
'  So  sore  it  seems  and  burthensome  a  task 
To  weave  unwithering  flowers  !     But  take  fhou  heed  : 
Por  thou  art  vulnerable,  wild-eyed  boy. 
And  I  have  arrowsf  mystically  dipt, 
Such  as  may  stop  thy  speed.     Is  thy  Burns  dead  ? 
And  shall  he  die  unwept,  and  sink  to  earth 

*  Flew  creeking.']  Some  months  after  I  had  written  this  Una,  it  gave  me 
pleasure  to  find  that  Bartram  had  observed  the  same  jDiroumstanee  d  the 
Savannah  Crane.  "  When  these  birds  paore  their  wijjgs  in  flight,  their  strokes 
are  slow,  moderate  and  regular ;  and  even  when  at  a  considerable  distance  or 
high  above  us,  we  plainly  hear  the  quill-feathers ;  their  shafts  and  wehe  upon 
one  another  or^k  as  the  joints  or  working  of  a  vessel  in  a  tempestuous  sea.* 

t  PinA  Olymp.  a  1. 160. 
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"  Without  the  meed  of  one  melodious  tear  ?*' 
Thy  Bums,  and  Nature's  own  beloved  bard, 
Who  to  the  "  Illustrious*  of  his  native  Land 
So  properly  did  look  for  patronage." 
Ghost  of  Maecenas  !  hide  thy  blushing  face  ! 
They  snatched  him  from  the  sickle  and  the  plough- 
To  gauge  ale-firkins. 

Oh  !  for  shame  return  ! 
On  a  bleak  roek,  midway  the  Aonian  mount, 
There  stands  a  lone  and  melancholy  tree, 
Whose  aged  branches  to  the  midnight  blast 
Make  solemn  music-:  pluck  its  darkest  bough, 
Ere  yet  the  unwholesome  night-dew  be  exhaled. 
And  weeping  wreathe  it  ft)und  thy  Poet's  tomb. 
Then  in  the  outskirts,  where  pollutions  grow, 
Pick  the  r^nk  henbane  and  the  dusky  flowers 
Of  night-shade,  or  Its  red  and  tempting  fruit, 
These  with  stopped  nostril  and  glove-guarded  hand 
Knit  in  nice  intertexture,  so  to  twine, 
The  illustrious  brow  of  Scotch  Nobility. 

1796. 

TO  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 


COMPOSED   ON  THE   NIGHT   AFTEE  HIS   REOITATIDN  OF   A   POEM  ON 
THE  6BOWTH  OF   AN   INDIVIDVAL   MIND. 

Friend  of  the  wise !  and  teacher  of  the  good  I 
Into  my  heart  have  I  received  that  lay 
More  than  historic,  that  prophetic  lay 
Wherein  (high  theme  by  thee  first  sung  aright) 
Of  the  foundations  and  the  building  up 
Of  a  Human  Spirit  thou  hast  dared  to  tell 
What  may  be  told,  to  the  understanding  mind 
B,evealable  ;  and  what  within  the  mind 
By  vital' breathings  secret  as  the  soul 
Of  venial  growth,  oft  quickens  in  the  heart 
Thoughts  all  too  deep  for  words ! — 

•  y«Fbatim  from  Burns'  dedication  of  his  Poem  to  the  Nobility  and  Gen- 
try of  the  Caledonian  Hunt 
VOL.  vn.  H 
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Theme  hard  as  high 
Of  smilefl  spontaneous,  and  mysterious  fears, 
(The  first-hora  they  of  Reason  and  twin-birth) 
Of  tides  obedient  to  external  force, 
And  currents  self-determined,  as  might  seem, 
Or  by  some  inner  power ;  of  moments  awful. 
Now  in  thy  inner  life,  and  now  abroad, 
When  power  streamed  from  thee;  and  thy-  soul  received 
The  light  reflected,  as  a  light  bestowed — 
Of  fancies  fair,  and  milder  hours  of  youth, 
Hyblean  murmurs  of  poetic  thought 
Industrious  in  its  joy,  in  vales  and  glens. 
Native  or  Qutland,  lakes  and  &mous  hills  I 
Or  on  the  lonely  high-road,  when  the  stars 
Were  rising ;  or  by  secret  mountain-streaiBS, 
The  guides  and  the  companions  of  thy  way  I 

Of  more  than  Fiancy,.of  the  Social  Sense* 
Distending  wide,  and  man  beloved  as  man, 
Where  France  in  all  her  towns  lay  vibrating 
Like  some  becalmed  bark  beneath  the  burst 
Of  Heaven's  immediate  thunder,  when  no  cloud 
Is  visible,  or  shadow  on  the  main. 
For  thou  wert^theie,  thine  own  brows  .garlanded, 
Amid  the  tremor  of  a  realm  aglow. 
Amid  a  mighty  nation  jubilant, 
When  from  the  general  heart  of  human,  kind 
Hope  sprang  forth  like  a  full-born  Deity  I  - 

Of  that  dear  Hope  afflicted  and  struck  down. 

So  .summoned  homeward,  thenceforth  calm  and  sure 
From  tiie  dread  watch-tower  of  man's  absolute  selfj 
With  light  unwairing  on  her  eyes,  to  look 
Far  on — ^herself  a  glory  to  behold. 
The  Angel  of  the  vision  !     Then  (last  strain) 
,  Of  Duty,  chosen  laws  controlKng  choice. 
Action  and  joy  I — An  Orphic  song  indeed, 
A  song  divine  of  high  and  passionate  thoughts 
To  their  own  music  chanted  \  * 

0  great  Bard  ! 
Ere  yet  that  last  strain  dying  awed- the  air,   , 
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"With  steadfast  eye  I  viewed  thee  in  the  choir 
Of  ever-enduring  men.     The  truly  great 
Have  all  onaage,  and  from  one  visible  space 
Shed  influence !     They,  both'>in  power  and  act, 
Are  permanent,  and  time  is  not  with  them, 
Save  as  it  worketh  for  them^  they  in  it 
Nor  less  a  sacred  roll,  than  those  of  old, 
And  to  be  placed,  as  they,  with  gradual  fame 
Among  the  archives  of  mankind,  thy  work 
Makes  audible  a  linked  lay  of  Truth, 
Of  truth  profound  a  sweet  continuous  lay, 
Not  learnt,  but  native,  her  own  natural  notes !  - 
Ah  !  as  I  listened  with  a  heart  foxJ.oru, 
TheL^ulses  of  tay  being  beat. anew : 
And  even  as  life  returns  upon  the  drowned, 
Life's  joy  rekindling  roused  a  throng  of  pains — 
Keen  pangs  of  Love,  awakening  as  a  babe- 
Turbulent,  with  an  outcry  in  the  heart ; 
And  fears  splf- willed,  th6.t  shunned  the  eye  of  hope ; 
And  hope  that  scarce  would  know  itself  from  fear ; 
Sense  of  past  youth,  and  manhood  come  in  vain. 
And  genius  given,  and  knowledge  won  in  vain ; 
And  all  which  I  had  culled  in  wood-walks  wild, 
And  all  which  patient  toil  had  reared,  and  all, 
Comndune  with  thee  had  opened  out — ^but  flowers 
Strewed  on  my  corse,  and  borne  upon  my  bier, 
Li  the  same  coffin,  for  the  self-dame  grave ! 

That  way  nc  more  !  and  ill  beseems  it  me, 
"Who  came  a'welcomer  in  herald's  guise. 
Singing  of  glory  and  futurity. 
To  wander  back  on  such  unhealthful  road, 
Plucking  the  poisons  of  self-harm !     And  ill 
Such  intertwine  beseems  triumphal  wreaths- 
Strewed  before  thy  advancing ! 

Nor  do  thou, 
Sage  Bard !  impair  the  memory  of  that  hour 
Of  thy  communion  with  my  nobler  mind 
By  pity  or  griei^  already  felt  too  long ! 
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Nor  let  my  words  import  more  bUine  than  needs. 
The  tumult  rose  and  ceased :  for  peace  is  .oigh 
Whfixo  vdsdom's-voiee-has  ibttodLa  listening  heart. 
Amid  the  howl  of  more  than  wintry  storms, 
The  halcyon  hears  the  voice  of  vernal  honrs 
Already  on  the  wing. 

Ere  -finiUimng  pY<» 

P/^ar  tranqiTJ^  flma,  yrheja  the  sweet  seose  ^  Home 
Is,  sweetest !  momertis  for  their  own  sake  hailed 
And  more  desired,  iXK>re  precious  foi*  thy  song. 
In  silence  listenings  like  a  devout  child, 
My  soul  lay  passive,  by  thy  various  strain 
Driven  as  in  surges  now  beueath  the  star^ 
With  momentary  stars  of  my  own  birtl^, 
Fair  constellated  foam,"^  still,  darting  off  , , 
Into  the  darkness  ;  now  a  tranquil  sea,      .  . 
Outspread  and  bright,  yet  swelling. to  the  moon. 

And  when — 0  Friend  I  my  comforter  and  guide  ! 
Strong  in  thyself,  and  powerful  to  give  strength  .W 
Thy  long  sustained  Song  finally  closed. 
And  thy  deep  voice  had  ceased — yet  .thou  thyself 
Wert  still  before  my  eyes,  and  round. us  bgit 
That^appy  vision  oi  belovjed  faces- 
Scarce  conscious  I  and  yet  conscious  of  its  close 
I  sate,  my  being  blended  in  one  thought 
(Thought  was  it  ?  or  aspiration  ?  or  resolve  ?) 
Absorbed,  yet  hanging  still  upon  the  sound — 
And  when  I  rose,  I  found  myself  in  prayer. 

*  "  A  beautiful  white  doud  of  foam  at  momentary  intervals  coursed  by 
the  side  of  the  vessel  with  a  roar,  and  little  stars  <^  flame  daneed  and 
sparkfed  and  went  out  in  it:  and  every  now  and  th^u  light  detaohments 
of  this  white  cloud-like  loam  darted  ofif  from  the  vessel's  side,  each  with  its 
own  small  constellation,  over  the  sea,  and  scoured  out  of  sight  like  a  Tartar 
troop  over  a  wilderness."-^2%tf  Friend, 
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THE  NIGHTINGALE; 
A  COJBIVS&SATION  l^OEM.       APRIL,   1798.' 

No  cloud,  no  reli^ue  of  tlie  sunken,  day 
Distinguishes  the  West,  no  long  thin  slip 
Of  sullen  light,  ho  ohscure  trembling  hues.  . 
Come,  we  wiU  rest  on  this  old  mossy  bridge ! 
You  see  the  glimmer  of  the  stream  beneath. 
But  hear  no  murmuring :  it  flows  silently, 
O'er  its  soft  bed  of  verdure.     All  is  still, 
.A  balmy  night !  and  though  the  stars  be  dim. 
Yet  let  us  think  upoff  the  vernal  showers 
That  gladden  the  green  earth,  and  we  shall  find  ; 
A  pleasure  in  the  dimness  of  the  stars. 
And  hark !  the  Nightingale  begins  its  song, 
"  Most' musical,  most  melancholy"  bird  I*  • 
A  melancholy  bird !     Oh !  idle  thought ! 
. .  In.  natureL there  is  nothing  melancholy. 
But  some  night^wandeiwig^man  whose  heart  was  pierced 
With  the  remembrance  of  a  grievous  wrong, 
Or  slow  distemper, -or  neglected  love, 
(And  80,  poor  wretch !  filled,  all  things  with  iiimself. 
And  made  all  gentle  sounds  tell  back  the  tale 
Of  his  own  sorrow)  he,  and  such  as  he. 
First  named  these  notes  a  melancholy  strain.  • 

And  niany  a  poet  echoes  the  conceit ;  j 

Poet  who  hath  been  building  up  the  rhyme 
When  he  had  better  far  have  stretched  hi£i  limbs  , 
Beside  a  brook  in  mossy  fbrest-dell. 
By  sun  or  moon-light,  to  the  influxes 
Of  shapes  and  sounds  and  shifting  elements 
Surrendering  his  whole  spirit,  of  his  song 
And  of  hi^  fame  forgetful !  so  his  fame  ,         \ 

Should  share  in  Nature's  immortality,  ^ 

*  " Most  mimcal,  .most  melancholy'^']  This  passage  in  Milton  possesseg 
w  excellence  far  superior  to  tbdt  of  mere  description.  It  is  spoken  in  the 
Character  of  the  melancholy  man,  a&d  has  Idierefore  a  dramatic  propriety. 
The  author  makes  this  remark,  to  rescue  himself  from  ti^  charge  of  haying 
aUoded  with  levity  to  a  line  in  Milton. 
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A  venerable  thing  I  and  so  his  song 
Should  moke  all  Nature  lovelier,  and  itself 
Be  loved  like  Natnre !     But  *  twill  not  be  so ; 
And  youths  and  maidens  most  poetical, 
Who  lose  the  deepening  twilights  of  the  spring 
In  ball-rooms  and  hot  theatres,  they  still 
Full  of  meek  sympathy  must  heave  their  sighs 
O'er  Philomela's  pity-pleading  strains. 

r     My  Friend,  and  thou,  our  Sister  I  we  have  leamt 
A  difierent  lore :  we  may  not  thus  profane 
Nature's  sweet  voices^-  always  full  of  love 

\3'nd  joyance  I     'Tis  the  mejry  Nightingale  - 
That  crowds,  and  hurries,  and  precipitates 
With  fast  thick  warble  his  delicious  notea,  - 
As  he  were  fearful  that  an  April  night 
Would  be  too  short  for  him  to^utter  forth 
His  Tove-chant,  and  disburthen  his  full  soul 
Of  all  its  music ! 

And  I  know  a  grove 
Of  large  extent,  hard  by  a  castle  huge, 
Which  the  great  lord  inhabits  not.;  and  so 
This  grove  is  wild  with  tangling  underwood. 
And  the  trim  walks^are  broken  up,  and  grass, 
Thin<  grass  and  king-cups  grow  within  the  paths. 
But  never  elsewhere  in  one  place  I  knew 
So  many  nightingales ;  and  far  and  near. 
In  wood  and  thicket,  over  the  wide  grove, 
They  answer  and  provoke  each  other's  song, 
With  skirmish  and  capricious  passagings. 
And  murmurs  musical  and  swift  jug ^*ug, 
And  one  low  piping  sound  more  sweet  than  all — 
Stirring  the  air  with  Such  a  harmony. 
That  should  yo|U  close  your  eyes,  you  might  almost 
Forget  it  was  not  day  !     On  moon-lit  bushes. 
Whose  dewy  leaflets  are  but  half  disclosed, 
You  may  perchance  behold  them  on  the  twigp, 
Th^ir  bright,  bright  eyes,  their. eyes  both  bright  and  full. 
Glistening,  while  many  a  glow-worm  in  the  $hade 
Lights  up  her  love-torch. 
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A  most  gentle  Maid, 
Who  dwelleth  in  her  hospitable  home 
Hard  by  the  castle,  and  at  latest  eve 
(Even  like  a  Lady  vowed  and  dedicate 
To  something  more  than  Nature  in  the  grove) 
Glides  through  the  pathways ;  she  knows  all  their  noteo, 
That  gentle  Maid  I  and  oft  a  moment's  space, 
What  time  the  moon  was  lost  behind  a  cloud. 
Hath  heard  a  pause  of  silence ;  till  the  moon 
Emerging,,  hath  awakened  earth  and  sky 
With  one  sensation,  and  these  wakeful  birds 
Have  all  burst  forth  in  choral  minstrelsy, 
As  if  solne  sudden  gale  had  swept  at  once 
A  hundred  airy  harps !     And  she  hath  watched 
Many  a  nightingale  perched  giddily 
On  blossomy  twig  still  swinging  from  the  breeze, 
And  to  that  motion  tune  his  wanton  song 
Like  tipsy  joy  that  reels  with  tossing  head. 


Farewell,  0  Warbler !  till'  to-morrow  eve, 
And  you,  ray  friends  I  farewell,  a  short  farewell ! 
We  have  beeiirioitering.  long  and  pleasantly. 
And  now  for  our  dear  homes. — That  strain  again ! 
Full  fain  it  would  delay  me  1     My.  dear  babe. 
Who,  capable  of  no  articulate  sQund,  - 
Mars  all  things  with  his  imitative  lisp,. 
How  he  would  place  his  hand  beside  his  ear, 
His  little  hand,  thd  ^mall  forefinger  up,   - 
And  bid  us  listen !     And  I  deem  it  wise 
To  make  him  Nature's  playmate.     He  knows  well 
The  evening-star  ;  and  once,  when  he  awoke 
In  most  distressful  mood  (some  inward  pain 
Had  made  up  that  strange  thing,  an  infant's  dream. — ) 
I  hurried  with  him  to  our  orchard-plot, 
And  he  beheld  the  moon,  and,  -hushed  at  once. 
Suspends  his  sobs,  and  laughs  most  silently, 
While  his  fair  eyes,  that  swam  with  undropped  tears, 
Did  glitter  in  the  yellow  moon-beam  !     Well ! — 
It  is  a  father's  tale  :  But  if  that  Heaven 
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Should  give,  me  life,  his  childhood  shall  grow  up 
Familiar  with  these  songs,  that  with  the  night 
He  may  associate  joy. — Once  more,  farewell, 
Sweet  Nightingale  I    Once  more,  my  friends  !  farewell. 


FROST  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

The  frost  performs  its  secret  ininistry, 
Unhelped  by  any  wind.     The  owlet's  cry 
Came  loud — and  hark,  again  !  loud  as  before. 
The  inmatn?  ^f  Tpy-ffffttapftg  all  at  ri»«^tj  * 

Have  lefl  bmi  to  that  seikiide,  which  Buits 
Abstruser  musings  :  save  that  at_jny  Bide 
My  cradled  ntfani  slumbfiEa-peaeefuUy. 
*Tis  calm  indeed  !  so  calm,  that  it  disturbs 
And  VQxqs  meditation  with  its  strange 
And  extreme  siientness.     Sea,  hill,  and,  wood 
This  populous  village  1     Sea,  and  hill,  and  v  obdj 
With  all  the  numberless  goings  on  of  life, 
Inaudible  as  dreams  !  the  thin  blue  fiame 
Lies  on  my  low  burnt  fire,  and  quivers  not ; 
Only  tbat  film,  which  fluttered  on  the  grate,   " 
Still  flutters  there,  the  sole  unquiet  thing. 
Methinks,  its  motion  in  this  hush  of  nature 
Gives  it  dim  sympathies  -With  ine  who  live. 
Making  it  a  companionable  form,  , 

Whose  puny  flaps  and  freaks  the  idling  Spirit 
By  its  own  moods  interprets,  everywhere 
Eeho  or  mirror  seeking  of  itself,* 
And  makes  a  toy  of  Thought. 

But  0  !  how  ofl. 
How  oft,  at  school,  with  most  believing  mind, 
Fresageful,  have  I  gazed  upon  the  bars,- 
To  watch  that  fluttering  stranger  I  a^id  as  ofl 
With  unclosed  lids,  already  had  I  djoeamt 
Df  my  sweet  birth-place,  and  the  old  church-tower, 
Whose  bells,  the  poor  man's  only  music,  rang 
From  mom  to  evening,  all  the  hot  Fair-day, 
5o  sweetly,  that  they  stirred  and  haunted  me 
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With  a  wild  i^asure,  fidling'  on  nune  ear 

Most  like  articulate  aoundi  of  things  to  comd ! 

So  gazed  I,  till  the  soothing  things  I  dreamt 

Lulled  me  to  sleep,  and  sleep  prcdon^ed  my  dreamis ! 

And  so  I  bropded  all  tl^e  following  morn, 

Awed  by  the  stern  preceptor's  face,  mine  eye 

Fixed  with  mock  study  on  my  swimming  book  : 

Save  if  the  door  half  qpened,  and  I  snatched 

A  hasty  glance,  and  still  my  heart  leaped  up, 

For  still  I  hop^  :to  see  the  stranger's  face^ 

Townsman,  er  aunt,  or  sister  more  beloved, 

My  playmate  when  we  both  were  clothed  alike  I 

jm  '  '  '\ 

'  Dear  Babe,  that  sleepest  cradled  by  my  side,^      ' 

Whose  gentle  breathings,  heard  in  this  deep  calm, 

Fill  up  the  interspersed  vacancies 

And  momentary  pauses  of  the  thought  I      ^ 

My  babe  so  beautiful !  it  thrills  my  heart 

With  tender  gladness,  thus  to  look  at  thee. 

And  think  that  thou  shalt  learn  far  other  lore 

And  in  far  other  scenes  !     For  I  was  reared 

Ij,  t.hp  gr^^t  ^ity,  pent  'mid  cloisters  dim,  _ 

And  saw  naught  lovely  but  the  sky  and  stars. 

But  thou,  my  babe  !  shalt  Wander  like  a  breeze 

By  lakes  and  sandy  shores,  beneath  the  crags 

Of  ancient  mountain,  and  beneath  the  clouds, 

Which  image  in  their  bulk  both  lakes  and  shores 

And  mountain  carags  :  so  dhalt  thou  see  and  hear 

The  lovely  shapes  and  sounds  intelligible 

Of  that  eternal  language,  which  thy  God . 

TJtters,  who  from  eternity  doth  teach 

Himself  in  all,  and  all  things  in  himself. 

Great  universal  Teacher  !  he  shall  mould  • 

Thy  BfAtity  and  by  giving  make  it  ask. 

Th«:efoe  all  seasons  shall  he  sweet  to  thee. 
Whether  the  summer  clothe  the  general  earth 
With  greenness,  or  the  redbreast  sit  and  sing 
betwixt  the  tufts  of  snow  on  the  bare  branch 
Of  mossy  apple4ree,  while  the  nigh  thatch 
Smokes  in  the  8un*thaw  ;  whether  the  eve^ilrops  fall 
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Heard  only  in  the  trances  of  the  blast, 
Or  if  the  secret  mimstry  of  frost     ' 
Shall  hang  them  up  in  silent  icicles, 
Ctuietly  shining  to  the  quiet  Moon. 


THE  THREE  GRAVES. 

'  A   FRAGMENT   OF   A   8£XTON*S   TALE. 

[Thb  Author  has  published  the  following  humble  fragment,  encouraged 
by  the  dedsiye  reoommendation  of  more  than  one  of  our  most  celebrated 
living  Poets.  The  language  was  intended  to  be  dramatic ;  th^t  is,  suited  to 
the.narrator^nd  the -metre  correspoads  to  the  homeliness  oftl^  diction. 
It  is  therefoinpresented  as  the  fragment,  not  of  a  PoeAi»  but  of  iMtxnmnon 
Ballad-^e.  Whether  this  is  sufficient  to  justify  the  adoption  of  such  a 
style,  in  any  metrical  composition  not  professedly  ludicrods,  the  Author  is 
himself  in  doubt.  At  all  eyents,  it  is  not  presented  as  poetry,  and  it  is  in 
no  way  connected  with  the  author's  judgment  concerning  poetic  diction. 
Its  merits/ if  any,  are  ezclusi7elyj>sycliolog;ical  The  story  which  must  be 
supposed  to  hayebeen  narrated  in  the  first  and  Veoond  parts  is  as  follows. 

Edward,  a  young  farmer,  meets  at  the  house  of  Ellen  her  bosom-friend 
Mary,  and  commences  an  acquaintance,  which  ends  in  a  mutual  attachment 
With  her  consent,  and  by  the  adyice  of  their  common  friend  Ellen,  he  an- 
nounces his  hopes  jmd  intentions  to  Mary's  mother,  a  widow-woman  bor- 
dering on  her  fortieth  year,  and  from  constant  health,  the  possession  of  a 
competent  property^  and  frond  having  had  no  other  chil^en  but  Mary  and 
another  daughter  (the  father  died  in  their  infiwcy),  retaining  for  the  greater 
part,  her  personal  attractions  and  comeliness  of  appearance  ;  but  a  woman 
of  low  education  and  violent  tamper.  The  answer  which  she  at  once  re- 
turned to  Edward's  application  was  remarkable — **  Well,  Edward  I  you  are 
a  handsome  young  fellow,  and  you  shall  haye  my  daughter."  From  this 
time  all  thmr  wooing  passed  under  thd  mother's  eye ;  and,  in  fine,  she  be- 
came herself  enamored  of  her  future  son-in-law,  and  practised  eyery  art, 
both  of  endearment  and  of  calumny,  to  transfer  his  affections  from  her 
daughter  to  herself.  (The  outlines  of  the  Tale  are  positive  facts,  and  of  no 
yery  distant  date,  thoagh  the  author  has  purposely  altered  the  names  and 
the  scene  of  action,  as  well  as  invented  the  characters  of  the  parties  and 
the  detail  of  the  incidents.)  Edward,  howeyer,  though  perplexed  by  her 
strange  detractions  from  her  daughter's  good  qualities,  yet  in  the  innocence 
of  his  own  heart  stiU  mistaklng.her  increasing  fondness  for  motherly  aflfeo- 
tion ;  she  at  length,  overcome  by  her  miserable  passion,  after  much  abuse 
of  Mary's  temper  and  moral  tendencies,  exclaimed  with  yiolent  emotion — 
"  O  Edward  I  indeed,  indeed,  she  is  not  fit  for  you— «he  has  not  a  heart  to 
love  you.  as  you  deserve.  It  is  I  that  love  you  1  Marry  me,  Edward  1  and 
I  will  this  yery  day  settle  all  my  property  on  you.*  The  Lover's  eyes  were 
ow  opened ;  and  thtis  taken  by  surprise,  whether  from  the  effect  of  the 
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horror  whidi  he  felt,  acting  as  it  were  hjetericaHy  on  hi»  nerrous  system, 
or  that  at  the  first  moment  he  lost  the  sense  of  g^ilt  of  the  proposal  in 
the  feeling  of  its  strangeness  and  absurdity,  he  flung  her^  from  him  and 
burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter.  Irritated  by  this  almost  to  frenjey,  \he  woman 
fell  on  her  knees,  and  in  a  loud  voice  that  Approached  to  a  scream,  she 
prayed  for  a  curse  both  on  him  and  on  her  own  child  .  Mary  happened  to 
be  in  the  room  directly  above  them,  heard  Edward's  laugh,  and  her  moth- 
er's blasphemous  prayer,  and  faiuted  away.  He,  heauiog  the  fall,  ran  up 
stairs,  and  takiug  her  in  his  oj-ms,  cairied  her  off  to  Ellen's  home ;  and 
after,  some  fruitless  attempts  on  her  part  toward  a  reconciliation  with  her 
mother,  she  was  married  to  him! — Aad  here  the  third  part  of  the  Tale 
begins. 

I  was  not  led  to  choose  this  story  from  any  partiality  to  tragic,  much  less 
to  monstrous  events  (though  at  the  time  that  I  composed  the  verses,  some- 
what more  than  twelve  years  ago,  I  was  less  averse  to  such  subjects  tha» 
at  present),  but  from  finding  in  it  a  striking  proof  of  the  possible  e&ect  on 
the  imagination,  from  an  Idea  violently  and  suddenly  impressed  on  it.  I 
had  been  reading  Bryan  Edwards's  account  of  the  effect  of  the  Oby  witch- 
craft on  the  Negroes  in  the  West  Indies,  and  Heame's  deeply  interesting 
anecdotes  of  similar  workings  on  the  imagination  of  the  Copper  Indians 
(those  of  my  readers  who  have  it  in  their  power  will  be  well  repaid  for  the 
trouble  of  referring  to  those  works  f^r  the  passages  alluded  to)  and  I  con- 
ceived the  design  of  showing  that  instances  of  this  kind  ai*e  not  peculiar  to 
savage  or  barbarous  tribes,  and  of  illustrating  Ihe  mode  in  which  the  mind 
is^ affected  in  these  cases,  and  the  progress  and  symptoms  of  the  morbid  ac- 
tion on  the  faAcy  from  the  beginning.     ' 

The  Tale  is  supposed  to  be  narrated'  by  an  oM  Sexton,  in  a  country 
churchyard,  to  a  traveller  whose  euriosity  had  been  awakened  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  three  graves,  close  by  each  other,  to  two  only  of  which  there 
were  gravestones.  On  the  first  of  these  was  the  name,  and  dates,  as  usual : 
on  the  second,  no  name,  but  only  a  date,  and  the  words,  "  The  Mercy  of  G'd 
is  infinite.]  1818. 

The  grapea.uppa  the  Vicar's  wall 

Were  ripe  as  ripe  could  be ; 
And  yellow  leaves  in  sun  and  "wind 

Were  falling  from  the  tree.  . 


On  the  hedge-elms  in  the  narrow  lane 
Still  swung  the  spikes  of  corn  : 

Dear  Lord  1  it  seems  hut  yesterday — 
Young  Edward's  marriage  morn. 

Up  through  that  wood  behind  the  church, 
There  leads  frqm  Edward's  door 
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A  mossy  track,  all  oyer  boughed, 
For  half  a  mile  or  more. 

And  from  their  house-door  hy  that  track 
The  bride  and  bridegroom  went ; 

Sweet  Mary,  though  she  was  not  gay, 
Seemed  cheerful  and  content. 

But  when  they  to  the  churph-yard  came, 

I've  heard  poor  Mary  say. 
As  soon  as  she  stept  into  the  sun, 

Her  heart  it  died  away. 

And  when  the  Vicar  joined  their  hands, 
Her  limbs  did  creep  "and  freeze  ; 

But  whQn  they  prayed,  sha  thought  she  saw 
Her  mother  on  her  knees. 

And  o'er  the  church-path  they  Yetuxned — 

I  saw  poor  Mary's  back, 
Just  as  she  stejjped  beneath  the  boughs 

Into  the  mossy  track. 

Her  feet  upon  the  mossy  track 

The  married  maiden  set  : 
That  moment — I  have  heard  her  say-^ 

She  wished  she  could  forget. 

The  shade  o'er-£ushed  her  limbs  wfth  heat-^ 
Then  came  a  chill  like  death  ; 

And  when  the  merry  bells  rang  out. 
They  seemed  to  stop  her  breath. 

Beneath  the  foulest  motjier's  curse 

No  child  could  ever  thrive  : 
A  mother  is  a  mother  still. 

The  holiest  thing  alive. 

So  five  months  passed  :  'the  mother  still 

Would  never  Keal  the  strife  ; 
But  Edward  was  a  loving  man, 

And  Maiy  a  fond^wife. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SIBTLLINX  liBAYXa  ^1 

**  My  sister  may  not  visit  us,. . 
My  mother  says  her  nay : 

0  Edward  !  you  are  idl  to  me, 

1  wish  for  your  sake  I  could  be   /^ 
More  lifesome  and  more  gay. 

"  I'm  dull  and  sad  !  indeed,  indeed 

I  know  I  have  no  reason  ! 
Perhaps  I  SLip.  not  well  in  health*  . 

And  'tis  a  gloomy  season." 

*Twas  a  drizzly  time — ^no  ice,  no  snow  1 

And  on  the  few  fine  days  '  ^ 

She  stirred  not  out  lest  she  Vjdght  meet 

Her  mother  in  the  ways. 

But  Ellen,  spite  of  miry  ways. 

And  weather  dark  aud  dreary,  • 
Trudged  every  day  to  Edward's  hquise. 

And  made  them  all  more  cheery. 

Oh  !  Ell^i  was  a  faithful  friend, 
.    More  dear  than jmy  sister  ! 
As  cheerful  too  as  singing  lark ; 
And  she  ne'er  left  them  till  'twas^  dark,  . 
And  then  they  always  missed  her.  * 

And  now  Ash? Wednesday  came — ^that  day 

But  few  to  church  repair  :, , 
Person  that  day  you  kua^  we  read^ 

The  Gommination  prayer.  ♦ ' 

Our  late  old  Yicai'^  a  kind  man,  , 

Once,  Sir,  he  said  to  me^.. 
He  wished  that  service  was  clean  out . . 

Of  our  good  liturgy>        .    > 

The  mother  walked  into  the  church— ^ 

To  Ellen's  seat  she  went : 
Though  EUen  always  kept  her  church 

All  church  days  during  Jjent 
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And  gentle  Ellen  welcomed  her 
With  courteous  looks  and  iniKi': 

Thought  she  "  what  if  her  heart  shdiHd  melt. 
And  all  be  reconciled  !'^ 

The  day  was  scarcely  IHce  a  day-^ 
The  clouds  were  black  outright : 

And  many  a  night  with  half  a  moon, 
Fve  seen  the  church  more  light. 

The  wind  was  wild  ;  against  the  glass 

The  rain  did  'beat  and  bicker ; 
The  church-tower  swingipg  over  head, 
'^  You  scarce  could  hear  the  Vicar  ! 

r 

And  then  and  there  the  mother  knelt, 

And  audibly  she  cried — 
"  Oh  1  may  fi  clinging  curse  consume 

This  woman  by  my  side  1 

0  hear  me,  hear  me,  Lord  in  Heaven, 
Althdugh  you  take  my  life— 

0  curse  this  woman,  at  whose  house  ' 
Young  Edward  woo*d  his  wife. 

By  night  and  day,  in  bed  and  bower, 

0  let  her  cursed  be  !** 
So  having  prayed,  steady  and  slow. 

She.  rose  up  from  her  knee, 
And  left  the  church,  nor  e*er  again 

The  church-door  entered  she. 

1  saw  poor  Ellen  kneeling  still. 

So  pale,  I  jessed  not  why  : 
When  she  stood  up,  Jhere  plainly  was 
A  trouble  in  her  eye. 

And  when  the  prayers  were  done,  we  all 
Came  round  and  asked  her  why  : 

Giddy  she  seemed,  and  sui^e,  there  was 
A  trouble  in  her  eye. 
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But  ere  she  from  t)ie  ohnrch-door  stepped  . 

She  smiled  and  told  Us  w^y : 
"  It  was  a  wicked  woman's  curse,"  - 

Q,uoth  she,  **  and  what  care  I  ?" 

She  smiled,  and  smiled,  and  passed  it  off 

Ere  from  the  door  she  stept-*- 
But  all  agree  it  would  have  been 

Much  better  had  she  wept. 

And  if  her  heart  was  not  at  ease, 

This  was  her  constant  cry — 
"  It  was  a  wicked  woman's  corse 

God's  good,  and  what  care  I  ?'* 

There  was  a  hurry  in  her  looks,       » 

Her  struggles  she  redouUed  : 
"  It  was  a  wicked  woman's  curse —     ' 

And' why  should  I  be  troubled  ?" 

These  tears  will  come — ^I  dandled  h&t 
.  When  'twas  the  merest  faiiy— 
Good  creattire  !  and  she  hid  it  all : 
She  told  it  not  to  Mary. 

But  Mary  heard  the  tale  :  her  arms 

Round rEllen's  neck  she  threw ; 
''  0  iESllen,  Ellen,  she  cursed  me;         i    " 

And  now  she  hath  cursed  you  !" 

I  saw  young  Edward  by  himself 

Stalk  fast  adown  the  lea. 
He  snatched  a  stick  from  every  fence, 

A  twig  from  every  tree. 

He  snapped  them  still  with  hand  or  knee, 
And  then  away  they.flew  !  \ 

As  if  with  his  uneasy  limbs 
He  knew  not  what  to  do-!  '     . 

You  see,  good  sir !  that  single  hill  ? 
His  farm  lies  underiieath  ; 
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He  heaid  it  there,  he  heaxd  it  ally      "   ^ 
And  only  gnashed  his  teeth. 

Now  Ellen  was  a  darling  love 

In  all  his  joys  and  cares  : 
And  Ellen's  name  and  Mary's  name 
Fast-linked  they  both  together  came,    • 

Whene'er  he  said  his  prayers. 

And  in  the  moment  of  his  prayers 

He  loved  them  both  alike  : 
Yea,  both  sweet  names  with  one  sweet  joy 

Upon  his  heart  did  strike  !    ^* 

He  reach'd  his  home,  and  by  his  looks 
They  saw  his  inward  strife  : 

And  thev  dung  ronnd  him  with  their  arms. 
Both  Ellen  and  his  wife. 

And  Mary  could  not  check  her  tears, 
So  on  hit  breast  she  bowed ; 

Then  frenzy  melted  into  grieC 
And  Edward  wept  aloud. 

Dear  Ellen  did  not  weep  at  all, 

But  closelier  did  she  cling, 
And  turned  her  face  and  looked  as  if 

She  saw  some  fiightful  thing. 


THE  THREE  GRAVES. 

-  PART  IV. 

To  see  a  man  tread  over  graves 

I  hold  it  no  good  mark ; 
'Tis  wicked  inthe  jsmi  and  moon, 

And  bad  luck  in  the  dark ! 

You  see  that  grave  ?  The  Lord  he  gives 

The  Lord  he  takes  away : 
0  Sir!  the'  child  of  my  old  age< 

Lies  there  as  cold  as  elay. 
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Except  that  gxave,  yau  scares  see  piie 

That  was  not  dug  by  .me  ; 
I*d.  rather  dance  upon  'em  aU 

Than  tread  upon  these  three ! 

"  Ay,  Sexton  I  'tis  a  touching  tale.!'    . 

You,  Sir!  are  but  a  lad ; 
This  month  I'm  in  my  seventieth  year 

And  still  it.  makes  me  sad. 

And  Mary's  sister  told  it  me, 

For  three  good  hours  and  more  ; 
Though  I  had  heard.it,  in  the  main. 

From  Edward's  self  before.  .        .  - 

Well  1  it  passed  off!  the  gentle  Ellen 

Did  well  nigh  dote  on  Mary  ; 
And  she  went  oflejaer  than  before. 
And  Mary  loved  her  more  and  more  : 

She  managed  all  the  dairy. 

To  market  she  on  market-days, 

To  church  on  Sundays  came  ; 
All  seemed  the  same  :  allseemed  so,  Sir!  . 

But  all  was  not  the  same  ! 

Had  Ellen  lest  her  mirth  ?  Oh !  nO  ! 

But  she  was  seldom  cheeifful ; 
And 'Edward  looked  as  if  he  thought 

That  Jlllen's  mirth  was  fearfiil.  * 

When  by  herself,  she  to  herself 

Must  sing  some  merry  rhyme  ; 
She  coiild  not  now  be  glad  for  hours, 

Yet  silent  all  the  time. 

And  when  she  soothed,  her  friend,  through  all 

Her  soothing  words  Hwas  plain 
She  had  a  sore  grief  of  her  own, 

A  haunting  in  her  brain. 

And  oft  she  said,  I'm  not  grown  thin ! 
.And  then  her  wrist  she  spanned ; 
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And  once^hen  Mary  was  donnidaBt, 

She  took  her  by  the  handj 
And  gazed  upon  her,  and  at  first 

She  gently  pressed  her  hand ; 

Then  harder,  till  her  grasp  at  length 
Did  gripe  like  a  convtflsion  !    . 

Alas  !  said  she,  we  ne'er  can  be 
Made  happy  by  compulsion !   -^ 

And  once  her  both  arms  suddehly 
Round  Mary's  neck  she  flung, 

And  her  heart  panted,  and  she  felt 
The  words  upon  her  tongue. 

JBhe  felt  them  coming,' but  no  power 
Had  she  the  words  tp  smother  ; 

And  with  a  kind  of  shriek  she  cried, 
"  Oh  Christ  I  you're  like  your  mother  !" 

So  gentle  Ellen  now  no  more 

Could  make  this  sad  house  cheery ; 

And  Mary's  melancholy  ways 
Drove  Edward  wild  and  weary. 

Lingering  he  raised  his  latch  at  eve, 
Though  tired  in  heart  and  limb : 

He  loved  no  other  place,  and  yet 
Home  was  no  home  to  him. 

One  evening  he  took  up  a  bdok, . 

And  nothing  in  it  read  ; 
Then  flung  it  down,  and  groaning  criedi 

"  Oh  !  Heaven  !  that  I  were  dead." 

Mary  looked  up  into  his  face, 

And  nothing  to  him  said  ; 
She  tried  to  smile,  and  on  his  arm 

Mournfully  leaned  her  head. 


And  he  burst  int<5  tears,  and  fell 
Upon  his  knees  in  prayer : 
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'*  Her  heart  is  brc^e  I  0  God  I  my  giief» 
It  is  too  gp^i  tf>  bear !" 

'Twas  such  a  foggy  time  as  makes 

Old  sextonsr  Sir  I  like  me, 
Rest  on  their  spades  to  cough  ;  the  springy 

Was  late  uncommonly.  • 

And  then  the  hot  days,  all  at  oncei 

They  came,  we  knew  not  how  ; 
You  looked  about  for  shade,  when  scarce 

A  leaf  was  on  a  bough. 

It.  happened  then  ('twas  in  the  bower 

A  furlong  up  the  wood  : 
Perhaps  you  know  the  place,  and  yet 

I  scarce  know  how  you  should, — ) 

No  path  leads  thither,  His  not  nigh 

To  any  pasture-plot ; 
But  clustered  near  the  chattering  brook, 

Lone  hollies  marked  the  spot. 

Those  hollies  of  themselves  a  shape 

As  of  an  arbor  took, 
A  close,  round  arbor  ;  and  it  stands 

Not  three  strides  from  a  brook. 

Within  this  a^l*bbr,  which  was  still 

With  scarlet  berries  hung, 
Were  these  three  friends,  one  Sunday  morn 

Just  as  the  Srst  bell  rung. 

Tis  sweet  to  hear  a  brook,  !tis  sweet 

To  hear  the  Sabbath-beU, 
'Tis  sw;eet  to  hear  them  boUx  at  once, 

Deep  in  a  woody  dell. 

His  limbs  silong  the  moss,  his  Head  - 
Upon  a  mossy  he«ip. 
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With  slmt-iip  fenwe,  Edwaxd  lay : 
That  biook  e'en  on  a  nvoildng  day 
Might  chatter  one  to  sleep. 

And  he  had  passed  a  restless  night, 

And  was  not  well  in^health  ; 
The  women  ^^t  down  by  his  side, 

And  talked  as  'twere  by  stealth. 

*'  The  sun  peeps  through  the  close  thick  leares, 

See,  dearest  Ellen !  see ! 
Tis  in  the  leaves,  a  little  sun, 

No  bigger  than  your  ee ;  ' 

"  A  tiny  sun,  and  it  has  got 

A  perfect  giory  too  ; 
Ten  thousand  threads  and  hairs  of  light, 
Make  up  a  glory,  gay  and  bright. 

Round  that  small  orb,  so  blue.*' 

And  then  they  argued  of  those  jays, 
.  What  color  they  might  be ; .  . 
Says  this,  "  they- re  naKistly  green ;"  says  that, 
"  They're  amber-like  to  me.  * 

So  they  sat  chatting,  while  bad  thoughts 

Were  troubling  Edward's  rest ; 
But  soon  they  heard  his  hard  quick  pants, 

And  the  thumping  in  his  breast. 

"A  mother  too  1"  these  self-same  words 

Did  Edward  mutter  plain ; 
His  face  was  drawn  back  on  itself,     . 

With  horror  and  huge  pain. 

Both  groaned  at  once,  for  both  knew  well 
What  thoughts  were  in  his  mind ; 

When  he  waked  up,  and  stared  like  one 
That  had  been  just  struck  blind. 


He  sat  upright ;  and  ere  the  dream 
Had  had  time  to  depart. 
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"  0  Grod,  fi>ijg;iye  me  !  (he  exclaimed) 
I  have  toni  out  her  heart." 

Then  Ellen  Bhrieked^and  ibrthwith  barst 

Into  imgentle  laughter ; 
And  Mary  shivered,  where^she  sat, 
And  never  she  oniled  after. 
>- 
Carmea  reUquum  in  futiinun  tempiu  relegatum.    To-morrov  1  and  To- 
morrow 1  and  To-morrow  I— ^— 
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ODES  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS, 


DEJECTION:  AN  ODK 

Late,  late  yestreen  I  saw  the  new  Mood| 
With  the  old  Moon  in  her  arms ; 
And  I  fear,  I  fear,  my  Master  deitr  I 
We  shall  have  a  deadly  storm. 

SALLAD  OF   BIB   PA1KI0K  SPXNO^ 


Well  !     If  the  Bard  was  weather-wise,  who  made 
The  grand  old  ballad  of  Sir  Patrick  Spence, 
This  night,  so  tranquil  now,  will  not  go  hence 
Unroused  by  winds,  that  ply  a  busier  trade 
Than  those  which  mould  yon  cloud  in  lazy  flakes, 
Or  the  dull  sobbing  draft,  that  moans  and  rakes 
Upon  the  strings  of  this  JEolian  lute. 
Which  better  far  were  mute. 
For  lo  !  the  New-moon  winter-bright  I 
And  overspread  with  phantom  light, 
(With  swimming  phantom  light  overspread 
But  rimmed  and  circled  by  a  silver  thread) 
I  see  the  old  Moon  in  her  lap,  foretelling 

The  coming  on  of  rain  and  squally  blast. 
And  oh  !  that  even  now  the  gust  were  swelling, 

And  the  slant  nightHshower  driving  loud  and  fast  I 
Those  sounds  which  ofl  have  raised  me,  whilst  they  awed. 

And  sent  my  soul  abroad. 
Might  now,  perhaps,  their  wonted  impiilse  give, 
Might  startle  this  dull  pain,  and  make  it  move  and  live  ! 


A  grief  i^thout  a  pang,  void^  dark,  and  drear, 
A  stifled,  drowsy,  unimpassioned  grief, 
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"Wliich  iiAds  no  natural  outlet,  no  relief, 
In  word,  or  sigh,  or  Jear — 

0  Lady  !  in  this  wan  and  heai>tle9S  niood, 
To  other  thoughts  by  yonder  throstle,  woo'd, 

All  this  long  ev^,  so  balmy  and  serene, 
Have  I  been  gazing  on  the  western  sky, 

And  its  peculiar  tint  of  ypUmK-gceen  : 
And  still  I  gaze — ^and  with  how  blank  an  eye  ! 
And  those  thin  clouds  above,  in  flakes  and  bars, 
That  give  away  their  motion  to  the  stars  ; 
Those  stars,  that  glide  behind  them  or  between, 
Now  sparkling,  now  bedim med,  but  always  seen  : 
Yon  crescent  Moon  as  fixed  as  if  it  grew    '  j 
In  its  own  cloudless,  starless  lake  of  blue  ;  I 

1  see  them  all  so  excellently  fair, 

I  see,  not  feel  how,  beautiful  they  «re  ! 

ut 
,  My  genial  spirits  fail ;       .        • 
And  what  can  these  avail 
To  lift  the  smothering  weight  from  off  my  breast  ? 
It  were  a  vain  endeavor, 
Though  I  should  gaze  forever 
On  that  green  light  that  lingers  in  the  west : 
I  maynot  hopft  frnm. outward  forms  to  win 
Thej^a&aion  aud  the.  hfej  wbose  fojigtaias  arejvdtlu^ 
•  .  t.  - 

\Q  Lady  I  we  receive  but  what  we  give,  j  f 
And  in  our  life  alone^does'  nature  liVe****    M  . 
Ours  is  ^r  wedding-garment,  ours  her  shroud  I 

And  would  we  aught  behold,  of  higher  worth,- 
Than  that  inanimate  cold:  world  .allowed 
To  the  poor  loveless  ever-auxious  crowd. 

Ah  1  f^m  the  soul  itself  must  issue  forth, 
A  light,  a  glory,  a  fair  luminous  cloud 

Enveloping  the.  Earthy— 
And  from  the  soul  itself  must  there  be  sent 

A  sweet  and  potent  voice,  of  its  own  birth^ 
Of  all  sweet  sounds  the  life  and  element  I   ^ 
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V. 

0  pure  of  heart ;  thou  need*st  not  ask  of  me 
What  this  strong  music  in  the  soul  may  he  1    . 
What,  and  wherein  it  doth  exist> 
This  light,  this  glory,  this  fair  luminous  mist, 
This  heautifttl  and  heauty-making  power.  - 

Joy,  virtuous  Lady !  Joy  that  ne'er  wa«  given, 
Save  to  the  pure,  and  in  their  purest  hour. 
Life,  and  Life's  effluence,  cloud  at  once  and  shower 
Joy,  Lady !  is  the  spirit  and  the^power 
Which  wedding  [KTature  to  us  gives  in  dower, 

A  new  Earth  and  new  Heavjpn, 
Undreamt  of  hy  |he  sensual  and  the  proud — 
Joy  is  the  sweet  voice,  Joy  the  luminous  cloud— 

We  in  ourselves  rejoipe  I 
Ajid  thence  flows  all  that  charms  or  ear  or  sight, 

All  melodies  the  echoes  of  that  voice, 
All  colors  a  sufiui^ron  from  that  light. 

VI. 

There  was  a  time  when,  though  my  path  was  rough, 
This  joy  within  me  dallied  with  distress, 
And  all  misfortunes  were  hut  as  the  stufi'.    .  - 

Whence  Fancy  made  me  dreams  of  happiness  : 
For  hope  grew  round  me,  like  the  twining  vine, 
And  fruits,  and  foliage,  not  my  own,  seemed  mine. 
But  now  afElctions  bow  me  down  to  earth  : 
Nor  care  I  that  theyroh  me  of  my  mirth, 

But  oh  !  each  visitation 
Suspends  what  nature  gave  me  at  my  birth,  if 

My  shaping  spirit  of  Imagination.  '       ^■\ 

For  not  to  think  of  what  I  needs  must  feel, 

But  to  be  still  and  patient,  all  I  can  ; 
And  haply  by  abstruse  ref^arch  to  steal 

From  my  own  nature  all  the  natural  man — 

This  was  my  sole  resource,  my  only  plan  : 
Till  that  which  suits  &  part  infects  the  whole, 
And  now  is  almost  grown  the  habit  of  my  soul 
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vn. 


Hence,  viper  thoughts,  that'  coil  around  my  mind, 

Reality's  dark  dream  !    . 
I  turn  from  you,  and  listen  to  the  wind. 

Which  long  has  raved  unnoticed.     What  a  scream 
Of  agony  by  torture  lengthened  out 
That  lute  sent  forth !'    Thou  Wind,  that  ravest  without, 

Bare  craig,  or  mountaki-taim,*  or  blasted  tree, 
Or  pine-grove  whither  woodman  never  clomb. 
Or  lonely  house,  long  h^ld  the  witches'  home, 
Methinks  were  fitter  instruments  for  thee. 
Mad  Lutanist  1  who  in  this  month  of  showers. 
Of  dark-brown  gardens,  and  of  peeping  flowers, 
Mak'st  Devils'  yule,  with  worse  than  wintry  song, 
The  blossoms,  Buds,  and  timorous  leaves  among. 

Thou  Actor*  perfect  in  all  tragic  sounds  ! 
Thou  mighty  Poet,  e'en  to  frenzy  bold  I  - 
What  tell'-st  thou  now  about  ? 
'Tis  of  the  rushing  of  a  host  in  rout. 
With  groans  of  trampled  men,  with  smarting  wounds— 
At  once  they  groan  with  pain,  and  shudder  with  the  cold  ! 
But  hush  /  there  is  a  pause  of  deepest  silence  I    • 

And  all  that  nois@,  as  o?  a  ruphing  cr6wd, 
With  groans  and  tremulous  shudderings — all  is  over — 
It  tells  another  tale,  with  sounds  less  deep  and  loud ! 
A  tale  of  less  affright. 
And  tempered  with  delight. 
As  Ot way's  self  had  framed  the  tender  lay, 
'Tis  of  a  little  child. 
Upon  a  lonesome  wild, 
Not  far  from  home,  but.  she  hath  lost  her  way  : 
And  now  moans  low  in  bitter  grief  and  fear, 
And  now  screams  loud,  and  hopes  to  make  her  mother  hear. 

*  Tairn  is  a  small  lake,  generally  if  not  always  applied  to  the  lakes  up 
in  the  mountains,  and  which  are  the  feeders  of  those  in  the  valleys.  This 
address  to  the  Storm-wind  ^ill  not  appear  extravagant  to  those  who  have 
heard  it  at  night,  and  in  a  mountainous  oountry. 

VOL.  vn.  I 
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vm.    . 
'Tis  midnight,  but  imall  thoughts  have  I  of  sleep  ; 
Full  seldom  may  my  fnend  such  vigils  keep  ! 
Visit  her,  gentle  Sleep !  with  wings  of  healing. 

And  may  this  storm  be  but  a,  mountain-birth, 
May  all  the  stars  hMig  bright  above  her  dwelling, 

Silent  as  though  they  watched  the  sleeping  Earth  ! 
With  light  heart  may  she  rise. 
Gay  fancy,  cheerful  eyes, 

Joy  lift  her  spirit,  joy  attune  her  voice  ; 
To  her  may  all  things  live,  from  pole  to  pole, 
Their  life  the  eddying  of  her  living  soul  I, 

0  simple  spirit,  guided  from  above, 
Dear  Lady  !  fidend  devoutest  of  my  choice. 
Thus  mayest  thou  ever,  evermore  jejoice. 


ODE  TO  GEOROIANA, 

DUCHESS   OF   DEVONSHIRE,    ON   THE   TWENTT-FOUKTH   StANZA  } 
HER   "  PASSAGE   OVER   MOUNT   GOTHASD." 

<*  And  haH  tlie  chapel !  hail  the  platform  wild 

Where  Tell  directed  the  avenging  dart, 
With  weU-Btrung  arm,  that  first  preserved  his  child. 

Then  aimed  the  arrow  at  the  tyrant's  heart." .     . 

Splendor's  fondly  fostered  child ! 
And  did  you  hail  the  platform  wild, 

Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 

Beneath  the  shaft  of  Tell ! 
0  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleajiiure  ! 
Whence  leam*d  you  that  heroic  measure  ? 

Light  as  a  dream  your  days  their  circlets  ran, 
From  all  that  teaches  brotherhood  to  Man 
Far,  far  removed  !  from  want,  from  hope,  from  fear ! 
Enchanting  music  lulled  your  infant  ear. 
Obeisance,  praises  soothed  your  infant  heart : 

Emblazonments  and  old  ancestral  crests. 
With  many  a  bright  obtrusive  form  of  art, 

Detained  your  eye  from  nature  :  stately  vests, 
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That  yeilihg  strove  to  deck  your  charms  divine, 
Kich  viands  and  the  pleasuraUe  wine, 
Were  yours  unearned  by  toil ;  nor  could  you  see 
The  unenjoying  toiler's  misery. 
And  yet,  free  Nature's  uncorriipted  child, 
You  hailed  the  chapel  and  the  platform  wild. 
"Where  once  the  Austrian  fell   , 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  Tell ! 

0  Lady,^  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleasure  ! 

Whence  learn'd  you  that  heroic  measure  ? 

There  crowd  your  finely  fibrcJ  frame, 

All  living  faculties  oi'  bJiss  ; 
And  Genius  to  your  cradle  came, 
His  forehead  wreathed  with  lambent  flame, 
And  bending  low,  with  godlike  kiss 
Breath*d  in  a  more  celestial  life  ;  ^ 
But  boasts  not  many  a  fair  compeer, 

A  heart  as  sensitive  to  joy  and  fear  ? 
And  some,  perchance,  might  wage  an  6qual  strife, 
Some  few,  to  nobler  being  wrought, 
Corrivals  in  the  nobler  gift  of  thought. 
Yet  these  delight  to  celebrate 
Laurelled  war  and  plumy  state  ; 
Or  in  verse  and  music  dress 
Tales  of  rustic  happiness — 
Pernicious  tales  !  insidious  strains  ! 
That  steel  the  rich. man's  breast, 
And  mock  the  lot  unblest. 
The  sordid  vices  and  the  abject  pains, 
Which  evermore  must  be 
The  doom  of  ignorance  and  penury  I 
But  you,  free  Nature's  uncorrupted  child. 
You  hailed  the  chapel  and  the  platform  wild, 
Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  Tell  I 
0  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleasure  ! 
Whence  leam'd  you  that  heroic  measure  ? 

Yoii  were  a  mother  I     That  most  holy  name, 
Which  Heaven  and  Nature  bless. 
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I  may  not  vilely  prottitnte  to  tfaose  - 

Whose  infants  owe  them  less 
Than  the  poor  caterpillar  owes 
Its  gaudy  parent  fly. 
You  were  a  mother  !  at  yoiir  bosom  fed 

The  babes  that  loved  you.     You,  with  hi.ugfhing  eye, 
Each  twilight  thought,  each  nascent '^feeling  read, 
Which  you  yourself  created.     Oh  I  delight ! 
'  A  second  time  to  be  a  mother,' 

Without  the  motHep's  bitter  groans  : 
Another  thought,  and  yet  another. 
By  touch  or  taste,  by  looks  or  tones 
O'er  the  growing  8en£se  to  roll. 
The  mother  of  your  infant's  soul  L 
The  Angel  of  the  Earth*  who,  while  he  guides 

His  chariot-planet  round  the  goal  of  day, 
All  trembling  gazes  on  the  eye  of  God, 

A  moment  turned  his  awful  face  away  ; 
And  as  he  viewed  you,  from  his  aspect  sweet 

New  influences  in  your  being  rose. 
Blest  intuitions  and  communions  fleet. 

With  living  Nature,  iii  her  joys  and  woes  I 
Thenceforth  your  soul  rejoiced  to  see 
The  shrine  of  social  Liberty ! 
0  beautiful  !  0  Nature's  cbild  ! 
'Twas  thence  you  hailed  the  platform  wild, 
Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  Tell ! 
0  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleasure  I 
Thence  learn'd  you  that  heroic  measure. 


ODE  TO  TB,ANQUILLITY. 

Tranquillity  !  thou  better  name 
Than  all  the  family  of  Fame  ! 
Thou  ne'er  wilt  leave  my  riper  age 
To  low  intrigue,  or  factious  rage  ; 
For  oh  1  dear  child  of  thoughtful  Truth, 
To  thee  I  gave  my  early  yeuth, 
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And  left  the  bark,  and  blest  the  steadfast  shore, 

Ere  yet  the  tempest  rose^  and  scared  me  with  its  roar. 

Who  late  and  lingering  seeks  thy  shrine, 

On  him  but  seldom,  Power  divine, 

Thy  spirit  rests  !     Satiety  V 

And  Sloth,  poor  counterfeits  of  thee. 

Mock  the  tired  worldling.     Idle  hope 

And  dire  remembrance  interlope,. 
T^o  vex  the  feverish  slumbers  of  the  miiid  ; 
The  bubble  floats  before,  the  spectre  stalks  behind. 

But  me  thy  gentle  hand  will  lead 
At  morning  through"  the  accustomed  mead  : 
And  in  the  sultry  summer's  heat 
Will  build  me  up  a  mossy  seat ; 
And  when  the  gust  of  Autumn  crowds,  -  - 
And  breaks  the  busy  moonlight  clouds, ' 
Thou  best  the  thought  canst  raise,  the  heart  attune. 
Light  as  the  busy  clouds,  ealm  as  the  gliding  moon. 

The  feeling  heart,  the  searching  soul. 

To  thee  I  dedicate  the  whole ! 

And  while  'within  myself  I  trace 

The  greatness  of  some  future  race, 

Aloof  with  hermit-ey^  I  scan 

The  present  works  of  presjent  man — 
A  wild  and  dream-like  trade  of  blood  knd  guile, 
Too  foolish  for  a  tear,  too  wicked  for  a,  smile  I 


TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND,  9 

ON  HIS   FEOPOSING   TO   I)nOMESTICATK   WITH   THE   AUTHOR. 
COM|>OSEI) .  IN    1796., 

A  MOUNT,  not  wearisome  and  bare  and  steep, 

But  a  green  mountain  variously  up-piled. 
Where  o*er  the  jutting  rocks  soil  mosses  creep. 
Or  colored  lichens  with  slow  oozing  weep  ; 

Where  cypress  and  the  darjcer  yew  start  wild  ; 
And  'mid  the  summer  torrent's  gentle  dash 
Dance  brightened  the  red  clusters  of  the  ash ;  . 
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Beueath  whose  boughs,  by  those  still  sounds' beguiled. 
Calm  Peosiveness  might  muse  herself  to  sleep  ; 

Till  haply  startled  by  some  fleecy  dam, 
That  rustling  on  the  bushy  cliff  above, 
With  melancholy  bleat  of  anxious  love. 

Made  meek  inquiry  for  her  wandering  lamb  :  ' 

Such  a  green  mountain  'twere  most  sweet  to  climb, 
E'en  while  the  bosom  ached  with  loneliness —  - 
How  more  than  sweet,  if  some  dear  friend  should  bless  ^ 

The  adventurous  toil,  and  up  the  path  sublime 
Now  lead,  now  f(^ow  :  the  glad  landscape  round 
"Wide  and  more  wide,  increasing  without  bound ! 

0  then  'twere  loveliest  sympathy,  to  mark 
^       The  berries  of  the  half-uprooted  ash 

Dripping  and  bright ;  and  list  the  torrent's-  dash, — 

Beneath  the  cypress,  or  the  yew  more  dark, 
Seated  at  ease,  on  some  'smooth  mossy  rock ; 
In  social  silence  now,  and  now.  to  unlock 
The  treasured  heart  •;  arm  linked  in  friendly  arm, 
Save  if  the  one,  his  muse's  witching  charm 
Muttering  brow-bent,  at  unwatched  distance  lag ; 

Till  high  o'er  head  his  beckoning  friend  iippears 
And  from  the  forehead  of  th6  topmost  crag 

Shouts  eagerly  :  fot  haply  there  uproars 
That  shadowing  pine  its  old  romantic  limbs, 
^  Which  latest  shall  detain  the  enamored  sight 
Seen  from  below,  when  eve  the  valley  dims, 
.    Tinged  yellow  with  the  rich  departing  light ; 

And  haply,  basoned  in  some  unsunned  cleft, 
A  beauteous  spring,  the  rock's  collected  tears. 
Sleeps  sheltered  there,  scarce  wrinkled  by  the  gale  I 

Together  thus,  the  world's  vain  turmoil  left, 
Stretched  on  the  crag,  and  shadowed  by  the  pine, 

And  binding  o'er  the  clear  delicious  fount, 
Ah  I  dearest  youth  !  it  were  a  lot  divine 
To  cheat  our  noons  in  moralizing  mood, 
While  west-winds  fanned  otir  temples  toil-bedewed : 

Then  downwards  slope,  oft  pausing,  from  the  mount, 
To  some  lone  mansion,  in  some  woody  d&le. 
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Where  smiling  with  blue  eye,  domestic  bliss 
Gives  this  the  husband'iJ,  that  the  brother^s  kiss  1 

Thus  rudely  versed  in  allegoric  lore, 
The  Hill  of  Knowledge  I  eifeayed  to  trace ; 
That  verdurous  hill  with  many  a  resting-place, 
And  many  a  stream,  whose  warbling  waters  pour 

To  glad  and  fertilize  the  subject  plains ; 
That  hill  with  secret  springs,  and  nooks  untrod,. 
And  many  a  fancy-blest  and  holy  sod 

Where  Inspiration,  his  diviner  strains 
Low  murmuring,  lay;  and  starting  from  the  rocks 
Stiff  evergreens,  whose  spreading  foliage  mocks 
Want's  barren  soil,  and  the  bleak  frosts  of  age; 
And  bigotry's  mad^fire-invoking  rage ! 
0  meek  retiring  spirit !  we  will  climb, 
Cheering  and  cheered,  this  lovely  hill  sublime  ;  v 

And  from  the  stirring  woi:ld  up-lifted  high, 
(Whose  noises,  faintly  wafted  on  the  wind. 
To  quiet  musings  shall  attune  the  mind. 

And  oft  the  melancholy  theme  supply) 

There,  while  the  prospect  through  the  gazing  eye 

Pours  all  its  healthful  greenness  on  the  soul, 
We'll  smife  at  wealth,  and  learn  to  smile  at  fame. 
Our  hopes,  our  knowledge,  and  our  joys  the  same. 

As  neighboring  fountains  image,  each  the  whole ; 
Then  when  the  mind  hath  drunk  its  fill  of  truth 

We'll  discipline  the  heart  to  pure  delight, 
Rekindling  sober  joy's  domestic  £ame. 
They  whom  I  Ipve  ishall  love  thee,  honored  youth ! 

Now  may  Heaven  realize  this  vision  bright ! 


LINES  TO  W.  L 

WHILE    HE    SANG   A    SONG    TO    PURCELl's    MUSIC. 

While  my  young  cheek  retains  its  healthful  hues, 

And  I  have  many  friends  who  hold  me  dear ; 

L— — !  methinks,  I  would  not  often  hear 
Such  melodies  as  thine,  lest  I  should  lose  '.^^l.     A 
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All  memory  of  the  wrongs  and  sore,  distress, 
For  which  my  miserable  brethren  weep  I 
But  should  uncomforted  misfortunes  steep 

My  daily  bread,  in  tears  and  bitterness  ; 

And  if  at  death's  dread  moment  I  should  lie 
With  no  beloved  face  at  my  bed-side, 

To  fix  the  last  glance  of  my  closing  eye, 

Methinks,  such  strains,  breathed  by  my  angel-guide, 

Would  make  me  pass  the  cup  of  anguish  by. 
Mix  with  the  blest,  nor  know  that  I  had  died  I 


ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  MAN  OF  FORTUNE 

'WHO   ABANDONED   HIMSELF   TO   AN   INDOLENT   AND   CAT7SELESS 
HELANCHOLT. 

Hence  that  fantastic  wantonness  of  woe, 

0  Youth  to  partial  Fortune  vainly  dear ! 
To  plundered  want's  half-sheltered  hovel  go, 

Go,  and  some  hunger-bitten  infant  hear 

Moan  haply  in  a  dying  mother's  ear : 
Or  when  the  cold  and  dismal  fog-damps  brood 
0*er  the  rank  church-yard  with  sere  elm-leaves  strewed,   ^ 
Pace  romid  some  widow's  grave,'  whose  dearer  part 

Was  slaughtered,  where  o'er  his  unco3ined  Ijmbs 
The  flocking  flesh-birds  screamed  I    Then,  while  thy  heart 

Groans,  and  thine  eye  a  fiercer  sorrow  dims. 
Know  (and  the  truth  shall  kindle  thy  young  mind) 
What  nature  makes  thee  mourn,  she  bids  thee  heal ! 

0  abject !  if,  to  sickly. dreams  resigned. 
All  eflbrtless  thou  leave  life's  common- weal 

A  prey  to  tyrants,  murderers  of  mankind. 

SONNET  TO  THE  RIVER  OTTER. 

Dear  native  brook  !  wild  streamlet. of  the  West  I 
How  many  various-fated  years  have  past. 
What  happy,  and  what  mournful  hours,  since  last 
I  skimmed  the  smooth  thin  stone  along  thy  breast, 
Numbering  its  light  leaps !  yet  so  deep  imprest 
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Sink  the  sweet  scenes  of  ckildhooft,  that  mine  eyes 

I  never  shut  amid  the  sunny  ray, 
But  straight  with  all  their  tints  thy  waters  rise, 

Thy  crossings  plank»  thy  marge  with  willows  gray^ 
And  bedded  sand  that,  veined  with  various  dyes, 
Gleamed  through  thy  bright  transparence  I  On  my  way. 

Visions  of  childhood  !  oft  have  ye  beguiled 
Lone  manhood's  cares,  yet  waking  fondest  sighs 

Ah !  that  once  more  I  were  a  careless  chiM  I 


SONNET. 

COMPOSED   ON  A    JOXTaNEY   HOMEWARD;    THE    AUTHOR   HAVING   RE- 
CEIVED INTELLIGENCE  OF  THE  BmTH  OF  A  SON,  SEPT.  3^,  1796, 

Oft  o'er  my  .brain  does  that  strange  fancy  roll 

Which  makes  the  present  (while  the  flash  doth  last) 
Seem  a  mere  semblance  of  some  unknown  past 

Mixed  with  such  feelings,  as  perplex  the  soul 

Self-questioned  in  her  sleep  ;  and  some  have  said 
We  livfed,  ere  yet  this  robe  of  flesh  we  wore. 
0  my  sweet  baby  !  when  I  reach  my  door. 

If  heavy  looks  should  tell  me  thou  art  dead, 

(As  sometimes,  through  excess  of  hope,  I  fear) 

I  think  that  I  should  struggle  to  believe 
Thou  wert  a  spirit,  to  this  nether  sphere 

Sentenced  for  some  more  venial  crime  to  grieve ; 

s  Did'st  scream,  then  spring  to  meet  Heaven's  quick  reprieve, 

While  we  wept  idly  o'er  thy  little  bier ! 

SONNET. 

to  a   friend  WHO   ASKED,  HOW   I  FELT  WH3EN   THE   NURSE   FIRST 
PRESENTED   MY  INFANT    TO  ME. 

Charles  !  my  slow  heart  was  only  sad,  when  first 

I  scanned  that  face  of  feeble  infancy  : 
For  dimly  on  my  thoughtful  spirit  burst 
.  All  I  had  been,  and  all  my  child  might  be  ! 

*  TIv  Trot;  ifi(hf  ij  ijwxv  nptv  h  r^de  r^  dtr&pc»mv<i)  eldet  yevea&ai, — jPlt^, 
inPhadon. 

I* 
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But  vhen  I  saw  it  on  its  mother's  i^nn, 
And  hanging  at  her  bosom  (she  the  while 
Bent  o'er  its  features  with  a^  tenrful  smile) 

Then  I  was  thrilled  and  melted,. and  most  wann 

Impressed  a  father's  kiss  :  and  all  beguiled 
Of  dark  remembrance  and  presagefiil  fear, 
I  seemed  to  see  an  angel-form  appear — 

'Twas  even  thine,  beloved  woman  mild  I 
So  fbi  the  mother's  sake  the  child  was  dear, 

And  dearer  was  the  mother  for  the  child. 

THE  VIRGIN'S  CRADLE-HYMN. 

CanED  FRQAI  A  FRINT  OF   THE   VmGIN,  IN  A  JtOVAN   CATHOLIO  VO^ 
XA6E    m   GERMANY. 

DoRMi,  Jesu  !  Mater  ridet 
dusB  tarn  dukem  somnum  videt, 

Dormi,  Jesu  I  blandiilo  I  - 

Si  non  dormis.  Mater  plorat, 
Inter  fila  cantans  orat, 

Blande,  ^eni,  somnule. 

ENGLISH. 

Sleepj  sweet  babe  !  my  cares  beguiling  : 
Mother  sits  beside  thee  smiling ; 

Sleep,  my  darling,  tenderly ! 
If  thou  sleep  not,  mother  moumeth, 
Singing  as  her  wheel  she  tumeth :  * 

Come,  soft  slumber,  balmily  ! 

EPITAPH  ON  AN  INFANT. 

Its  balmy  Jips  tho  infant  blest 
Relaxing  from  its  mother's  breast, 
How  sweet  it  heaves  the  happy  sigh 
Of  innocent  satiety ! 

And  such  my  infant's  latost  sigh ! 
0  tell,  rude  stone !  the  passer-by, 
That  here  the  pretty  babe  doth  lie. 
Death  sang  to  sleep  with  Lullaby. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SIB7LLINS  IiEAYSS. 

MELANCHOLY. 

A   FEAOMENT.  . 

Stretoq'd  on  a  mouldered  Abbey's  broadest  wall, 
Where  ruining  ivies  propped  the  tuins  steep — 

Her  folded  arms  wrapping  her  tattered  pall, 
Had  melancholy  mus'd  herself  to  sleep. 
The  fern  was  press'd  b(jneath  her  hair, 
The  dadk  green  adder's  tongue  was  there  ^ 

And  still  as  past  the  flagging  sea-gale  weak, 

The  long  lank  leaf  bowed  fluttering  o'er  her  cheek. 

i?hat  pallid  cheek  was  flushed  :  her  eager  look 
Beamed  eloquent  in  slumber  !     Inly  wrought, 

Imperfect  sounds  her  moving  lips  forsook, 
And  her  bent  forehead  worked  with  troubled  thought. 

Strange  was  the  dream 

TELUS  BIRTH-PLACE.  ' 

IMITATED   FROM   STOLBERO. 
I. 

Mark  this  holy  chapel  well ! 
The  birth-place,  this,  of  William  Tell. 
Here,  where  stands  God's  altar  dread, 
Stood  his  parents'  marriage-bed. 


Here,  first,  an  infant  to  her  breast. 
Him  his  loving  mother  prest ; 
And  kissed  the  babe,  and  hlessed  the  day, 
And  prayed  as  mothers  used  to  pray. 

m« 
"  Yoifchsafe  him  health,  O  God !  and  give 
The  diild  thy  serrattt  Btill  to  live  !" 
But  God  had  destined  to  do  more 
'^J^tough  him,  than  through  an  axmed  power. 
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God  gave  him  reverence  of  laws, 

Yet  stirring  blood  in  Freedom's  cause — 

A  spirit  to  his  rocks  akin, 

The  eye  of  the  hawk,  ind  the  fire  therein  I  ' 


To  "Nature  and  to  Holy  Writ 
Alone  did  God  the  boy  commit : 
Where  flashed  and  roared  the  torrent,  oft 
His  soul  found  wings,  and  soared  aloft  I 


The  straining  oar  and  chamois  chase 
Had  formed  his  limbs  to  strength  and  grace : 
On  wave  and  wind  the  boy  Would  toss, 
Was  great,  nor  knew  how  great  he  was  ! 

'    vn. 
He  knew  not  that  his  chosen  hand, 
Made  strong  by  God,  his  native  land 
Would  rescue  from  the  shameful  yoke 
Of  Slavery — the  which  he  broke  I 


A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 


The  shepherds  went  their  hastf  way, 

And  found  the  lowly  stable-shed 
Where  the  Virgin-Mother  lay  : 

And  now  they  checked  their  eager  tread. 
For  to  the  Babe,  that  at  her  bosom  clung, 
A  mother's  song  the  Virgin-Mother  sung- 


They  told  hfer  how  a  glorious  light> 
Streaming  from  a  heavenly  throng,. 

Around  them  shone,  suspending  night  I 
While  sweeter  than  a  mother's  song, 
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Blest  Angels  heralded  the  St^oor's  hirth, 
Glory  to  God.  on  hig^  I  and  Peace  on  Earth. 


She  listenedr  to  the  tale  divine, 

And  closer  still  the  Babe  she  prest ; 
And  while  she  cried,  the  Babe  is  mine ! 
The  milk  rushed  faster  to  her  breast : 
Joy  rose  -within  her,  like  a  summer's  morn ; 
Peace,  Peace  on  earth !  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  bom. 

IV. 

Thou  Mo^hei^  of  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
Poor,  simple,  and  of  low  estate  I  ♦ 
That  strife  should  vanish,  battle  cease, 
0  why  should  this  thy  soul  elate  ? 

Sweet  music's  loudest,  note,  .the  poet's  story, 

Did*8t  thou  ne'er  kve  to  hear  of  fame  and  glory  ? 


And  is  not  war  a  youthful  king, 
A  stately  hero  clad  in  mail  ? 
Beneath  his  footsteps  laurels  spring  ; 
Him  Earth's  majestic  monarchs  hail 
Their  friend,  their  playmate  !  and  his  bold  bright  eye 
Compels  the  maiden's  love-confessing  sigh. 


"  Tell, this  in  some  more  courtly  scene. 

To  maids  and  youths  in  robes  of  state  ! 
I  am  a  woman  poor  and  mean. 
And  therefore  is  my  soul  elate. 
War  IB  a  ruffian,  all  with  guilt  defiled, 
That  from  the  aged  father  tears  his  child  ! 

vn. 
"  A  murderous  fiend,  by  fiends  adored. 

He  kills  the  sire  and  starves  the  son  ; 
The  husband  kills,  and  from  her  board 

Steals  all  his  widow's  toil  had  won ; 
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Plunders  God's  world  of  b^uty ;  rends  away 

All  safety  from  the  night,  all  eomfinrt  from  l^e  day. 

vm. 
"  Then  wisely  is  my  soul  elate,   .. 

That  strife  should  vanish,  battle  cease  : 
Vm  poor  and  of  a  low  estate, 

The  Mother  of  the  Prince  of  Peace. 
Joy  rises  in  me,  like  a  summer's  morn  : 
Peace,  Peace  on  Earth !  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  bom." 


HnHAN  LIFE, 

ON   THE   DENIAL   OF   IMMOETALITY. 

If  dead,  we  cease  to  be  ;  if  total  gloom 

Swallow  up  life's  brief  flash  for  aye,  we  fare 
As  summer-gusts,  of  sudden  birth  and  doom, 

Whose  sound  and  motion  not  alone  declare, 
But  are  their  whole  of  bping !  If  the  breath 

Be  life  itself,  and  not  its  task  and  tent,    - 
If  even  a  soul  like  Milton's  can  know  death  ; 

0  Man  !  thou  vessel  purposeless,  unmeant. 
Yet  drone-hive  strange  of  phantom  purposes  ! 

Surplus  of  nature's  dread  activity. 
Which,  as  she  gazed  on  some  nigh-finished  vase 
Retreating  slow,  with  meditative  pause. 

She  formed  with  restless  hands  unconsciously ! 
Blank  accident !  nothing's  anomaly ! 

If  rootless  thus,  thus  substanceless  thy  state. 
Go,  weigh  thy  dreams,  and  be  thy  hopes,  thy  fears, 
The  counter-weights  I — Thy  laughter  and  thy  tears 

Mean  but  themselves,  each  fittest  to  create. 
And  to  repay  the  other !  Why  rejoices 

Thy  heart  with  hollow  joy  for  hollow  good  ? 

Why  cowl  thy  face  beneath  the  mourner's  hood, 
Why  waste  thy  sighs,  and  thy  lamenting  voices, 

Image  of  image,  ghost  of  ghostly  elf. 
That  such  a  thing  as  thou  feel'st  warm  or  cold  ? 
Yet  what  and  whence  thy  gain,  if  thou  withhold 
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These  costly  shadows  of  thy,  shadowy  self? 
Be  sad  !  he  glad !  he  neither !  seek,  or  shun  ! 
Thou  hast  no  reason  why  !  Thou  oan'st  have  none  ; 
Thy  heing's  being  is  contradictipn. 


MOLES. 

^     — Thet  shrink  in,  as  Moles 
(Nature's  mute  monks,  live  mandrakes  of  the  ground) 
Creep  back  from  Light — ^then  listen  for  its  sound  ; — 
See  but  to  dread,  and  dread  they  know  not  why — 
The  natural  alien  of  their  negative  eye. 


THE  VISIT  OF  THE  GODS. 
IMITATBD  FB.OM   SCHILLER. 

Never,  "believe  me, 
Appear  the  Immortals, 
Never -alone  : 
Scarce  had  I  welcomed  the  sorrow-beguiler, 
lacchus  I  but  in  came  boy  Cupid  the  smiler  ; 
Lo !  PhcBbus  the  glorious  descends  from  his  throne  ! 
They  advance,  they  floit  in,  the  Olympians  all  I 
'  With  divinities  fills  my 
Terrestrial  hall  j 

How  shall  I  yield  you 
Due  entertainment,    • 
Celestial  quire  ? 
Me  rather,  bright  guests  1  with  your  wings  of  up-buoyance 
Bear  aloft  to  your  homes,  to  your  banquets  of  joyance,     ' 
That  the  roofe  of  Olympus  may  echo  my  lyre  !- 
Hah !  we  mount !  oh  their  pinions  they  waft  up  my  soul  I 
0  give  me  the  nectar  ! 
0  fill  melhe  bowH 
Give  him  the  nectar ! 
Pour  out  for  the  poet, 
Hebe!  pour  free ! 
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Ctuicken  his  eyes  with  celestial  dew, 
That  Styx  the  detested  no  more  he  may  view, 
And  like  one  of  us  Gods  may  conceit  him  to  be ! 
Thanks,  Hebe  !  I  qnnffk !  lo  Pean,  I  cry  ! 
The  wine  of  the  Immortals 
Forbids  me  to  die  I 


ELEGY, 

IMITATED   FROM    ONE    OF    AKENSU)E*S    BLANK-VERSE    INSCRIPTIONS. 

Near  the  lone  pile  with  ivy  overspread, 
Fast  by  the  rivulet's  sleep-persuading  sound, 

Where  "  sleeps  the  moonlight*'  oa  ywi  verdant  bed — 
0  humbly  press  that  consecrated  ^und  I 

For  there  does  Edmund  rest,  the  learned  swain ! 

And  there  his  spirit  most  delights  to  rove  : 
Young  Edmund  1  famed  for  each  harmpnious  strain, 

And  the  sore  wounds  of  Dtrequited  love. 

Like  some  tall  tree  that  spreads  its  branches  wide, 
And  loads  the  west- wind  with  its  soft  perfume, 

His  manhood  blossomed  :  till  the  faithless  pride 
Of  fair  Matilda  sank  him  to  the  tomb. 

But  soon  did  righteous  Heaven  her  guilt  pursue  !* 
Where'er  with  wildered  step  she  wandered  pale, 

Still  Edmund's  image  rose  to  blast  her  view. 
Still  Edmund's  voice  accused  her  in  each  gale. 

With  keen  regret,  and  conscious  guilt's  alarms. 

Amid  the  pomp  of  affluence  she  pined  ; 
Nor  all  that  lured  her  faith  from  Edmund's,  arms 

Could  lull  the  wakeful  horror  of  her  mind. 

Go,  Traveller  !  tell  the  tale  with  sorrow  fraught : 
Some  tearful  maicl  perchance,  or  blooming  youth, 

May  hold  it  in  remembrance  ;  and  be  taught 
That  riches  can  not  pay  for  Love  or  Truth. 
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SEPARATION. 


A  swoRDED  man  whoi^e  trade  is  blood, 
In  grief,  in  anger,  and  in  fear, 

Thro*  jungle,  swamp,  and  torrent  flood, 
I  seek  the  wealth  you  hold  so  dear  ! 

The  dazzling  charm  of  outward  form, 
The  power  of  gold,  the  pride  of  birth. 

Have  taken  \\Foman's  heart  by  storm — 
Usurped  the  place  of  inward  worth. 

Is  not  true  Love  of  higher  price 

.Than  outward  Form,  tho'  fair  to  see, 
Wealth's  glittering  fairy-dome  of  ice, 
Or  echo  of  proud  ancestry  ? — 

0 !  Asira,  Asra !  couldst  thou  see  * 
Into  the  bottom  of  my  heart, 

There's  such  a  mine  of  Love  for  thee, 
As  almost  nnght  supply  desert ! 

(This  separation  is,  alas  ! 

Too  great  a  punishment  to  bear ; 
0  1  take  my  life,  or  let  me  pass 

That  life,  that  happy  life,  with  her !) 

The  perils,  erst  with  steadfast  eye 
Encpuutfer'd,  now  I  shrink  to  sec — 

Oh  I  I  have  heart  enough  to  die — 
Not  half  enough  to  part  from  Thee  ! 


ON  TAKING  LEAVE  OF  ^— ,  1817. 

To  know,  to  esteem,  to  leve — and  the6  to  part, 
Makes  up  life's  tale  to  many  a  feeling  heart  1 
i  0  for  some  dear  abiding-place  of  Love, 

!  O'er  which  my  spirit,  like  the  mother  dove, 

LMight  brood  with  warming  wings  ! — 0  fair  as  kind, 
Were  but  one  sisterhood  with  yoti  combined, 
(Your  very  inuge  they  in  shape  and  mind) 
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Far  rather  would  I  sit  in  solitude, 

The  fonris  of  memory  all  my  mental  food, 

And  dream  of  you,  sweet  sisters,  (ah,  not  mine  !) 

And  only  dream  of-  you  (ah  dream  and  pine  !) 

Than  have  the  presence,  and  partake  the  pride, 

And  shine  in  the  eye  of  all  the  world  beside  ! 


THE  PANG  MORE  SHARP  THAN  ALL. 

AN  ALLEGOET. 
I.. 

He  too  has  flitted  from  his  secret  nest, 
Hope's  last  and  dearest  Child  without  a  name ! — 
Has  flitted  from  me,  like  the  warmthless  flame, 
That  makes  false  promise  of  a  place  of  rest 
To  the  tir'd  Pilgrim's  still  believing  mind ; — 
Or  like  some  Elfin  Knight  in  kingly  court, 
Who  having  won  all  guerdons  in  his  sport. 
Glides  out  of  view,  and  whither  none  can  find  ! 

n. 
Yes  !  He  hath  flitted  from  me — ^with  what  aim. 
Or  why,  I  know  not !     'Twas  a  home  of  bliss. 
And  He  was  innocent;  as  the  pretty  shame 
Of  babe,  that  tempts  and  shuns  the  menaced  kiss^ 
From  its  twy-cluster'd  hiding-place  of  snow  ! 
Pure  as  the  babe,  I  ween,  and  all  aglow 
As  the  dear  hopes,  that  swell  the  mother's  breast*— 
Her  eyes  down  gazing  o'er  her  clasped  charge  ; — 
Yet  gay  as  that  twice  happy  father's  kiss. 
That  well  might  glance  aside,  yet  never  miss, 
Where  the  sweet  mark  emboss'd  so  sweet  a  targe^ 
Twice  wretched  he  who  hath  been  doubly  blest ! 

m. 
Like  a  loose  blossom  on  a  gusty  night 
He  flitted  from  me — and  has  left  behind 
(As  if  to  them  his  faith  he  ne'er  did  plight)  . 
Of  either  sex  and  answerable  mind 
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Two  playmates,  twin-births  of  his  foster-dame  : — 
The  one  a  steady  lad  (Esteem  he  hight) 
And  Kindness  is  the  gentler  lister's  name. 
Dim  likeness  now,  tho'  fair  she  be  and  good 
Of  that  bright  Boy  who  hath  iis'all  forsook  ; — 
But  in  his  full-eyed  aspect  when  she  stood, 
And  while  her  face  reflected  every  look, 
And  in  reflection  kindled — she  became 
So  like  Him,  that  almost  she  seem'd  the  same  ! 

IV.  • 

Ah  !  He  is  gone,  and  yet  will  not  depart ! — 
Is  with  me  still«  yet  I  from  Him  exil'd ! 
For  still  there  lives  within  my  secret  heart 
The  magfc  image  of  the  magic  Child, 
Which  there  He  made  up-grow  by  his  strong  art 
As  in  that  crystal*  orb-»-wise  Merlin's  feat, — 
The  wondrous  "  World  of  Glass,"  wherein  inisl'd 
All  long*d  for  things  their  beings  did  repeat ; — 
And  there  he  left  it,  like  a  Sylph  beguiled, 
To  live  and  yearn  and  languish  incomplete  ! 

V.  ■ 

Can  wit  of  man  a  heavier  grief  reveal  ? 

Can  sharper  pang  from  hate  or  scorn  arise  ? — 

Yes  !  one  more  sharp  there  is  that  deeper  lies, 

Which  fond  Esteem  but  mocks  when  he  would  heal. 

Yet  neither  scorn  nor  hate  did  it  devise, 

But  sad  compassion  and  atoning  zeal ! 

One  pang  more  blighting-keen  than  hope  betray'd  ! 

And  this  it  is  my  woful  hap  to  feel, 

When  at  her  Brother's  hest,  the  twin-born  Maid 

With  face  averted  and  unsteady  eyes. 

Her  truant  playmate's  faded  robe  putri  on  ; 

And  inly  shrinking  from  her  own  disguise 

Enacts  the  faery  Boy  that's  lost  and  gone. 

0  worse  than  all !     0  pang  all  pangs  above 

Is  Kindness  counterfeiting  absent  Love  I 

*  Faerie  Queene,  b.  iii  a  ii  s.  19. 
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KUBLA  KHAN:  OR,  A  VISION  IN  A  DREAM. 

'  A   FRAGMENT. 

In  the  summer  of  the  year  179*7,  the  Author,  then  in  ill  health,  had  re- 
tired to  a  lonely  farm-house  between  Porlock  and  Linton,  on  the  Ezmoor 
confines  of  Somerset  and  Devonshire.  In  consequence  of  a  slight  indisposi- 
tion, an  anodyne  had  been  prescribed,  from  the  effect  of  which  he  fell 
asleep  in  his  chair  at  the  moment  that  he  wa^  reading  the  following  sen- 
tence, or  words  of  the  same  substance,  in  "  Purchas's  Pilgrimage :"  "  Here 
the  Khan  Kubla  commanded  a  palace  to  be  built,  and  a  stately  garden  there- 
unto :  and  thus  ten  miles  of  fertile  gj^ound  were  inclosed  with  a  wall*'  The 
author  continued  for  about  three  hours  in  a  profound  sleep,  at  least  of  the 
external  senses,  during  which  time  he  has  the  most  vivid  confidence,  that  he 
could  not  have  composed  less  than  from  two  to  three  hundred  lines ;  if  that 
indeed  can  be  called  composition  in  which  all  the  images  rose  up  before  him 
as  things,  with  a  parallel  production  of  the  correspondent  expressions,  with- 
out any  sensation  or  consciousness  of  effort.  On  awaking  he  appeared  to 
himself  to  have  a  distinct  recollection  of  the  whole,  and  taking  his  pen,  ink» 
and  paper,  instantly  and  eagerly  wrote  down  the  lines  that  are  here  pre- 
served At  this  moment  he  was  unfortunately  cidled  out  by  a  person  on 
business  from  Porlock,  and  detained  by  him  above  an  hour,  and  on  his  re- 
turn to  his  room,  found,  to  his  no  small  surprise  and  mortification,  that 
though  he  still  retained  some  vague  and  dim  recollection  of  the  general 
purport  of  the  vision,  yet,  with  the  exception  of  some  eight  or  ten  scat- 
tered lines  and  images,  all  the  rest  had  passed  away  like  the  images  on  the 
surface  of  a  stream  into  which  a  stone  had  been  cast,  but,  alas  I  without  the 
after  restoration  of  the  latter : 

Then  all  the  charm 
Is  broken— all  that  phantom-worlcL  so  fbir 
Vanishes,  and  a  thousand  circlets  spread,' 
And  each  mia-shape  the  other.    Stay  awhile, 
Poor  youth !  who  scarcely  dar^st  lift  up  thiue  eyes— 
The  stream  will  soon  renew  its  smoothness,  soon 
The  visions  will  return  I    And  lu  I  he  stays, 
'    And  soon  the  fragments  dim  of  lovely  .forms 
Ciome  trembling  back,  unite,  and  now  once  more 
The  pool  becomes  a  mirror. 

Yet  from  the  still  surviving  recollections  in  his  mind,  the  Author  has  fre- 
quently purposed  to  finish  for  himself  what  had  been  originally,  as  it  were, 
given  to  him.    Avpiov  udiov  wjoi :  but  the  to-morrow  is  yet  to  come. 

As  a  contrast  to  this  vision,  I  have  annexed  a  fragment  of  a  very  differ- 
ent character,  describing  with  equal  fidelity  the  dream  of  pain  and  disease 
—1816.  ' 

KUBLA  KHAN. 

In  Xanadu  did  Kubla  Khaa 

A  stately  pleasure-dome  decree : . 
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"Where  Alph,  the  sadred  river,  ran 
Through  caverns  measureless  to  man 

Down  to  a  sunless  sea. 
So  twice  five- miles  of  fertile  ground 
With  walls  and  towers  were  girdled  round  : 
And  there  were  gardens  bright  with  sinnous  rills 
Where  blossomed  many  an  incens^beariog  tree  ; 
And  here  were  forests  ancient  as  the  hills, 
Enfolding  sunny  spots  of  greenery. 

But  oh  !  that  deep  romantic  chasm  which  slanted 

Down  the  green  hill  athwart  a  ^edarn  cover  ! 

A  savage  place  !  as  holy  and  enchanted 

As  e'er  beneath  a  waning  moon  was  haunted 

By  wotnan  wailing  for  her  demon-lover  ! 

And  frAn  this  chasm,  with  ceaseless  turmoil  seething. 

As  if  this  earth  in  fast  thick  pants  were  breathing, 

A  mighty  fountain  momently  was  forced  : 

Amid  whose  swift  half  intermitted  hurst 

Huge  fragments  vaulted  like  rebounding  hail, 

Or  chaffy  grain  beneath  the  thresher's  flail : 

And  mid  these  dancing  rocks  at  once  and  ever 

It  flung  up  momently  the  sacred  river. 

Five  miles  meandering  with  a  mazy  motion 

Through  wood  and  dale  the  sacred  river  ran. 

Then  reached  the  caverns  measureless  to  man, 

And  sank  in  tumult  to  a  lifeless  ocean  : 

And  'mid  this  tumult  Kubla  heard  from  far 

Ancestral  voices  prophesying  war  1 

The  shadow  of  the  dome  of  pleasure 

Floated  midway  on  the  waves ; 

Where  was  heard  the  mingled  measure 

From  the  fountain  and  the  caves.   . 
It  was  a  miracle  of  rare  device, 
A  suilny  pleasure-dome  with  caves  of  ice  I 

A  damsel  with  a  dulcimer 

In  a  vision  once  I  saw  : 

It  was  an  Abyssinian  maid, 

And  on  her  dulcimer  she  played, 
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Singing  of  Mount  Abora. 

Could  I  revive  within  me 

Her  symphony  and  song, 

To  such  a  deep  delight  'twould  win  me 
That  with  music  loud  and  long, 
I  would  build  that  dome  in  air, 
That  sunny  dome  !  those  caves  of  ice  ! 
And  all  who  heard  should  see  them  there, 
And  all  should  cry.  Beware  f  Beware  ! 
His  flashing  eyes,  his  floating  hair ! 
^  Weave  a  circle  round  him  thrice, 
^   And  close  your  eyes  with  holy  dread, 
For  he  on  honey* dew  hath  fed. 
And  drunk  the  milk  of  Paradise. 


THE  PAINS  OF*SLEEP. 

Ere  on  my  bed  my  limbs  I  lay, 

It  hath  not  been  my  use  to  pray 

With  moving  lips  or  bended  knees  ;, 

But  silently,  by  slow  degrees, 

My  spirit  I  to  Love  compose, 

In  humble  trust  mine  eyelids  close. 

With  reverential  resignation, 

No  wish  conceived,  no  thought  exprest, 

Only  a  sense  of  supplication ; 

A  sense  o'er  all  my  soul  imprest 

That  I  am  weak,  yet  not  unblest, 

Since  in  me,  round  me,  everywhere 

Eternal  strength  and  wisdom  are. 

But  yester-night  I  prayed  aloud 

In  anguish  and  in  agony,  • 

Up-starting  from  the  fiendish  crowd 

Of  shapes  and  thoughts  that  tortured  me : 

A  lurid  light,  a  trampling  throng. 

Sense  of  intolerable  wrong, 

And  whom  I  scorned,  those  only  strong  ! 

Thirst  of  revenge,  the  powerless  will 

Still  baiHed,  and  yet  burniBg  still ! 
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Desire  vnih  loatliing  strangely  mixed 
On  wild  or  hateful  objects  fixed. 
Fantastic-  passions  1  maddening  brawl  i 
And  shame  and  terror  orer  all ! 
Deeds  to  be  hid  which  were  not  hid, 
Which  all  confused  I  could  not  know^ 
Whether  I  sufiered,  or  I  did  : 
For  all  seemed  -guilt,  remorse  or  woe, 
My  own  or  others  still  the  same 
Life-stiiling  fear,  squl-stiflinj^  shame. 

So  two  nights  passed  :  the  night's  dismay 
Saddened  and  stunned  the  coming  day. 
Sleep,  the  wide  blessing,  seemed  to  me 
Distemper's  worst  calamity. 
The  third  night,  when  my  own  loud  scream 
Had  waked  me  from  the  fiendish  dream, 
O'ercome  with  sufferings  strange  and  wild, 
I  wept  as  I  had  been  a  child  ; 
And  having  thus  by  tears  subdued 
My  anguish,  to  a  milder  mood, 
Such  punishments,  I  said,  were  due 
To  natures  deepliest  stained  with  sin, — : 
For  aye  en  tempesting  anew 
The  unfathomable  hell  within 
The  horror  of  their  deeds  to  view, 
To  know  and  loathe,  yet  'wish  and  do  ! 
Such  griefs,  with  such  men  well  agree, 
But  wherefore,  wherefore  fall  on  me  ? 
r  To  be  beloved  is  all  I  need, 
And  whom  I  love,  I  love  indeed. 


LIMBO. 

'Tis  a  strange  place,  this  Limbo  I — not  a  Place,, 
Yet  name  it  so  ; — where  Time  and  weary  Space 
Fettered  from  flight,  with  night-mare  sense  of  fleeing* 
Strive  -for  their  last  crepuscular  half-being ; — 
Lank  Space,  and  scytheless  Time  with  branny  hands 
Barren  and  soundless  as  the  measuring  sands, 
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Not  mark'd  by  flit  of  Shades, — ^anmeaning  they 

As  moonlight  on  the  dial  of  the  day ! 

But  that  is  lovely — looks  like  human  Time, — 

An  old  man  with  a  steady  look  sublime, 

That  stops  his  earthly  task  to  watch  the  skies  ; 

But  he  is  blind — a  statue  hath  such  eyes  ; —     - 

Yet  having  moonward  tum'd  his  face  by  chance, 

Gazes  the  orb  with  mbon-like  countenance, 

With  scant  white  hairs,  with  foretop  bald  and  high, 

He  gazes  istill, — his  eyeless  face  all  eye  ; — 

As  Hwere  an  organ  full  of  silent  sight,         ^ 

His  whole  face  seemeth  to  rejoice  in  light ! — 

Lip  touching  lip,  all  moveless,  bu$t  and  limb — 

He  seems  to  gaze  at  that  which  se^ms  to  gaze  on  him ! 

No  such  sweet  sights  doth  Limbo  den  immure, 
Waird  round,  and  made  a  spirit-jail  secure. 
By  the  mere  horror  of  blank  Naught-at-all, 
"Whose  circumambience  doth  these  ghosts  enthrall. 
A  lurid  thought  is  growthless,  dull  Privation, 
.    Yet  that  is  but  a  Purgatory  curse  ; 
Hell  knows  a  fear  far  worse, 
A  fear — a  future  state  ; — His  positive  Negation  I 

NE  PLUS  ULTRA 

Sole  Positive  of  Night  I 
Antipathist  of  Light ! 
Fate's  only  essence  I  primal  scorpion  rod — 
The  one  permitted  opposite  of  God  I — 
Condensed  blackness  and  abysmal  storm 
Compacted  to  one  sceptre 
Arms  the  Grasp  enorm — 
The  Interceptor — 
The  Substance  that  still  casts  the  shadow  Death ! — 
The  Dragon  foul  and  fell — 
The  unrevealable, 
And  hidden  one,  whose  breath 
Gives  wind  and  fuel  to  the  fires  of  Hell ! — 
Ah  !  sole  despair 
Of  both  th'  eternities  in  Heaven! 
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Sole  piterdict  of  all-bedewing,  prajrer, 
The  all-oompa«sionate  ! 

Save  to  the  Jjampads  Seven 
ReveaVd  to  hone  of  all  th*  Angelic  State» 

Save  to  the  Lampaids  Seveni 

That  watch  the  throne  of  Heaven  ! 

r  '  . 

APOLOaETIC  PEEPAOE 
TO  "fire,  famine,  and  slaughtei^."* 

At  the  house  of  a  geDtlemaa,  who,  by  the  principles  and  oorrespoDding 
virtues  of  a'  sincere  Christian,  consecrates  a  cultiVated  genius  and  the  favora- 
ble accidents  of  birth,  opulence,  and  splendid  connections,  it  was  my  good 
fortune  to  meet,  in  a  dinner-party^  with  more  toea  oif  celebrity  in  science  or 
polite  literature,  than  are  commonly  found  collected  round  the  same  table. 
In  the  course  of  conversation,  one  of  the  party  reminded  an  iHustrious  poet, 
then  present,  of  some  verses  which  he  had  recited  that  morning,  and  which 
had  appeared  in  a  newspaper  under  the  name  of  a  War-Eclogue,  in  which 
Fire,  Famine,  and  Slaughter  were  introduced  as  the  speaJcers.  The  gentle- 
man jso  addressed  replied,  that  he  was  rather  surprised  that  none  of  us 
should  have  noticed  or  beard  of  the  poem,  as  it  had  been,  at  the  time,  a  good 
deal  talked  of  in  Scotland.  It  may  be  easily  supposed,  that  my  feelings 
were  at  this  moment  not  df  the  most  comfortable  kind^  Of  all  present,  one 
only  knew,  or  suspected  me  to  be  the  author ;  a  man  who  would  have  es- 
tablished himself  in  the  first  rank  of  England's  living  poets,  if  the  Genius 
of  our  Country  had  not  decreed  that  he  should  rather  be  the  first  in  the  first 
rank  of  its  philosopher^  and  scientific  benefactors.  It  appeared  the  general 
wish  to  hear  the  lines.  As  my  friend  chose^to  remain  silent,  I  chose  to 
follow  his  example,  atid  Mr.  »***»  recited  the  poem.  This  he  could  do  with 
the  better  grace,  being  known  to  have  ever  been  not  pnly  a  firm  and  active 
Anti^acobin  and  'Anti-Gallican,  but  likewise  a  sjealous  admirer  of  Mr,  Pitt, 
both  as  a  good  man  and  a  great  statesman.  As  a  poet  exclusively,  he  had 
been  amused  with  the  Eclogue ;  as  a  poet  he  recited  it ;  and  ia  a  spirit, 
which  made  it  evident,  that  he  would  have  read  and  repeated  it  with  the 
same  pleasure,  had  his  own  name  been  attached  to  the  imaginary  object  or 
agent  '       '  .  ' 

After  the  recitation^  our  amiable  host  observed,  that  in  his  opinion  Mr. 
••**•  had  overrated  the  merits  of  the  poetry ;  but  had  they  been  tenfold 
greater,  they  could  not  have  compensated  for  that  malignity  of  heart,  which 
eould  alone  have  pron^pted  sehtimenta  so  atrocious.  I  perceived  that  my 
illustrious  ft*iend  became  greatly  distressed  on  my  account ;  but  fortunately 
I  was  able  to  preserve  fortitude  and  presence  of  mind  enough  to  take  up 
the  subject  without  exciting  even  a  autpicion  how  nearly  and  painfully  it  \ 
interested  me. 

*  8m  pact  293, 

VOL.  Vn,  K  C  c^c^c-i\o 
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What  foUowB,  is  the  substance  of  what  I  then  replied,  but  dilated  and  in 
language  less  oolloqidaL  It  was  not  my  iotentioa,  I  said,  to  justify  the 
publication,  whatever  its  author's. feelings  might  have  been  at  the  time  of 
composing  it  That  they  are  caloulated  to  oall  forth  so  severe  a  reprobation 
from  a  good  man,  is  not  the  worst  feature  of  such  poems.  Their  moral  de- 
formity is  aggravated  in  proportion  tQ  the  pleasure  which  they  are  capable 
of  affording  to  vindictive,  turbulent,  and  unprincipled  readers.  Could  it 
be  supposed,  though  for  a  Inoment,  that  the  author  seriously  wished  what 
he  liad  thus  wildly  imagined,  even  the  attempt  to  palliate  an  inhumanity  so 
moustrous  would  be  an  insult  to  the  hearers.'  But  it  seemed  to  me  worthy, 
of  consideration,  whether  the  mopd  of  mind,  and  the  general  state  of  sen- 
sations, in  which  a  poet  produces  such  vivid  and  fantastic  images,  is  likely 
to  co-exist,  or  is  even  compatible  with,  that  gloomy  and  deliberate  ferocity 
which  a  serious  wish  to  reiJi^e  them  would  pre-suppose..  It  had  been  often 
observed,  and  all  my  experience  tended  to  confirm  Uie  observation,  tliat  pros- 
pects of  pain  and  evil  to  others,  and  in  general,  all  deep  feelings  of  revenge, 
are  commonly  expressed  in  a  few  words,  ironically  tame,  and  mild.  The 
mind  under  so  direful  and  ficnd^like  an  influence  sterns  to.  take  a  morbid 
pleasure  in  contrasting  the  intensity  of  its  wishes  and  feelings,  with  the 
slightness  or  levity  of  the  expressions'  by  "^Fbich  they  are  hinted;  and 
indeed  feelings  so  intense  and  solitary,  if  they  were  not  precluded  (as  in 
ajmost  all  cases  they  wodld  be)  by  a  constituiioiial  activity  of  fimoy  aud 
association,  and  by  the  specific  joyousness  oombined  with  it,  would  assuredly 
themselves  preclude  such  activity.  Passion,  in  it^  own  quality',  is  the*au- 
tagonist  of  action ;  though  in  an  ordinary  and  natural  degree  the  former 
alternates  with  the  latter,  and  thereby  revives  and  strengthens  it.  But  the 
more  intense  and  insane  the  passion  is,  the  fewer  and  the  more  flxed  are  the 
correspondent  forms  and  notions.  A  rooted  hatred,  an  inveterate  thirst  of 
revenge,  is  a  sort  of  madness,  and  still  eddies  round  its  favorite  object,  and 
exercises  as  it  were  a  perpetual  tautology  of  mind  in  thoughts  and  words, 
which  admit  of  no  adequate  substitutes.  Like  a  fish  in  a  globe  of  glass,  it 
moves  restlessly  round  and  round  the  scanty  circumference,  ^hich  it  can 
not  leave  without  losing  its  vital  element. 

There  is  a  second  chai'acter  df  such  imaginary  representations  as  spring 
fronj  a  reai  and  earnest  desire  of  evil  to  another,  which  we  often  see  io  real 
life,  and  tnight  even  anticipate  from  the  nature  of  the  mind.  The  images,  I 
mean,  that  a  vindictive  man  places  before  his  imagination,  will  most  often 
be  taken  from  tlae  realities  of  life:  they  will  be  images  of  pain  and  suffering 
which  he  has  himself  seen  inflicted  on  other  men,  and  which  he  can  fancy 
himself  as  inflicting  on  th&  object  of  his  hatred.  I  will  suppose  that  we 
had  heard  at  different  times  two  common  sailors,  each  speaking  of  some  one 
who  had  wronged  or  offended  hin^ :  ]tbat  the  first  with  apparent  violence 
had  devoted  every  part  of  his  adversary's  body  and  soul  to  all  the  horrid 
phantoms  and  fantastic  places  that  ever  Queytfdo  dreamt  of,  and  this  in  a 
rapid  flow  of  those  outrageous  and  wildly  combioad  execrations,  which  tnn 
often  with  our  lower  classes  serv>e  for  escape-valve§  to  oafry  off  the  excess 
of  their  passlious,  as  so  much  superfluous 'steam  that  wo^l4' endanger  the 
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▼essel  if  it  wetfi  retainecL  The  other  aa  the  oontrarj,  with  that  sort  of 
calmDess  of  toue  which  is  to  the  ear  what  the  paleness  of  anger  is  to  the  eje, 
shall  simply  say,  "If  I  chance  to  be  made  boatswain,  as  I  hope  I  soon  8hall« 
aad  can  but  once  get  that  fellow  under  my  hand  (and  I  shidl  be  upon  the 
watch  for  him),  1*11  tickle  his  pretty  skin  I    I  won't  hurt  him  1  oh  no  t  Til 

only  cut  the to  the  liver  P    I  dare  appeal  to  all  present,  which  of  the 

two  they  would  regard  a»  the  least  deceptive  symptom  of  deliberate  mat 
lignity  f  nay,  whether  it  would  surprise  them  to  see  the  first  fellow,  an 
hour  or  two  afterwards,  cordially  shading  hands-  with  the  rery  man,  the 
fractional  parts  of  whose  body  and  soul  he  had  been  so  charitably  disposing 
of;  'or  even  perhaps  risking  his^  life  f()r  him.  What  language  Sbakspeare 
considered  charaeteristic  of  maligUHiit  disposition,. we  see  in  the  speech  of 
the  good-natured  Gi^atiaiio,  whu-sjxike  '*  an  iufiuite  deal  of  nuthing  more  than 
any  man  in  all  Venice ;"  v 

**T6o  wild,  too  rtide  ond  b.»ld  of  voice  r* 

the  skipping  spirit,  whose  thoughts  and  words  reciprocally  ran  away  with 

each  ether ;  .. 

."  O  b«  tbou  damnM,  iui  xor^ble  dog  I 

'  And  for  tfay  life  let  Joatioe  be  accursed  r* 

and  the  wild  fancies  that  follow,  contrasted  with  Shylock's- trsiiquil  "I 
stand  here  for  Law." 

Or,  to  take  a  case  more  analogous  to  the  present  subject,  should  we  liold 
it  either  fail*  or  charitable  to  believe  it  to  have  been  Dante's  serious  wish, 
that  all  the  persons  mentioned  by  him  (many  recently  departed,  and  some 
even  alive  at  the  time),,  should  actually  suffer  the  fantastic  and  iiorrible 
punishments,  to  whic^k  he  has  sentenced  them  in  his  Hell  and  Purgatory  f 
Or  what  shall  we  say  of  the  passages  in  which  Bishop  Jeremy  Taylor  an- 
ticipates the  state  of  those  who,  vicious  themselves,  have  been  the  cause 
of  vice  and  misery  to  their  fellow-creatures.  Could  we  endure,  for  a  mo- 
ment to  think  that  a  spirit,  like  Bishop  Taylor's,  burning  with  Cliristian 
love ;  that  a  man  constitutionally  overflowing  with  pleasurable  kindliness ; 
who  scarcely  even  in  a  casual  illustration  introduces  the  image  of  woman, 
child,  or  bird,  but^  he  .embalms  the  tboij^t  with  so  rich  a  tenderness,  as 
makes  the  very  words  seem  beauties  and.  fragments  of  poetry  from  £u> 
ripides  or  Simonides ; — can  we  endure,  to  think,  that  a  man  so  natured  and 
so  disciplined,  did  at  the  time  of  composing  this  horrible  picture,  attach  a 
sober  feeling  of  reality  to  the  phrases  t  or  that  he  would  have  described  in 
the  same  tone  of  justification,  in~  the  same  luxuriant  flow  of  phrases,  the 
tortures  about  to  be  ioflicted  on  a  living  individual  by  a  verdict  of  the  Star- 
Chamber  t  or  the  still  more- atrocious  sentences  executed  on  the  Scotch  anti- 
prelatistsand  schismatics,  at  the  command,  and  in  some  instances  under  the 
very  eye  of  the  Duke  of  Lauderdale,  and  of  that. wretched  bigot  who  after- 
wards dishonored.and  forfeited  the  throne  of  Great  Britain  ?  Or  do  we  not 
rather  feel  and  understand,  that  these,  violent. words  were  mere  bubbles, 
flashes  and  electrical  apparitions,  from  the  magie  cauldron  of  a  fervid  and 
ebullient  faiu^,  constantly  fuelled  by  an  uneatampied  opulence  of  hmguage. 
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Wer«  I  now  to  have  read  by  myself  for  the  first  time  the  poem  in  qae»- 
tion,  my  eooclusion,  I  fully  believe,  woold  be;  that  the  writer  must  hare 
been  some  man  of  warm  feelings  and  active  fancy ;  that  he  had  painted  to 
himself  the  circumstances  that  accompany  war  in  so  many  vivid  and  yet  fan- 
tastic  forms,  as  proved  that  neither  the  images  nor  the  feelings  were  the 
resalt  of  observation,  or  in  any  way  derived  from  realities.  I  should  judge, 
that  they  were  the  product  of  his  own  seethingimagination,  and  therefore 
impr^^ated  with  that  pleasurable  exultation  which  is'  experience  in  all 
energetic  exertion  of  intellectual  pqwer ;  that  in  the  same  mood  he  had 
generalized  the  causes  of  the  war,  and  then  personified  the  abstract  and 
christened  it  by  the  name  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  most  often 
associated  with  its  management  and  measures.  I  should  guess  that  the 
minister  was  in  the  author's  mind  at  the  moment  of  composition  as  com- 
pletely  uira^^gj  dvaifwaapKoCy  as  Anacreou's  grasshopper,  and  that  he  had 
as  little  notion  of  a  real  person  of  flesh  and  blood, 

**>  DistiAguishable  in  member,  Joint,  or  limb,** 

as  Milf-on  had  in  the  grim  and  terrible  phantoms  (half  person,  half  allegory) 
which  he  has  placed  at  the  gates  of  HelL  I  concluded  by  observing,  that 
the  poem  was  not  calculated  to  excite  passion  in  any  mind,  or  to  make  any 
impressiofi  except  pn  poetic  readers :  and  that  from  the  culpable  levity, 
betrayed  at  the  close  of  the  eclogue  by  the  grotesque  union  of  epigram- 
roatie  wit  with  allegorie  personification,  in  the  allusion  to  the  most  fearful 
of  thoughts,  I  should  conjecture  that  the  ''rantin'  Bardie,^  instead  of  really 
believing,  much  less  wishing,  the  £ate  spoken  of  in  the  last  line,  in  applica^ 
tion  to  any  human  iadtvidual,  would  shriuk  from  passing  the  verdict  even 
on  the  Devil  himself,  and  exclaim  with  poor  Burns, 

But  fare  ye  weel,  auld  Nickie-ben  I 
Oh  I  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an' men  I 
Ye  aiblins  mt^kf— I  dinna  ken— 

SlUlhaeastaka— 
Tm  wae  to  think  upon  you  den, 

Ev^n  for  your  sake  I 

I  need  not  say  that  these  thoughts,  whi^  are  here  dilated,  were  in  such  a 
company  only  rapidly  suggested.  ^Our  kind  host  smiled,  and  with  a  courteous 
compliment  observed,  that  the  4efence  was  too  good  for  ^he, cause.  My  voice 
faltered  a  little,  for  I  was  somewhat  agitated  ;  though 'liot  so  muck  on  my 
own  account  as  for  the  uneasiness  that  so  kind  and  friendly  a  man  would 
feel  from  the  thought  tbAt  he  had  been  the  occasion  of  distressing  me.  At 
length  I  brought  out  these  words;  V I  must  now  confess.  Sir  I  that  I  am 
author  of  that  poem.  It  was  written  some  years  ago.  I  do  not  attempt  to 
justify  my  past  s«lf^  young  as  I  theo  was ;  but  as  little  as  I  would  now 
write  a  similar  poem,  so  far  was  I  even -then  from  imagining,  that  the  lines 
would  be  taken  as  more  or  less  than  a  sport  of  fancy.  At  all  events,  if  I 
know  my  own  heart,  there  was  never  a  moment  in  my  eadstenee  in  whi^ 
X  should  have  been  more  ready,  had  Mr.  Pitt's  person  been  in  basard,  to  in 
terpoae  my  own  body,  and  defand  his  life  at  the  ridk  of  my  otm." 
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I  hare  prefaced  the  poem  with  this  anecdote,  because  to  have  printed  it 
'without-  any  remark  might  well  have  been  understood  as  implying  an  un 
oonditional  approbation  on  my  part,  and  this  after  many  years*  ooneidera- 
tion.  But  if  it  be  asked  why  I  re-published  it  at  all,  I  answer,  that  the 
poem  had  be^i  attributed  at  different  times  to  different  other  j^ersons  ;  and 
what  I  had  dared  beget,  I  ^thought  it  neither  manly  nor  honorable  not  to 
dare  father.  From  the  same  motires  I  should  have  published  perfect  copies 
of  two  poems,  the  one  entitled  The  Devirs  Thoughts,  and  the  other,  The 
Two  round  Spaces  oa  the  Tomb-Stone,*  but  that  the  tirst  three  stanzas  of 
the  former,  which  were  worth  all  the  rest  of  the  poem,  and  the  best  stanza 
of  the  remainder  were  written  by  a  friend  oj  deserved  celebrity  ;  and  be- 
cause there  are  "passages  in  both,  which  migbt  have  given  offence  to  the 
religious  feelings  of  certain  readers.  I  myself  indeed  see  no  reason  why 
▼nlgar  superstitions,  and  absurd  conceptions  that  deform  the  pure  faith  of 
a  Christian,  should  possess,  a  ^greater  immunity  from  ridicule  than  stories 
of  witches,  or  the  fi&bles  of  Greece  and  Rome.  .  But  there  are  those  who  • 
deem  it  profaneness  and  irrererence  to  call  an  ape  an  ape,  if  it  but  wear  a 
monk's  cowl  on  its  head;  and  I. would  rather  reason  with  this  weakness 
than  offend  it.  . 

The  passage  from  Jeremy  Taylor  to  which  I  referred,  is  found  in  his  second 
Sermon  on  Christ's  Advent  to  Judgment ;  which  is  likewise  the  second  in 
his  year's  course  of  sermons.  Among  many  remarkable  passages  of  the  same 
character  in  those  discourses,  X.have  selected  this  as  the  most  so..  *'But 
when  this  Lion  of  the  tribe  of  Judah  shall  appear,  then  Justice  shall  strike, 
and  Mercy  shall  not  hold  her  hands ;  she  shall  strike  sore  strokes,  and  Pity 
shall  not  break  the  blow.  As  there  are  treasures  of  good  things,  so  hath 
Qod  a  treasure  of  wrath  and  fury,  and^  scourges  and  scorpions ;  and  then 
ehall  be  produced  the  shame  of  lust  aud  the  malice  of  envy,  and  the  groans 
of  the  oppressed  and  the  persecutions  pf  the  saints,  and  the  cares  of  covet- 
ousness  and  the  troubles  of  ambition,  and  the  indolence  of  traitors  ai^d  the 
violences  of  rebelt^  and  the  rage  of  anger  and  the  uneasiness  of  impatience, 
and  the  restlessness  of  unlawful  desires ;  and  by  this  time  the  monsters  and 
diseases  will  be  numerous  and  intolerable,  when  God's  heavy  hand  shall 
press  the  sanies  and  the  intolerableness,  the  obliquity  and  the  unreason- 
ableness, the  amazement  and  the  disorder,  the  smart  and  the  sorrow,  the' 
guilt  and  the  punishment,  out  from  all  our  sins,  and  pour  them  into  one 
ebalioe,  and  mingle  them  with  an  iniloite  wr^th,  and  make  the  wicked 
drink  off  all  the  vengeance,  and  force  it  down  their  ui^wilUng  throats  with 
the  violence  of  devils  and  accursed  spirits." 

That  this  Tartarean  drench  displays  the  imagination  rather  than  the  dis- 
cretion of  the  compounder;  that,  in  short,  this  passage  and  ^others  of  the 
same  kind  are  in  a  bad  taste,  few  will  deny  at  the  present  day.  .  It  would, 
doubtless^  have  more  behooved  the.  good  bishop  not  to  be  wige  beyond  what 
is  written  on  a  subject  in  which  Eternity  is  opposed  to  Tirae,  and  a  death 
threatened,  not  the  negative^  but  the  positive  Opposite  of, Life;  a  subject, 
therefore,  whieh  must  of  necessity  be  indescribable  to  the  human  nnder- 
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■taDding  in  our  present  state.  Bat  I  can  neither  find  nor  believe,  that  it 
ever  occurred  to  any  reader  to  ground  on  such  pass^iges  a  charge  against 
Bishop  Taylor's  humanity,  or  goodness  of  heart.  I  was  not  a  little  sur- 
prised therefore  to  iSnd,  in  the  Pursuits  of  Literature  and  other  works,  so 
horrible  a  sentence  passed  on  Milton's  moral  character,  for  a  passage  in  his 
prose  writings,  as  nearly  parallel  to  this  of  Taylor's  as  Wo  passages  can 
well  be-  conceived  to  be.  All  his  merits,  as  a  poet,  forsooth — all  the  glory 
of  having  written  the  Paradise  Lost,  are  Hg'bt  in  the  scale,  nay,  kick  the 
beam,  compared  with  the  atrocious  malignity  of  heart,  expressed  in  the 
offensive  paragraph.  I  remembered,  in  general,  that  Hilton  had  concluded 
one  of  his  works  on  Reformation,  written  in  the  fervor  of  his  youthful  ima- 
gination, in  a  high  poetic  strain,  that  wanted  metre  only  to  becobae  a  lyrical 
poem.  I  remembered  that  ia  the  former  part  he  had  formed  to  himself  a 
perfect  ideal  of  human  virtue,  a  character  of  heroic,  disinterested  zeai  and 
devotion  for*  Truth,  Religion,  and  public  Liberty,  in  act  and  in  buffering, 
in  the  day  of  triumph  and  in  the  hour  of  martyrdom.  Such  spirits,  as 
more  excellent  than  others,  he  describes  ad  haying  a  more  excellent  reward, 
and  as  distinguished  by  a  transcendent  glory ;  and  this  reward  and  this 
glory  he  displays  and  particularizes  with  aq  energy  an<J  brilliance  that  an- 
nounced the  Paradise  Lost  as  plainly,  as  ever  the  bright  purple  clouds  in. 
the  east  announced  the  coming  of  the  Sun.  Milton  then  passes  to  the 
gloomy  contrast,  to  such  men  as  from  motives  of  selfish  ambition  and  the 
lust  of  personal  aggrandizement  should,  against  their  owtf  light,  persecute 
truth  and  the  true  religion,  and  wilfully  abuse  the  powers  and  gifts  in- 
trusted to  them,  to  bring  vice,  blindness,  misery  and  slavery,  on  their 
native  country,  on  the  yery  country  that  had  trusted,  enriched  and  honored 
them.  Such  beings,  after  that  speedy  and  appropriate  removal  from  their 
sphere  of  mischief  which  all  "good  and  humane  men  must  of  cours«e  desire, 
wiH,  he  takes  for  granted  by  parity  of  reason,  meet  with  a  punishment,  an 
ignominy,  and  a  retaliation,  as  much  severer  than  othet*  wicked  men,  as 
their  guilt  and  its  consequences  Were  more  enormous.  His  description  of 
this  imaginary  punishment  J)re8ents  more  distinct  pictures  to  the  fancy 
than  the  extract  from  Jeremy  Taylor,  but  the  thoughts  in  the  latter  are 
incomparably  more  exaggerated  and  horrific  All  this  I  knew;  but  1 
neither  remembered,  nor  by  reference  and  carieful  re-pefusal  could  discover, 
any  other  meaning,  either  in  Milton  or  Taylor,  but  t^at  good  men  will  be 
rewarded,  and  the  impenitent  wicked  punished,  in  proportion  to  their 
dispositions  and  intentional  acts  in  this  life ;  and  that  if  the  punishment 
of  the  least  wicked  be  fearful  beyond  conception,  all  words  and  descriptions 
must  be  so  far  tru6,  that  they  must  fall  short  of  the  pimishment  that 
awaits  the  transcendently  wicked.  Had  Milton  stated  either  his  ideal  of 
virtue,  or  of  depravity,  as  an  individual  or  individuals  actually  existing  ? 
Certainly  not.  Is  this  representation  worded  historically,  or  only  hypo- 
thetically  t  Assuredly  the  latter.  Does  he  express  it  as  his  own"  wish,  that 
after  death  they  should  suffer  these  tortures?  or  as  a  general  consequence, 
deduced  from  reason  and  revelation,  that' such  will' be  their  fate  ?  Again, 
the  latter  only.    His  wish  is  expressly  confined  to  a  speedy  stop  being  put 
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by  Providence  to  their  power  of  inflicting  misery  on  others.  But  did  he 
natne  or  refer  to  any  persons  living-  or  Head  f  No.  But  the  calumniators 
of  Milton  dare  say  (for  what  will  calumny  not  dare  say  ?)  that  he  had  Laud 
and  Strafford  in  his  mind,  wKile  writing  of  remorseless  persecution,  and 
the  enslavement  of  a  free  country,  from  motives  of  selfish  ambition.  Now, 
vrhat  if  a  stern  anti-prelatist  should  dare'say,  that  in  speaking  of  the  in- 
Bolencies  of  traitors  and  the  violences  of  rebels,  Bishop  Taylor  must  have 
individualized  in  his  mind,  Hampden,  Hollis,  Pyra,  Fairfax,  Ireton,  and  Mil- 
ton t  And  what  if  he  should,  take  the  liberty  of  coilclnding,  that,  in  the 
after-description,  the  Bishop  was  feeding  and  feasting  his  party-hatr6d,  and 
with  those  individuals  before  the  eyes  of  his  imagination  enjoying,  trait  by 
trait,  horror  after  horror,  the  picture  of  thdr  intolerable  agonies?  Yet 
tbis  bigot  would  have  an  equal  right  thus  to' criminate  the  one  good  and 
^eat  man,  a&  these  men  have  to  criminate  the  other.  Milton  has  said,  and 
I  donbt  hot  but  that  Taylor  with  equal  truth  could  have  said  it,  "  that  in 
his  whole  life  he  never  spake  against  a  man  even  that  his  skin  should  be 
grazed.**  He  asserted  this  when  one  of  his  oppolfents  (either  Bishop  Hall 
or  his  nephew)  had  called  upon  the  women  find  children  in  the  streets  to 
take  up  stones  and  stone  him  (Miltop).  It  is  knowii  that  Milton  repeatedly 
used  his  interest  to  protect  the  royalists ;  but  even  at  a  time  when  all  lies 
would'  have  been  meritorious  against  him,  no  charge  was  made,  no  story 
pretended  that  he'  had  ever  directly  or  indirectly  engaged  or  assisted  in 
their  persecution.  Oh!  ^nethiuks  there  are  other- and  far  better  feelings, 
■whidi  should  be  acquired  by  the  perusal  of  our  great  elder  writers.  When 
I  have  before  me  on  the  same  table,  the  works  of  Hammond  and  Baxter : 
when  I  reflect  witE  what  joy  and  dearneA  their  blessed  spirits  are  now 
loving  each  other :  it  seems  a  mournful  thing  that  their  nahies  should  be 
perverted  to  an  occasion  of  bitterness  among  us,  who  are  enjoying  that 
happy  mean  which  the  human  too-mucb  oil  both  sides  \^a8  perhaps  neces- 
sary to  produce.  "Th^  tangle  of  delusions  which  stifled  and  distorted  the 
growing  tree  of  our' well-being  has  been  torn"  away;  the  parasite weedt 
that  fed  on  its  very  roots  have  been  plucked  vip  with  a  salulary  violence. 
To  us  there  remains  only  quiet  duties,  the  constant  care,  the  gradual  im- 
provement, the  cautious  unhazardous  labors  of  the  industrious  though  con- 
tented gardener— tib  prune,  to  strengthen,  to  engraft,  and  one  by  one  to 
remove  from  its  leaves  amt  fresh  shoots  the  slug  and  the  caterpillar.  But 
far  be  it  from-iis  to  undervalue  with  light  and  senseless  detraction  the  con- 
scientious hardihood  of  our  predecessors,  or  even  to  condemn  in  them  that 
vehemence,  to  which  the  blessings  it  won  for  us  leave  us  now  neither  temp- 
tation nor  pretext.  We  ante-date  the  feelings,  in  order  to  criminate  the 
aufiiors,  of  our  present  liberty,  light  and  toleration.*** 

If  eVer  two  great  men  might  seem,  during  their  whole  Hres,''  to  have 
moved  in  direct  opposition;  though  neither  of  Ihem  has  at  any  time  intro- 
duced the  name  of  the  other,  Milton  and  Jeremy  Taylor  were  they.  The 
former  commenced  his  career  i»y  attacking  the  Church-Liturgy  and  all  set 
forms  of  prayer.    The  latter,  but  fiur  more  successfully,  by  defending  both. 

♦  Therriend,  Worka.lI.  p.  68.  . 
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Milton's  next  work  was  t])en  agaiost  the  Prelacy  and  the  then  existing 
Ghuroh-Qovernment — ^Taylor's  ia  vindication  and  support  of  them.  Milton 
became  more  and  more  a  stern  republican,  or  rather  an  advocate  for  that 
religious  and  moral  aristocracy  vhich,  in  his  day,  was  called  republicanism, 
and  vhich,  even  more  than  royaHsm  itself^  is  the  direct  autipode  of  modem 
jacobinism.  Taylor,  as  more  and  more  skeptical  concerning  the  fitness  of 
men  in  general  for  power,  became  more  and  more  attached  to  the  preroga- 
tives of  ^monarchy.  From  Calvinism  with  a  still  decreasing  respect  for 
Fathers,  Councils,  and  for  Church-antiquity  .in  general,  Milton  seems  to 
have  ended  in  an  indifference,  if  not  a  dislike,  to  all  forms  of  eccleeiastio 
government,  and  to  have  retreated  wholly  into  the  inward  and  spiritual 
church-conmiunion  of  his  own  spirit  with  the  Light,  that  lighteth  every 
man  that  09meth  into  the  world.  Taylor,  with  j^  growing  reverence  for 
authority,  an  increasing  sense  of  the  insuf&cieucy  of  the  Scriptures  without 
the  aids  of  tradit^  and' the  consent. of  authorized  interpreters,  advanced 
as  &r  in  his  approaches  (not  indeed  to  Popery,  but)  to  Eoman-CathoUcism, 
as  a  consoienticius  minister  of  the  English  Church  could  well  venture.  Mii- 
ton  w;ould  be,  and  would  utter  the  same,  to  all,,  on  all  occasions :  he  would 
tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth.  Taylor  would 
become  all  things  to  all  men,  if  by  any  means  he  might  benefit  any ;  hence 
he  availed  himself  in  his  popular  writings,  of  opiuious  and  representations 
which  stand  c^ften  in  striking  contrast  with  the  doubts  and  convictions 
expressed  in  his  more  philosophical  worlds.  He  appears,  indeed,  jiot  too 
severely  to  have  blamed  that  management  of  trutii  (islam  falsitatem  dis- 
pensativam)  authorized  and  exemplified  by  almost  all  the  fathers :  Integrum 
omnino  doctoribus  et  coitus  Christiaui  antistitibus  esse,  ut  dolos  versent, 
falsa  veris  intermisceant  et  imprimis  religionis  hqstes  fallant,  dummodo 
veritatis  commodis  et  utilitati  inserviant. 

The  same  antithesis  might  be  carriedo^  with  the  dements  of  their  several 
intellectual  powers.  Milton,  austere,  condensed,  imaginative,  supporting 
his  truth  by  direct  enunciation  of  lofty  moral  sentiment  and  by  distinct 
visual  representations,  and  iu  the  same  spirit  overwhelming  what  he  deemed 
falsehood  by  moral  denunciation  and  a  succession  of  pictures  appalling  or 
repulsive.  ,  Iq  his  prose,  so  many  metaphors,  so  many  allegorical  minia- 
tures. Taylor,  eminently  discursive,  accumulative,  and^to  use  one  of  his 
own  words)  agglomerative ;  stiU  more  rich  in  images  than  Milton  himself^ 
but  images  of  £ancy,  and  presented  to  the  common  and  passive  eye,  rather 
than  to  the  eye  of  the  imagination.  Whether  supporting  or  assailing,  he 
makes  his  way  either  by  argument  or  by  appeals  to  the  affections,  unsurpajssed 
even  by  the  schoolmen  in  subtlety,  agility,  and  logie  wit,  and  unrivalled  by 
the  most  rhetorical  of  the  fathers  in  the  eopmusness  and  vividness  of  his 
expressions  and  illustrations.  Her«  words  that  convey  feeUngs,  and  words 
that  flash  images,  and  words  of  abstract  notion,  flow  together,  and  whirl 
and  rush  onward  like  a  stream.  At  once  rapid  and  full  of  eddies;  and  yet 
still  interfused  hei*e  and  there,  we  see  a  tongue  or  islet  of  smooth  wiiter, 
with  some  picture  in  it  of  earth  or  sl^,  Iand9c^;>e  or  living  group  of  quiet 
beauty. 
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Diflaing;  then,  w»  'wid4ji.  and  ahoost  oontnuriantly,  whflrdn  ^d  thiese 
great  men  agreel  wlkerein  did  tii^  rMonble  eadi  other f  In  gemosr  in 
learning,  in  unfeigned  piety,  in  UameUw  purity  of  Ufe^  and  in  benoTolent 
aspintioiis  and  pfirpoaea  ipr  the  moral  and  temporal  improTeinent  of  their 
felibwKareatures !  Both  «f  them  mrote  a  Latin  Aoctdenoe,  to  render  ednot- 
tion  less  painful  to  cfaildrea;  hoth  of  them  ooinpoeed  hymns  and  paahns 
proportioned  to  the -capacity  of  conunon  congregatums;  both,  nearly  at  the 
same  time,  set  the  glorious  example  of  paUicly  reooounending  and  supptvt- 
ing  gei^eral  toleration,  and  ihe  liberty  both  of  the  pulpit  and  the  press  1  In 
the  writings  of  neither  shall  we  find  a  single  sentence,  li)[e  those  meek 
deliverances  to  Gkxfs  mercy,  with  which  Laud  accompanied  his  Totes  for 
the  mutilations  and  loathsome  dungeoning  of  Leighton  and  others  I — 
nowhere  such  a  pious  prayer  as  we  find  in  Bishop  Hall's  memoranda  of  hia 
own  lif^  concerning  the  subtle  a^d  witty  atheist  that  so  grievously  per- 
plexed and  gravelled  him  at  Sir  Robert  Drury's  till  he  prayed  to  the  Iiord 
to  remove  him,  and  behold  V  bis  prayers  were  heard:, for  shortly  afterward 
this  Philistine-combatant  "^ent  to  London,  and  thefe  perished  of  the  plague 
in  great  misery  I  In  short,  nowhere  dhall  we  find  the  least  i^proach,  in 
the  lives  and  writings  of  John  Milton  or  Jeremy  Taylor,  to  that  guarded 
gentleness,  to  that  nghing  reluctance,  with  which  the  holy  brethren  of  the 
Inquisition  deliver  over  a  oondenoned  h^etic  to  the  eivQ  magistrate,  recom- 
mending him  to  mercy,  and  hoping  that  the  magistrate  will  treat  the  erring 
brother  with  all  possible  mildness  1— rthe  magistrate,  who  top  well  knows 
what  would  be  his  own  fate,  if  he  dored^  offend  them  by-  acting  on  their 
recommendation. 

The  opportunity  of  diverting  the  reader  from  myself  to  cfaaraoters  more 
worthy  of  bis  attention,  has  led  me  far  beyond  my  first  intention ;  bat  it  is 
not  imimportant  to  expose  the  fidse  zeal  which  has^oceasioned  these  attacks 
on  our  elder  patriots.  It  has  been  too  much  the  fashipn,  first  to  personify 
the  Church  of  England,  and  then  to  speak  of  diff^ent  individuals,  wiio  in 
different  ages  have  been  rulers  in  that  church,  as  if  in  some  strange  way 
they  constituted  its  pers<Hial  identity.  !Wliy  sho^d  a  clergyman  of  the 
present  day  feel  interested  in  the  defence  of  Laud  or  Sheldon  f  Surely  it  is 
sufficient  for  the  warmest  partisan  of  our  establishment,  that  he  can  assert 
with  truth, — when,  our  Church  persecuted,  it  was  on  mistaken  principles 
held  in  conmion  by  all  Christendom;  and  at  all  events,  far  less  culpable 
was  this  intolerance  in  the  Bishops,  who  were  nmintaining  the  existing 
laws,  than  the  persecuting  spirit  afterwards  diown  by  their  successful 
opponents,  who  had  no  such  excuse,  and  who  should  have  been  taught 
mercy  by  their  own  sufferings,  and  wisdom  by  the  utter  fidlure  of  the 
experiment  in  their  own  case.  We  can  say,  that  our  Church,  apostolical 
in  its  faith,  primitive  in  its  ceremonies,  unequalled  in  its  liturgical  forms ; 
that  our  Church,  which  has  kindled  and  displayed  more  bright  and  burning 
lights  of  genius  and  learning,  than  all  other  Protestant  churches  since  thd 
Reformation,  was  (with  the  single  exoeption«f  the  times  of  Laud  an<i  Shel- ' 
don)  least  intolerant,  when  all  jCShristians  unhappily  deemed  a  species  of 
faitolerance  their  rdigious  duty ;  that  Bishops  of  our  Church  were  among 
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tho  first  that  ooQteDded  agBuut  this  error ;  and  fioalljr,  that  aiooe  the  Befbr- 
matioo,  when  toleraoee  became  a  fiuhioo,  the  Chi[r<di  of  Eaghind  in  a  toler- 
ating age,  has  shown  herself  eniinentty  tolerant,  and  £ftr  more  so,  both  in. 
spirit  and  in  fact,  than  manj  of  her  most  bitter  opponents,  who  profesA  to 
dieem  toleration  itself  an  insult  on  the  rights  of  manldad  1  As  to  myself^ 
who  not  only  know  the  Chureh-EstabUsbment  to  be  tolerant,  but  who  see 
in  it  the  grestest,  if  not  the  sole  safe  bulwark  of  toleration,  I  feel  no  neoes> 
sitj  of  defending  or  palliating  oppressions  under  the  two  Charleses,  in  order 
to  ezdaim  with  a  full  and  feryent  heart,  Esto  perpetua  I 
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THE  RIME  OF  THE  ANCIENT  MARINER. 


IN    SEVEN   PARTS. 

FAonuB  credo,  plures  esse  Naturas  iBviatbilesquam  TisibileB  m  rerum 
UDiversitate.  Sed  liorum  omniom  ffuniliani  quis  nobis  eoarrabit,  et  gradus 
et  oogDationes  et  discrimina  et  BiDgulorum  munera  I  Quid  agunt  t  qcue  loca 
habitant!  Harum  rerum  notitiam  semper  ambivit  ingeoium  humaoum, 
Dunqnani  attigit  Juvat,  interea,  non  d^eor,  quandoque  in  animo,  tan- 
quam  in  tabuUi,  majoris  et  melioris  mundi  imaginem  oontemplari :  ne  mens 
assuefiicta  hodiemsB  yitas  minutib  se  oontrahat  nimis,  et  tbta  subsidat  in 
pusillas  oogitatiooesi  Sed  yeritati  inlerea  invigilandum  est,  modnsque 
BerrandciB,  ut  oerta  ab  ioeerti%  diem  a  nodte,  diatingiMnnM. 

T.  BUBNXr.      AECBJtOlj.  FHIL.  p.  68. 


PART  L 
It  is  an  ancient  Mariner, 
And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three. 
"  By  thy  long  gray  beard  and  glittering  eye, 
Now  wherefore  Btopp'St  thou  me  ? 

"  The  Bridegroom's  doors  are  ogpeged  wide, 
And  I  am  next  of  kin  ;  ^ 

The  jguests  are  met,  the  feast  is  set : 
May'st  hear  thQ  fi^erry  din," 

He  holds  him  with  bis  skinny  hand, 
**  There  was  a  ship,^'  quoth  he. 
"  Hold  oflf"!  unhand  me,  graybeard  loon  !" 
Eftsoons  hi^  haod  dmpt  he. 

He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye-— 
The  wedding-guest  stood  still, 
And  listens  like  a  three  years'  chilct  :- 
The  Mariner  hath  his  ymOT 


An 


gallants  biddon  to 
a  wedding  foast, 
aoddetainethone. 


The  weddloff* 
guest  Is  spell* 
bound  by  the  e]re 
oftheoldsea^'sr- 
Ing  man,  and  oon- 
straiaed  to  bear 
Ustsle. 


The  weddiog-g^est  sat  09  ft  stone : 
He  can  not  choose  but  hjear ; 
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And  thus  gpake  on  that  ancient  man, 
The  bright-eyed  Mariner.  * 

The  ship  was  cheered,  the  harbor,  cleared, 

Merrily  did  we  drop 

Below  the  kirk,  below  the  hill. 

Below  the  light-house  top. 


The  sun  came  up  upon  the  left, 
Out  of  the  sea  came  he  ! 


TlM  Mariner  tails 
how  ttMBhip  sail- 
ed      southward 

ud  fair  veJher,     And  he  shone  bright,  and  on  the  iright 
tiUitrMohedUie    Went  down  into  the  sea. 


The 


Kueathearaththe 
bridal  mosic;  bat 
the  mariner  coft- 


Higher  and  higher  every  day. 

Till  over  the  mast  at  nodn — 

The  Wedding-Guest  here  beat  his  breast. 

For  he  heard  the  loud  bassoon. 

weddins^     The  bride  hath  paced  into  the  hall, 
Red  as  a  rose  is  she  ; 
Nodding  their  heads  before  her  goes 
The  merry  minstrelsy. 

The  Wedding-Gif  est  he  beat  his  breast, 
Yet  he  can  not  choose  but  hear  ; 
And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man. 
The  bright-eyed  Mariner. 


The  i^ip  drawn    ^nd  now  the  storm-blast  came,  and  he 

by  a  stonn  tow- 

ard   the  south    Was  tyrannous  and  strong : 
^*'  He  struck  with  his  overtaking  wings, 

And  chased  us  south  along. 

With  sloping  masts  and  dipjMug  prow, 
As  who  pursued  with  yell  and  blow 
Still  treads  the  shadow  of  his  foe. 
And  forward  bends  his  head. 
The  ship  drove  fast,  loud  roared. the  blast, 
And  southward  aye  we  fled. 

And  now  there  came  both  mist  and  snow. 
And  it  grew  wondrous  cold  : 
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And  ice,  mast-high,  came  .fioating  hy, 
As  green  as  emexald. 

And  through  the  drifls  the  snowy  clifts 
Did  send  a  dismal  sheen  : 
Nor  shapes  of  men  nor  beast  we  ken — 
The  iee  waji  all  bttween. 


The  land  of  ice, 
and  of  fearful 
sounds  where  no 
liTing  thing  vaa 
to  be  seen. 


The  ice  was  here,  the  ice  was  there. 

The  ice  was  all  around  : 

It  cracked  and  growled,  and  roared  and  howled. 

Like  noises  in  a  swoond  !. 

At  length  did  cross  an  Albatross, 
Through  the  fog  it  came  ; 
As  if  it  had  been  a  Christian  soul, 
We  hailed  it  in  God's  name.' 

It  ate  the  iSofid  it  ne'er  had  eat, 
And  roun^  and  round  it  flew. 
The  ice  did  ^[dit  with  a  thund^-fit ; 
The  helmsman  steered  us  through  ! 

And  a  good  south  wind  sprung  up  behind  ; 
The  Albatross  did  follow. 
And  every,  day,  £»  food  or  play, 
Came  to  the  mariner's  hollo ! 

In  mist  or  cloud,  on  mast  or  shrpud,  ^ 

It  perched  for  vespers  nine ; 

Whiles  all  the  nigfait,  through  fi>g*sinoke  white, 

Glimmered  the  white  moon-ihiAe. 


Till  a  great  tear ' 
bird  called  the 
Albatross,  came 
through  the  snovr 
fog,  aud  was  re- 
ceived with  great 
Joy  and  hospital- 
itj. 


And  to!  the  Al- 
batross proveih  a 
bird  of  good 
onien,and  foltow- 
efch  the  ship  as  it 
retumeth  north- 
wsand  through  log 


**  God  save  thee,  ancient  Mariner  I 
From  th&  fiends,  that  plague  thee  thus  ! — 
Why  look'st  thou  so  ?'*— With  my  crosfrbow 
I  shot  the  Albatross. 


The  ancient  Mari- 
ner inhospitably 
killeth  the  pious 
bird     of     good 
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HIiBhipissteecry 
out  agHiosttbe  an- 
cient Mariner,  for 
killing  the  bird  of 
good  lack. 


But  when  the  fog 
cleared  olT,  they 
Justify  the  aame, 
and  thna  make 
themselTee  ac- 
compUoes  in  the 
crime. 


The-  fldr 
continue*  ; 
ship  eotera  tne 
Paoilto  Ocea% 
and  Bails  north- 
ward* eyen  ttntU 
it    reaches    the 


the 


The  ship  hath 
been  suddenly 
becalmed. 


PART  EL 

The  Sun  now  rose  upon  the  right : 
Out  of  the  teft  oame  he. 
Still  hid  in  mist,  and  on  the  left 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 

And  the  good  south  wind  still  blew  behind, 
But  no  sweet  bird  did  follow. 
Nor  any  day  for  food  or  play 
Game  to  the  mariners'  hollo ! 

And  I  had  done  a  hellish  thing, 

And  it  would  work  'em  woe  : 

For  all  averred,  I  had  killed  the  bird. 

That  made  the  breeze  to  blow. 

Ah  wretch  !  said  they,  the  bird  to  slay, 

That  made  the  breeze  to  blow ! 

Nor  dim  nor  red,  like  God's  own  head. 

The  glorious  Sun  uprist : 

Then  all  averred,  I  had  killed  the  bird 

That  brought  the  fog  and  mist. 

'Twas  right,  said  they,  such  birds  to  slay, 

That  bring  the  fog  and  mist. 

The  fair  breeze  blew,  the  white  feam  flew 

The  fiuxow  followed  free  ; 

"We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 

Into  that  silent  sea. 

Down  dropt  the  bredze,  the  iaila  dsopt  down* 

'Twas  sad  as  sad  eould  be ; 
i  And  we  did  speak  only  to  break 
^  The  silence  of  the  sea  ] 

All  in  a  hot  and  cppper  aky^ 
The  bloody  Sun,  at  noon, 
Right  up  above  the  mast  did  stand, 
No  bigger  than  the  Moon. 

Day  after  day,  day  after  day^ 
We  stuck,  nor  .breath  nor  motion ; 
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I  As  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
UpoB  a  painted  ocean. 

Water,  -water,  everywhere, 
And  ail  the  l>oards  did  shrink  ; 
Water,  water,  everywhere, 
Nor  any  drop  to  drink,  - 

The  very  deep  did  rot :  0  Christ ! 
That  ever  this  should  he  ! 
Yea,  slimy  things  did  crawl  with 
Upon  the  slimy  sea. 

Ahout,  ahout,  in  reel  and  rout 
The  death-fires  danced  at  night  f 
The  water,  like  a  witch*s  oils. 
Burnt  green,  and  hlue  and  white. 


ADdtheAllmtroM 
beffUvtobeaveu- 
gvd. 


And  some  in  dreams  assured  were 
Of  the  spirit  that  plagued  us  so  ; 
Nine  fathoms  deep  he  had  followed  us 
From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow. 


A  spirit  had  (bl- 
lowf  d  them  ;  one 
of  the  iBTiBible 
inhabitants  of 
thia  planet,  neith- 
er departed  souls 
nor  angels ;  con- 
cerning     whom 

the  learned  Jew,  Joscphus.  and  the  PiHtonic  Conatantinopolitan,  Michael  Pselluii,  may 
be  consulted.  They  are  very  numerous)  and  there  is  no  eftinate  or  element  wilhoat 
one  or  more. 


And  every  tongue,  through  utter  drought, 
Was  withered  at  the  root ; 
We  could  not  speak,  no  more  than  if 
We  had  heen  choked  with  soot. 

■\    .------ 

Ah  !  well  a-day  I  what  evil  looks  . 
Had  I  from  old  and  young  ! 
Instead  of  the  cross,  the  Albatross 
About  my  neck  was  hung. 


The  ship-mates, 
in  their  sure  dis- 
tress, would  fain 
throw  the  whole 
guilt  on  the  an- 
cient Marint'r ;  in 
sign  whereof  they 
hang  the  dead 
sea-  bird  round 
bis  neck. 


PART  lit 
^7h£RE  passed  a  weary  time.     Each  throat 
Was  parched,  and  glazed  each  eye. 
A  weary  lime  !  a  weary  time  I 
How  glazed  each  weary  eye. 
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The  ancient Msri- 
iM»r  b«huld«lh  a 
Biga  in  the  ele- 
meut  afar  ott. 


At  its  nearer  ap- 
pruach,  it  aeem> 
eih  hiui  to  be  a 
ship;  and  at  a 
dear  raiisioai  he 
freelh  his  speech 
from  ihe  bonds 
of  thirst. 


When  looking  westward,  I  beheld 
A  something  in  the  sky. 

At  iirst  it  seemed  a  little  speck. 
And  then  it  seemed  a  mist  ; 
It  moved  and  moved,  and  took  at  last 
A  certain  shape,  I  wist. 

A  speck,  a  mist,  a  shape,  I  wist ! 
And  still  it  neared  and  neared  : 
Afe  if  it  dodged  a  water-sprite. 
It  plunged  and  tacked  and  veered. 

With  throats  unslaked,  with  black  lips  b^ked. 

We  could  not  laugh  nor  wail ; 

Through  utter  drought  all  dumb  we  stood  ! 

I  bit  my  arm,  I  sucked  the  blood, 

And  cried,  A  sail  1  A  sail  I 


With  throats  unslaked,  with  black  lips  baked. 
Agape  they  heard  me  call : 
A  flash  of  Joy;       Gramercy  I  they  for  joy  did  grin. 

And  all  al  once  their  breath  drew  in. 
As  they  were  drinking  all. 


See !  see  !  (I  cried)  she  tacks  no  more  ! 
Hither  to  work  us  weal : 


And  horror  fol- 
lows. For  can  it 
t>e  a  ship   that 

without  wind  or     Without  a  breeze,  without  a  tide, 

She  steadies  with  upright  keel  I 


The  western  wave  was  all  a-flarne. 
The  day  was  well  nigh  done  I 
Almost  upon  the  western  wave 
Rested  the  broad  bright  Sun  ; 
When  that  strange  shape  drove  suddenly 
Betwixt  us"  and  the  Sun. 


It  seenaeth  hfm 
but  the  skeiotun 
of  a  ship. 


And  straight  the  sun  was  flecked,  with  bars, 
(Heaven's  Mother  send  us  grace  !) 
As  if  through  a  dungeon-grate  he  peered 
With  broad  and  burning  face. 
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Alas  !  (thought  I,  and  my  heart  beat  loud) 
How  fast  she  wears  and  iiears  I 
Are  those  h^  sails  that  glance  in  the  San, 
Like  restless  gossameres  ? 
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Are  those  her  ribs  through  which  the  Sun 
Did  peer,  as  through  a  grate  ? 
And  is  that  "Woman  all  her  crew  ? 
Is  that  a  Death  ?  and  are  there  two  ? 
Is  Death  that  woman's  mate  ? 

Her  lips  were  red,  her  looks  were  free, 
Her  locks  were  yellow  as  gold : 
Her  skin  was  as  white  as  leprosy. 
The  'Night-ma fe  Life-in-Death  was  she, 
Who  thicks  man's  blood  with  cold. 

The  naked  hulk  alongside  came, 
And*  the  twgjn  wdre  casting  dice  ; 
**  The  game  is  done  I  I've,  I've  won  I" 
Ctiioth  she,  and  whistles  thrice. 

The  Sun's  rim  dips  ;  the  stars  rush  out : 
At  one  stride  comes  the  dark ; 
With  far-heard  whisper,  o'er  the  sea, 
Off  shot  the  spectre-bark. 

We  listened  and  looked  sideways  up  I 

Fear  at  my  heart,  as  at  a  cup, 

My  life-blood  seemed  to  sip  I 

Th^  stars  were  dim,  and  thick  the  night, 

The  steerman's  face  by  his  laVnp  gleamed  white  ; 

From  the  sails  the  dew  did  drip —  "" 

Till  clomb  above  the  east^ern  b^r 

The  hornfei  Mqon,  with  one  bright  star 

Within' the  nether  tip. 

One  after  one,  by  the.  star-dogged  Moon, 
Too  quick  for  groan  or  sigh, 
Each  tamed  his  faee  with  a  ghasliy  pang, 
And  cursed  me  with  his  eye. 


And  !t^  ribs  are 
seen  as  bars  on 
the  face  of  the 
seitlngSun.  The 
spectre  -  womaa 
and  her  death- 
mate,  aiid  no  oth- 
er on  board  the 
skeleton-ship. 


Like  Teasel,  like 
crew! 


Death  and  Life-in- 
Death  have  diced 
f.-r  the  ship's 
crew,  and  she 
(the  Iwter;  win- 
nuh  the  aJicient 
MariOfBr. 

No  twilight  with- 
in the  courts  of 
the  Sun. 


At  the  riaing  of 
the  Moon. 


One  after  another, 
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Rif  diip-matet 
drop  down  dead. 


BtttUfe-Ui-Dmth 
bflgios  iMT  work 
on  the  anctont 
Mftriaer, 
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Four  times  fifty  living  men 
(And  I  heard  nor  sigh  nor  groan) » 
With  heavy  thumpi  a  lifeless  lump, 
They  dropped  down  one  by  one. 

The  seals  did  from  their  bodies  fly,- 
They  fled  to  bliss  of  woe  ! 
And  every  soul,  it  passed  me  by, 
Like  the  whizz  of  my  cross-bow  ! 


] 


TiM  wedding- 
guest  fearetb  that 
a  spirit  is  talking 
to  nim. 


PART  IV. 

**  1  FEAR  thee,  ancient  Mariner ! 

I  fear  thy  skinny  hand  ! 

And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  biown, 

As  is  the  ribbed  sea-sand.* 


BnC  the  ancient 
Mariner  aastireih 
hlmofhisbodlW 
life,  and  proceed* 
eth  to  relate  his 
horrible  penance. 


Hedesptseththe 
creaturea  of  the 


I  fear  thee  and  thy  glittering  eye. 
And  thy  skinny  hand,  so  brown." — 
Fear  not,  fear  not,  thou  wedding-guest ! 
This  body  dropt  not  down.  ^ 

Alone,  alone,  all,  all  alone. 
Alone  on  a  wide  wide  Sea  f 
And  never  a  saint  took  pity  on 
My  soul  in  agony. 

The  many  men,  so  beautiful ! 

And  they  all  dead  did  lie  : 

And  a  thousand  thousand  slimy  things 

Lived  on  :  and  so  did  I. 


And  enrleth  Uiat 
they  should  lire, 
I  so  manj  lie 


I  looked  upon  the  rotting  sea. 
And  drew  my  eyes  away  ; 
I  looked  upon  the  totting  deck, 
And  there  the  dead  men  lay. 


*  For  the  last  two  lioes  of  this  etansa  I  am  indebted  to  Mr  Wordsworth. 
It  was  on  a  delightful  walk  from  Nether  Stowey  to  Didvvrtoq,  with  Um 
and  his  sister,  in  tho  autumi  of  1197,  that  this  poem  was  planned,  and  In 
part  composed. 
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I  looked  to  heaven,  and  tried  to  prfty  ; 
But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  gusht,  \y 

A  wicked  whisper  eame,  and  made 
My  heart  as  dry  as  dust. 

I  closed  my  lids,  and  kegt  them  close, 

And  the  balls  like  pulses  beat ; 

For  the  sky  and  the  sea,  and  the  sea  and  the  sky 

Lay  like  a  load  on  my  weary  eye, 

And  the  dead  were  at  my  feet 

The  cold  sweat  melted  from  their  limbs,  J«*  »^/^  \ 

Nor  rot  nor  reek  did  they  :  ?*^*y*  **'  ^ 

The  look  with  which  they  looked  on  me 
Had  never  passed  away. 

An  orphan's  curse  would  drag  to  hell 

A  spirit  from  on  high  ; 

But  oh  !  more  horrible  than  that 

Is  the  curse  in  a  dead  man's  eye  ! 

Seven  days,  seven  nights,  I  saw  that  curse. 

And  yet  I  could  not  die. 

The  moving  Moon  went  up  the  sky,  Jlld*i*xiS22lS 

And  nowhere  did  abide  :  ihT'lSilie^ 

Softly  she  was  going,  up,  I£S"J^aii^ 

And  a  star  or  two  beside— >-       '  joum,  yet  auii 

move  onward ; 
and  eyerywbere  the  blue  fky  belongs  to  tbem,  and  is  tlioir  appointed  nst,  and  tbeir 
naUve  country  and  their  own  natural  homes,  which  they.  Alter  aoannonncedi  as  lords 
that  are  certainly  expected,  and  yet  there  is  a  silent  Joy  at  their  arriTal. 

Her  beams  bemocked  the  sultry  main 
Like  April  hoar-frost  spread  ; 
But  where  the  ship's  huge  shadow  lay. 
The  charmed  water  burnt  alway 
A  still  and  awful  red. 

Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  ship.  Si  "^SJUf  *  h^ 

I  watched  the  wat^r-snakes  :  ^Iu^JomS 

They  moved  in  tracks  of  shining  white,  ««»^  «»>"• 
And  when  they  reared,  the  elfidi>  light 
Fell  off  in  hoary  flakes. 
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Within  the  shadow  of  the  ship 
I  watched  their  rich  attire  :  •     . 

Blue,  glossy  green,  und  velvet  hlack, 
They  coiled  and  swam  ;  and  every  traek 
Was  a  flash  of  golden  fire. 


Their  beauty  and 
their  happioesB. 


He  bleseeth  tfaem 
in  his  heart. 


0  happy  living  things  !  no  tongne 

Their  beauty  might  declare  : 

A  spring  oi'  love  gushed  from  my  heart, 

And  I  blessed  tVieni  unaware  : 

Sure  my  kind  saint  tools  pity  on  me, 

And  I  blessed  them  unaware. 


The  spell  begins 
to  break. 


The  selfsame  moment  I  could  pray  ; 
And  from  my  neck  so  free 
The  Albatross  fell  off,  and  sank 
Like  lead  into  the  sea. 


PART  V. 

Oh  sleep  I  it  is  a  gentle  thing. 
Beloved  from  pole  to  pole  I 
To  Mary  (iueeii  the  praise  be  given  ! 
She  senfthe  gentle  sleep  ftom  Heaven, 
That  slid  into  my  soul. 

K,  KV^u""^  Jl?     The  silly  buckets  on  the  deck, 

holy  Mother,  the  •» 

ancient  Mariner     That  had  SO  long  remained, 

is  refreshed  with      ^   ,  ,         ,,  nU    ^  '    -.i     i 

rain.     "  I  dreamt  that  they  were  filled  with  dew  ; 

And  when  I  awoke,  it  rained. 


My  lips  were  wet,  my  throat  was  cold, 
My  garments  all  were  dank  ; 
Bare  I  had  drunken  in  my  dreams,  . 
And  still  my  body  drank. 

I  moved,  and  could  not  feel  my  limbs  : 
I  was  so  light^-^almbst 
I  thought  that  I  had  died  in  sleep. 
And  was  a  blessed  ghost. 
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A.nd  soon  I  heard,  a  roaring  wind  :  £«n<ta*^*^fh 

It  did  not  come  anear  ;  Btmnge     sighit 

But  with  its  sound  it  shook  the  sails,  ^         in  the  iky  and 

That  were  so  thin  and  sere.  "^^  "^""^"^ 

The  upper  air  burst  into  life  1 
And  a  hundred  fire-flags  sheen, 
To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  about !. 
And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out, 
The  wan  stars  daneed  between. 

And  the  coming  wind  did  roar  more  loud, 
And  the  sails  did  sigh  like  sedge  ; 
And  the  rain  poured  down  from  one  black  cloud ; 
The  Moon  was  at  its  edge. 

The  thick  black  cloud  was  clefb,  and  still 
The  Moon  was  at  its  side  : 
Like  waters  shot  from  some  high  crag, 
The  lightning  fell  with  never  a  jag, 
A  river  steep  and  wide. 


ship  inoTes  on 


The  loud  wind  never  reached  the  ship,  Theb.»dieeofth« 

\  *'  Bhip'n   crew   are 

Tet  now  the  ship  moved  on  !  inspired,  and  Ihe 

Beneath  the  lightning  and  the  moon 
The  dead  men  gave  a  groan. 

They  groaned,  they  stirred,  they  all  uprose, 
•  Nor  spake,  nor  moved  their  eyes  ; 
It  had  been  strange,  even  in  a  dream, 
To  have  seen  those  dead,  men  rise. 

The  helmsman  steered,  the  ship  moved  on ; 

Yet  never  a  breeze  up  blew  ; 

The  mariners  all  'gan  work  the  ropes. 

Where  they  were  wont  to  do ; 

They  raised  their  limbs  like  lifeless  tools — 

We  were  a  ghastly  crew. 

The  body  of  my  brother's  son 
Stood  by  me,  knee  to  knee  : 
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Tbe  body  and  I  pulled  at  one  rope^ 
But  he  said  naught  to  me. 

*"V.*?.^y  ^^  "  I  fea«f  thee,  ancient  Manner  I" 

Bor  by  deinmi^  of  Be  calm,  thoa  Weddmg-Guest  I 

■ir,   kut   by  «  Twas  not  those  souls  that  fled  in  pain, 

L«SSl!  '^M&ifa^  Which  to  their  corses  came  again, 

SJc^SK'  But  a  troep  of  spirits  blest: 


fuardlAu  saint. 


For  when  it  dawned — ^they  dropped  their  arms, 
And  clustered  round  the  mast ; 
Sweet  sounds  rose  slowly  through  their  mouths, 
And  from  their  bodies  passed. 

Around,  around,  flew  each  sweet  sound 
Then  darted  to  the  Sun  ; 
Slowly  the  sounds  came  back  again, 
Now  mixed,  now  one  by  one. 

Sometimes  a-dropping  from  the  sky 
I  heard  the  sky-lark  sing ; 
Sometimes  all  little  birds  that  are, 
How  they  seemed' to  fill  the  sea  and  air 
WiCh  their  sweet  jargoning  ! 

And  now  'twas  like  all  instruments, 
Now  like  a,  lonely  flute  ; 
And  now  it  is  an  angel's  song, 
That  makes  the  heavens  be  mute. 

It  ceased ;  yet  still  the  -sails  made  on 
A  pleasant  noise  till  noon, 
A  noise  like  of  a  hidden  brook 
.  In  the  leafy  month  of  June« 
That  to  the  sleeping  woods  all  night 
Singeth  a  quiet  tune. 

Till  noon  we  quietly  sailed  on, 
Yet  never  a  breeze  did  breathe  : 
Slowly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship, 
Moved  onward  from  beneath. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


MOB  AjrCIBNT  MARINKB. 

Under  the  keel  nine  fathom  deep, 
From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow, 
The  spirit  shd  :  and  it  was  he 
That  made  the  ship  to  go. 
The  sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tune, 
And  the  ship  stood  still  also. 

The  Sun,  right  up  ahove  the  mast, 
Had  fixed  her  to  the  ocean  : 
But  in  a  minute  she  'gan  stir, 
With  a  short  uneasy  motion — 
Backwards  and  forwards  half  her  length 
With  a  short  uneasy  motion. 

Then  like  a  pawing  horse  let  go,* 
She  made  a  sodden  hound  : 
It  flung  the  hlood  into  my  head,    . 
And  I  fell  down  in  a  swound. 

How  long  in  that  same  fit  I  lay, 
I  have  not  to  declare  ;  ' 

Bat  ere  my  living  life  returned, 
I  heard,  and  in  my  soul  discerned 
Two  voices  in  the  air. 

"  Is  it  he  ?"  quoth  one,  "  Is  this  the  man  ? 
By  him  who  died  on  cross, 
With  his  cruel  bow  he  laid  full  low 
The  harmless  Albatross. 

"  The  spirit  who  bideth  by  himself 
In  the  land  of  mist  and  snow,  , 
He  loved  the  bird  that  loved  the  man 
Who  shot  him  with  his  bow." 

The  other  was  a  softer  voice. 

As  soft  as  honey-deM' . 

Cluoth  he,  "  The  man  hath  penance  done» 

And  penance  more  will  do." 

vol..  vn.  L 


ML 

The  looetoia^ 
spirit  tema.  flie 
•omh-pole  «ar- 
rim  on  the  thiB 
■•  fiur  M  the  lio«^ 
In  obedieaee  te 
tbeaogeliotrooiw 
bat  stin  Mqaff 
tth.  renSMmce. 


The  Polar  Spir- 
it's feHow  de. 
mons,  the  InviBt- 
ble  inbftbitantt 
of  the  element, 
take  part  In  bia 
wrong;  and  two 
of  them  relate, 
one  to  the  other, 
that  •  peuaoce 
long  and  heavy 
for  the  ancient 
Mariner  hath 
been  accorded  to 
the  Polar  Spirit, 
wl^  retumeth 
soQthward. 
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PART  VL 

FIRST  VOICE. 

But  tell  me,  tell  me  !  ^ak  again, 
Thy  soft  response  renewing — 
What  makes  that  ship  drive  on  so  fast  ? 
What  is  the  oceai^  doing  ? 

SECOND  VOICE. 

Still  as  a  slave  hefose  his  lord» 
The  ooaan  hath  no  hlast ; 
His  great  bright  eye  most  silently 
XJp  to  the  Moon  is  cast — 

If  he  may  know  which  way  to  go : 
For  she  guides  him  smooth  or  grim. 
See,  hrother,  see  !  how  graciously 
She  looketh  down  on  him. 


The  Mariner  hath 
been  caat  into  a 
trance;  for  the 
angelic  power 
cauaeth  the  ves- 
sel to  drireiArth- 
ward  flRBter  than 
human  life  could 
endure. 


FIRST   VOICE. 


But  why  drives  on  that  ship  so  fast, 
Without  or  wave  or  wind  ? 


SECOND   VOICE. 


The  air  is  cut  away  be&re. 
And  closes  from  behind. 


Fly,  brother,  fly !  more  high,  more  high  ! 
Or  we  shall  be  belated  : 
For  slow  and  slow  that  ship  will  go. 
When  the  Mariner's  trance  is  abated. 


I  woke,  and  we  were  sailing  on 
As  in  a  gentle  weather : 


Hie  ropenatonl 
motitm  it  retar- 
ded :  the  Mariner 
awakes,  and  his 

penance   begins     Twas  mght,  calm  night,  the  moon  was  high ; 
The  dead  men  stood  together. 


All  stood  together  on  the  deck, 
Fojr  a  charnel-dungeon  fitter  : 
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All  fixed  on  me  their  stony  eyes. 
That  in  the  Moon  did  glitter. 

The  pang,  the  curse,  with  which  they  died, 
Had  never  passed  away  : 
I  could  not  draw  my  eyes  from  theirs. 
Nor  turn  them  up  to  pray. 

And  now  this  sp^  was  snapt :  once  more  naSy  MmSoed  *" 

I  viewed  the  ocean  green, 

And  looked  far  forth,  yet  littj,e  saw 

Of  what  had  else  been  seen — 

Like  onei  that  on  a.  lonesome  road 
Doth  walk  in  fear  and  dread, 
And  having  once  turned  round  walks  on, 
And  turns  no  more  his  head ; 
Because  he  knows,  a  frightful  fiend 
Doth  close  behind  him  tread. 

But  soon  there  breathed  a  wind  on  me, 

Nor  sound  nor  motion  made  :  ^ 

Its  path  was  not  upon  the  sea, 

In  ripple  or  in  shade. 

It  raised  my  hair,  it  fanned  my  cheek 
Like  a  meadow-gale  of  spring —  .♦ 

It  mingled  strangely  with  my  fears. 
Yet  it  felt  like  a  welcoming. 

Swiftly,  swiftly  flew  the  ship. 
Yet  she  sailed,  softly  too  : 
Sweetly,  sweetly  blew  the  breeze- 
On  me  alone  it  blew. 

Oh !  dream  of  joy  !  is  this  indeed 

The  light-house  top  I  see  ?  ^^^  -JSjS"! 

Is  this  the  hill?  is  this  the  kirk  ?  ?»J>_.!??  »»"^« 

Is  this  mine  own  countree  ? 


eountry. 


t       We  drifted  o'er  the  harbor-bMr, 
'       And  I  with  sobs  did  pray-^ 
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0  let  me  be  awake,  my  God  ! 
Or  let  me  sleep  alway. 

The  harbor-bay  was  clear  as  glass, 
So  smoothly  it  was  strevm  ! 
And  on  the  bay  the  moonlight  lay, 
And  the  shadow  of  the  moon. 

The  rock  shone  bright,  the  kiric  no  less, 
That  stands  above  the  rock  : 
The  moonlight  steeped  in  silentness 
The  steady  weathercock. 

And  the  bay  was  white  with  silent  light 
JwulSSJ'Ae     Till  rising  from  the  same, 
£md  bodiM,  Full  many  shapes,  that  shadows  were. 

In  crimson  colors  came. 

And  appoar  In     A  little  distance  from  the  prow 

Ihelr  own  fcniM      ^-  ,      ,  ^ 

oriieiht.  Those  cnmson  shadows  were  : 

1  tamed  my  eyes  upon  the  deck — 
Oh,  Christ !  what  saw  I  there  ! 

Each  corse  lay  flat,  lifeless  and  flat, 
And,  by  the  holy  rood  ! 
A  man  all  light,  a  seraph-man, 
On  every  corse  there  stood. 

This  seraph-band,  each  waved  his  hand  : 
It  was  a  heavenly  sight ! 
^ '    They  stood  as  signals  to  the  land. 
Each  one  a  lovely  light ; 

This  seraph-band,  each  waved  his  hand. 
No  voice  did  they  impart — 
No  voice  ;  but  oh  !  the  silence  sJMik 
Like  music  on  my  heart. 

But  soon  I  heard  the  dash  of  oiurs,  . 
I  heard  the  Pilot's  cheer  ; 
My  head  was  turned  perforce  away. 
And  I  saw  a  boat  appear. 
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The  Pilot  and  the  Pilot's  boy, 
J  heard  them  coming  fast : 
Dear  Lord  in  Heaven  !  it  was  a  joy 
The  dead  men  could  not  blast. 

I  saw  a  third — I  heard  his  voice  : 

It  is  the  Hermit  good ! 

He  singeth  loud  his  godly  hymns 

That  he  makes  in  the  wood. 

He'll  shrieve  my  soul,  he'll  wash  away 

The  Albatross's  blood. 

PART  vn. 

This  Hermit  good  lives  in  that  wood  Sfwood"**  ^ 

"Which  slopes  down  to  the  sea. 

How  loudly  his  sweet  voice  he  rears  !  \ 

He  lov^s  to  talk  with  mariners 

That  come  from  a.  far  countree. 

He  kneels  at  morn,  and  noon,  and  eve — 

He  hath  a  cushion  plump  : 

It  is  the  moss  that  wholly  hides 

The  rotted  old  oak-stump. 

The  skiff-boat  neared:  r  heard  them  talk, 
"  "Why,  this  is  strange,  I  trow  ! 
"Where  are  those  lights  so  many  and  fair. 
That  signal  made  but  now  ?*' 

"  Strange,  by  my  faith  I"  the  Hermit  said—         ^^p^'^SfVcS?- 

"  And  they  answered  not  our  cheer  !  der. 

The  planks  looked  warped !  and  see  those  dails, 

How  thin  they  are  and  s^re  I 

I  never  saw  aught  like  to  them. 

Unless  pelchance  it  -w^ife 

**  Brown  sjccLetons  of  leaves  that  lag 
My  forest-brook  along ; 
When  the  ivy-tod  is  heavy  with  snow. 
And  the  owlet  whoops  to  the  wolf  below, 
That  eats  the  she-wolfs  young," 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


246 


TheBhipLfadden- 
ly  siiiketh. 


The  ancient  Mari- 
ner U  saved  in 
the  PUoi't.  boat. 
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**  Dear  Lord  !  it  hath  a  fiendish  look — 
(The  Pilot  made  reply) 
I  am  a-feared" — *'  Push  on,  push  on  !" 
Said  the  Hermit  cheerily. 

The  hoat  came  closer  to  the  ship^ 
But  I  nor  spake  nor  stirred  ; 
The  hoat  came  close  heneath  the  ship, 
And  straight  a  sound  was  heard. 

Under  the  water  it  rumhled  on, 
Still  louder  and  more  dread  ; 
It  reached  the  ship,  it  split  the  bay ; 
The  ship  went  dgwn  like  lead. 

Stunned  by  that  loud  and  dreadful  sound, 

Which  sky  and  ocean  smote, 

Like  one  that  hath  been  seven  days  drowned 

My  body  lay  afloat ; 

But  swift  as  dreams,  myself  I  found 

Within  the  Pilot's  boat. 


Upon  the  whirl,  where  sank  the  ship, 
The  boat  spun  round  and  round ; 
And  all  was  still,  save  that  the  hill 
Was  telling  of  the  sound. 

I  moved  my  lips — ^the  Pilot  shrieked 
And  fell  down  in  a  fit ; 
The  holy  Hermit  raised  his  eyes, 
And  prayed  where  he  did  sit. 

I  took  the  oars  :  the  Pilot's  boy, 

Who  now  doth  crazy  go. 

Laughed  loud  and  long,  and  all  the  while 

His  eyes  went  to  and  fro. 

'•  Ha  I  ha  !"  quoth  he,  "full  plain  I  see, 

The  Devil  knows  how  to  row.'* 

And  now,  all  in  my  own  oountree, 
I  stood  on  the  firm  land ! 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


THE  ANCIENT  MARINKB.  247 


The  hermit  stepped  forth  from  the  hoat, 
And  scarcely  he  could  stand. 


"  0  shrieve  me,  shrieve  me,  holy  man  I'*  J*«  ancient  Mm^ 

_,      __  ,  ,  .     ,  *"«'       earnently 

The  Hermit  crossed  his  brow.  enurwteth     the 

"  Say  quick/*  quoth  he,  ''I  bid  thee  say —  him ;    and  the 

What  manner  of  man  art  thou  ?"  ESSTS^hto.  "'* 

Forthwith  this  frame  of  mine  was  wrenched 

With  a  woful  agony, 

Which  forced  me  to  begin  my  tale ; 

And  then  it  left  me  free. 

Since  then,  at  an  uncertain  hour,  ^^  .J^*'^*^ 

'  aoon  throughout 


That  agony  returns  : 

an     aBOOT   coo* 

And  till  my  ghastly  tale  is  told,  itraineth  him  to 

This  heart  within  me  bums.  toTLmL 

I  pass,  like  night,  from  land  to  land ; 
I  have  strange  power  of  speech  ; 
That  moment  that  his  face  I  see, 
I  know  the  man  that  must  hear  me  : 
To  him  my  tale  I  teach: 

What  loud  uproar  bursts  from  that  door  I 
The  wedding-guests  are  there  : 
But  in  the  garden-bower  the  bride 
And  bride-maids  singing  are : 
And  hark  the  little  vesper-bell. 
Which  biddeth  me  to  prayer  ! 

0  Wedding-Guest !  this  soul  hath  been 
Alone  on  a  wide  wide  sea  : 
So  lonely  'twas,  that  God  himself 
Scarce  seemed  there  to  be. 

0  sweeter  than  the  marriage-feast, 
'Tis  sweeter  far  to  me, 
To  walk  together  to  the  kirk 
With  a  goodly  company  1 — 
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To  walk  together  to  the  kirk, 

And  all  together  pray, 

"While  each  to  his  great  Father  hends, 

Old  men,  and  babea,  and  loving  friends, 

And  youths  and  maidens  ga^; 


I  And  to  teach,  by  Farewell,  farewell !  but  this  J  tell 

I  bis  own  example,  -.^r    1 1*        /-i 

f  love  and  rever-  Xo  thee,  thou  Wedding-Guest  I 

ibS  God  made  He  prayeth  well,,  whb  loveth  well 

*°    **^®  '  Both  man  and  bird  and  beast. 


He  prayeth  best,  who  loveth  best 
All  things  both  gre^at  and  small ; 
For  the  dear  God  who  loveth  us, 
He  made  and  loveth  all." 


The  Mariner,  whose  eye  is  brightj 
Whose  beard  with  age  is  hoar, 
Is  gone  :  and  now  the  Wedding-Guest 
Turned  from  the  bridegroom's  door. 


He  went  like. one  that  hath  been  sf 
And  is  of  sense  forlorn  : . 
A  sadder  and  a  wiser  man, 
He  rose  the  morrow  morn. 


mued, 
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OHRISTABEL. 


PREFACE.* 


The  first  |Murt  of  the  following  poem  was  wntten  in  tiie  year  179*7,  at 
Stowey,  in  the  county  of  Somerset.  The  locotid  part,  after  my  return  from 
Qermany,  in  the  year  ISOO^^t  £^wick»  Cumberland  It  is  probable,  that 
if  the  poem  had  been  finished  at  either  of  the  former  periods,  or  if  even  the 
first  and  second  part  had  been  pub^shedin  the  year  1800,  tiiie  impression  of 
its  originality  would  haye  been  jniich  greater  than  X  dare  at  present  expect. 
But  for  this,  I  have  only  my  own  indolence  to  blame.  The  dates  are  menti<Mi- 
ed  for  the  exclusive  purpose  of  preeludiiig  charges  of  {Jiagiarism  or  servile 
imitation  from  myself  For  there  ia  amoi^t  as  a  set  of  eriHom^  who  seem 
to  hold,  that  every  possible  thought -aii4  image  is  trAditiooal.;  who  have  no 
notion  that  there  are  such  things  as  fountains,  in  the  world,  small  as  well  as 
g^eat ;  and  Who  would  therefore .  charitably  derive  every  rill  they  behold 
flowing,  from  a  perforatioti  made  in  some  other  mail's  tank.  I  am  confident, 
however,  that  as  far  fli  the  present  poem  is  concerned,  ihe  eelebrated  poets 
whose  writings  I  mi|^  be  suspected  of  hairing  imitated,  either  m.  particular 
passages,  or  in  the  tone  and  the  spirit  of  the  whole,  would  be  lunong  the 
first  to  vindicate  me  from  the  charge,  mxSt  who»  on  any  striking  «omcidence, 
would  permit  me  to  address  them  in  this  do^erel  version  of  two  m<mki8h 

Latin  hexameters. 

TiB  mine  atad  it  is  likewise  yoan  ; 
Bat  an  if  ibis  will  not  do; 
Let  it  be  mlDe,  good  friend  I  for  I 
Am  the  poorer  of  the  two: 

I  have  only  to  add,  that  the  metre  of 'the  Christabel  is  not,  properly 
speaking,  irr^g^ular,  though  it  nu^  seem  so  from  its  being  founded  on  a  new 
principle :  namely,  that  cf  ^eonntiBg  in  eaeh  line  the  accents,  not  the  sylla- 
bles. Though  the  latter  may  vary  from  seven  to  twelve,  yet  in  each  line 
the  accents  will  be  found  to  be  only  four.  IT^evertMess  this  ^^cesaional  va- 
riation m  number  of  aylbbles  is  not  introdiioed  wantonly,  or  fw  the  mere 
ends  of  ccmvenience,  but  in  oo^retponjence  with  some. transition,  ia  the  na- 
ture of  the  imagery  or  passion. 

y  /  PART  1  /  / 

'Tis  the  middle  of  nidit  l^y  ^be  castle  clock, 
Anil  the  owls  have  awakehiMl  the  cKowmg  ooek ; 

•  To  Ui^e^tton  oTlSlSk 
L* 
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Xu— whit ! ^Tu— whoo  ! 

And  hark,  again  !  the  crowing  cock» 
How  drowsily  it  crew. 

Sir  Leoline,  the  Baron  rich, 

Hath  a  toothless  mastiflT  bitch  ; 

From  her  kennel  beneath  the  rock 

She  maketh  answer  to  the  clock, 

Four  for  the  quarters,  and  twelve  for  the  hour ; 

Ever  and  aye,  by  shine  and  shower,  > 

Sixteen  short  howls,  not  over  loud ; 

Some  say,  she  sees  my  lady's  shroud. 

Is  the  night  chilly  and  dark  ? 

The  night  is  chilly,  but  not  dark. 

The  thin  gray  cloud  is  spread  on  high. 

It  covers  but  not  hides  the  sky..       ^  < 

'-    The  moon  is  behind,  and  at  the  full ; 

And  yet  she  looks  both  small  and  dull. 

The  night  is  chill,  the  cloud  is  gray  : 
^    Tis  a  month  before  the  month  of  May,*    . 
**  And  the  Spring  comes  slowly  up  thiB  way) 

Tfee  16vely  l/dy,  dhnslaiel. 

Whom  her  father  loves  so  well, 

What  makes  her  in  the  wood  so  late, 

A  furlong  from  the  castle-gate  ? 

She  had  dreams  all  yesternight 

Of  her  own  betrothed  knight ; 

And  she  in  the  midnight  wood  will  pray 

For  the  weal  of  her  lover  that's  fax  away. 

She  stole  along,  she  nothing  spoke, 
The  fiighs  she  heaved  were  soft  atid  low, 
And  naught  was  green  upon  the  eak, 
But  moss  and  rarest  misletoe : 
She  kneels  beneath  the  huge  oak  tree, 
AJKSL  in  silence  prayeth  she.  **      » 


f 


The  lady  sprang  up  suddenly, 
The  lovely  lady,  Cl^stabel !. 
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It  moaned  as  near,  as  near  can  be, 
But  what  it  is,  she  can  not  tell.^ 
On  the  other  side,  it  sedms  to  be. 
Of  the  huge,  broad-breasted,  old  oak-tt'ee. 

The  night  is  chill ;  the  forest  bare  ; 

Is  it  the  wind  that  moaneth  bleak  ? 

There  is  not  wind  enough  in  the  air 

To  move  away  the  ringlet  curl 

From  the  lovely  lady's  cheek — 

There  is  not  wind  enough  to  twirl 

The  one  red  leaf,  the  last  of  its  clan, 

That  dances  as  often  as  dance  it  can. 

Hanging  so  light,  and  hanging  so  high, 

On  the  topmost  twig  that  looks  up  at  the  sky. 

Hush !  beating  heart  of  Chrlstabel ! 
Jesu,  Maria,  shield  her  well ! 
She  folded  her  arms  beneath  her  cloak* 
And  stale  to  the  other  side  of  the  oak. 
"What  sees  she  there*? 

There  she  sees  a  damsel  brigKt, 

Drest  in  a  silken  robe  of  white,  ^ 

That  shadowy  in  the  moonlight  shone  : 

The  neck  that  made  that  white  robe  waJt, 

Her  stately  neck,  ahd  arms  were  bare; 

Her  blue-veined  feet  unsandal'd  were^ 

And  wildly  glittered  here  and  there 

The  gems  entangled  in  her  hair. 

I  guess,  'twas  frightful  there  to^ee* 

A  lady  so  richly  clad  as  she — 

Beautiful  exceedingly ! 

Mary  motheri  save  me  now ! 

(Said  Ohristabel,)  And  who  art  thou  ? 

The  lady  strange  made  answer  meet, 
And  her  voice  was  faint  and  sweet  :^ 
Have  pity  on  my  sore  distress, 
I  scarce  can  speak  for  weariness : 
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Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  and  have  no  fear ! 
Said  Christahei,  How  earnest  thou  here  ? 
And  the  lady,  whose  voice  was  faint  and  sweet. 
Did  thus  pursue  her  answer  meet : — 

My  sire  is  of  a  noble  line, 

And  my  name  is  Geraldine  : 

Five  warriors  seized  me  yestermorn,  . 

Me,  even  me,  a  maid  forlorn  : 

They  choked  my  cries  with  force  and  fright, 

And  tied  me  on  a  palfrey  white. 

The  palfrey  was  as  fleet  as  wind, 

And  they  rode  furiously  behind. 

They  spurred  amain,  their  steeds  were  white  : 

And  once  we  crossed  the  shade  of  night. 

As  sure  as  Heaven  shall  rescue  me, 

I  have  no  thought  what  men  they  be  ; 

Nor  do  I  know  how  long  it  is. 

(For  I  have  lain  entranced  I  wis) 

Since  one,  the  tallest  of  the  five. 

Took  me  from  the  palfrey's  back, 

A  weary  woman,  scarce  alive. 

Some  ]|uittered  words  his  comrades  spoke  : 

He  placed  me  underneath  this  oak ; 

He  swore^hey  would  return  with'  haste ; 

"Vyhither  they  went  I  can  not  tell — 

I  thought  I  heard,  some  minute»  past, 

Sounds  as  era  castle  bell. 

Stretch  forth  thy  hand  (thus  ended  she), 

And  help  a  wattched  maid  to  flee. 

Then  Christahei  stretched  forth  her  hand  « 

And  comforted  fair  GeraldiiTe  : 

0  well,  bright  dame !  may  yeu  command 

The  service  of  Sir  Leolfne ; 

And  gladly  our  stout  chivahy 

Will  he  send  forth  and  friends  withal 

To  guide  and  guard  you  safe  and  free  ^ 

Home  to  your  noble  father's  hall. 
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j  She  rose :  and  forth  with  steps  they  passed 
I  That  strove  to  be,  and  Twere  not,  fast. 

Her  gracious  stars  the  lady  Uest, 

And  thus  spake  on  ^weet  Christabel :  ^( 

All  our  household  are  at  rest,  * 

The  hall  as  silent  as  the  cell ; 

Sir  Leoline  is  weak  in  health, 

And  may  not  well  awakened  be, 

But  we  will  move  as  if  in  stealth, 

And  I  beseech  your  courtesy, 

This  night,  to  share  your  couch  witk  me. 

They  crossed  the  moat,  and  Christabel 

Took  the  key  that  fitted  well ; 

A  little  door  she  opened  straight, 

All  in  the  middle  of  the  gate  ; 

The  gale  that  was  ironed  y^ithin  and  without, 

Where  an  army  in  battle  array  had  marched  out.  ^ 

The  lady  sank,  belike  through  pain,  / 

And  Christabel  with  might  and  main 

Lifted  her  up,  a  weary  weight. 

Over  the  threshold  of  the  gate : 

Then  the  lady  rose  again, 

And  moved,  as  she  were  not  in  pain. 

So  free  from  danger,  fireefrom  fear. 

They  crossed  the  court :  right  glad  they  were. 

And  Christabel  devoutly  cried 

To  the  Lady  by  her  side  : 

Praise  we  the  Virgin  all  divine 

Who  hath  rescued  thee  from  thy  distress  ! 

Alas,  alas !  said  Geraldine, 

I  can  not  speak  for  weariness. 

So  free  from  danger,  free  from  fear. 

They  crossed  the  court :  right  glad  they  were. 

Outside  her  kennel  the  mastiff  old 

Lay  fast  asleep,  in<  moonshine  ookL  j 

The  mastiff  old  did  not  awake,  ^ 

Yet  she  an  angry  xnoan  did  make ! 
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And  what  ean  ail  the  mastiflf  bitch  ? 
Never  till  now  Bhe  utteied  yell 

/Beneath  the  eye  of  Christahel. 
Perhaps  it  is  the  owlet's  scritclv: 
For  what  can  ail  the  mastiff  bitcK? 

They  passed  the  hall,  that  echoes  stil], 
Pass  as  lightly  as  you  will ! 
The  brands  were  flat,  the  brands  were  dying, 
Amid  their  own  white  ashes  lying  ; 
But  when  the  lady  passed,  there  came 
A  tongue  of  hght,  a  fit  of  jQame  ; 
And  Christabel  saw  the  lady*s  eye, 
And  nothing  else  saw  she  thereby, 
Save  the  boss  of  the  shield  of  Sir  Leoline  tall. 
Which  hung  in  a  murky  old  niche  in  the  wall. 
0  softly  tread,  said  Christabel, 
M[y  father  seldom  sleepeth  well. 

Sweet  Christabel  her  feet  doth  bare, 

And,  jealous  of  the  listening  air, 

They  steal  their  way  from  stair  to  stair, 

Now  in  glimmer,  and  now  in  gloom^ 

And  now  they  pass  the  Baron's  room, 

As  still  as  death  with  stifled  breath  J         ^ 

And  now  have  reached  her  chanlber  door  { 

And  now  doth  Geraldine  press  down 

The  rushes  of  the  chamber  floor. 

The  moon  shines  dim  in  the  opei\  air. 

And  not  a  moonbeam  enters  here. 

But  they  without  its  light  can  see 

The  chamber  carved  so  curiously, 

Carved  with  figures  strange  and  4weet, 

AU  made  out  of  the  carver's  br^^, 

For  a  lady's  chamber  meet : 

The  lamp  with  twofold  silver  c^ain 

Is  fastened  to  an  angel's  feet. 

The  silver  lamp  burns  dead  and  dim ; 

But  Christabel  the  lamp  will  trjm. 
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She  trimmed  the  lamp,  and  made  it  laidghi, 
And  led  it  swinging  to  and  fro, 
"While  Geraldine,  in  wretched  plight, 
Sank  down  upon  the  floor  bel^w. 

0  weary  lady,  Geraldine, 

1  pray  yoif,-  drink  this  cordial  wine  t 
It  is  a  wine  of  virtuous  powers  ; 
My  mother  made  it  of  wild  flowers. 

And  will  your  mother  pity  me, 
"Who  am  a  maiden  inost  forlorn  ? 
Christabel  answered'«>Woe  is^ne ! 
She  died  the  hour  that  I  wasbem. 
I  have  heard  the  gray-haired  friar  tell, 
How  rni  her  death-bed  she  did  sa^, 
That  she  should  hear  the  castle-bell 
Strike  twelve  upon  my  wedding-day. 

0  mother  dear !  that  thou  wert  here ! 

1  would,  said  Geraldine,  -she  were  ! 


But  soon  with  altered  voice,  said  1 
"  Ofl*,  wandering  mother !     Peak  and  piuB ! 
I  have  power  to  bid  %hee  fle^.'* 
Alas  !  what  ails  poor  Geraldine.?  , 
Why  stares  she  with  unsettled  e^ie  ? 
Can  she  the  bodiless  dead  espy? 
And  why  with  hollow  voice  cries  she, 
"  Off,  woman,  off!  this  hour  is  mijne--- 
Though  thou'  her  guardian  spirit  be,    > 
Off,  woman,  off!  *tis  given  to  me." 

Then  Christubel  knelt  by  the  lad/s  side, 
And  raised  to  heaven  her  eyes^  so  blue — 
Alas  !  said  she,  this  ghastly  ride— ^ 
Bear  lady  !  it  hath  wildered  you ! 
The  lady  wiped  her  moist  cold  brow, 
And  faintly  said,  **  'tis  over  no^ !"  ' 

Again  the  wild-flower  wine  she  drank.:. 
Her  fair  large  eyes  'gan  gUtter  bright, 
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And  from  the  floor  wkereou  she  sank, 

The  lofty  lady  stood  upright ; 
She  was  most  heautifiil  to  sea, 
Like  a  lady  of  a  far  j>oimti6e. 

*  And  thus  the  lofty  lady  spake — 

All  they,  who  liye  in  the  upper  sky. 
Do  love  you,  holy  GhriBtabel4 
And  you  love  them,  and  for  their  sake 
And  for  the  good  which  me  hefell. 
Even  I  in  my  degree  will  try. 
Fair  maiden,  to  requite  you  w^. 
But  now  unrohe  younelf ;  ibr  I 
Must  pray,  ere  yet.  in  hed  I  lie« 

duoth  Ghristabel.  so  let  it  be  ! 
And  as  the  lady  bade,  did  she: 
Her  gentle  limbs  did  she  undress,* 
^  And  lay  down  in  her  loveliness. 

But  through  her  brain  of  weal  and  troo 
So  many  thoughts  moved  to  and  fr(T, 
That  vain  it  were  her  lids  to  close ; 
So  half-way  from  the  bed  she  rose, 
And  on  her  elbow  did  recline* 
To  look  at  the  lady  Greraldine.^ 

Beneath  the  lamp  the  lady  bowed» 
And  s]owly  rolled  her  eyes  around  { 
Then  drawing  in  her  breath  aloud 
Like  one  that  shuddered,  she  imbound 
The  cincture  from,  beneath  her  breast : 
Her  silken  robe,  and  inner  vest,    , 
Dropt  to  her  feet,  and  full  in  view,  • 
Behold !  her  bosom  and  half  her  sid&i— — 
A  sight  to  dream  of,  not  to  teUr! 
0  shield  her !  shield  sweet  Ghristabel  1 

Yet  Geraldine  nor  speaks  nor  stirs ; 
Ah !  what  a  stricken  look  was  hersi 
Deep  from  within  she  seems  half->way 
To  lift  some  weight  with  sick  assay, 
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And  eyes  the  maid  and  seeks  delay  ; 
Then  suddenly  as  one  defied 
Collects  herself  .in  scorn  and  pride, 
And  lay  down  by  the  maiden's  side  ! — 
And  in  her  arms  the  maid  she  took. 

Ah  well-a-dayj 
And  with  low  voice  and  doleful  look 

These  words  did  say  : 
In  the  touch  of  this  hosom  there  worketh  a  spell, 
Which  is  lord  of  thy  utterance^  Christahel ! 
Thou  knowest  to-night,  and  wilt  know  to-morrow 
This  mark  of  m)r  shame,  this  seal  of  my  sorrow ; 

But  vainly  thou  warrest, 
For  this' is  alone  in 

Thy  power  to  declare, 
That  in*  the  dim  forest   ^ 

Thou  heard'st  a  low  moaning, 
And  found' St  a  bright  lady,  surpassingly  fair ; 
And  didst  bring  her  home  with  thee  in  love  and  in  charity, 
To  shield  her  and  shelter  her  from  the  damp  air. 


THE    CONCLUSION   TO   PART  L 

It  was  a  lovely  sight  to  see 
The  lady  Christahel,  when  she 
Was  praying  at  the  old  oak-tree. 

Amid  the  jagged  shadoMiB 

Of  mossy  leafless  boiighfe, 

Kneeling  in  the  moonligljt, 

To  make  her  gentle  vows  ; 
Her  slender  palms  together  prest, 
Heaving  sometimes  on  her  breast ; 
Her  face  resigned  to  bliss  or  balft — 
Her  face,  oh  call  it  fair  not  p^le, 
And  both  blue  eyes  more  bright  4han  clear, 
Each  about  to  have  a-tear. 


With  open  eyes  (ah  woe  is  me  !) 
Asleep,  and  dreaming  fearfully, 
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Fearfully  dreaming,  yet  I  wis, 
Dreaming  that  alone,  which  is — 
0  sorrow  and  shame  !     Can  this  be  she. 
The  lady,  who  knelt  at  the  old  oak-tree  ? 
And  lo  !  the  worker  of  these  harms. 
That  holds  the  maiden  in  her  arms. 
Seems  to  slumber  still  and  mild. 
As  a  mother  with  her  child. 

A  star  hath  set,  a  star  hath  risen, 
O  Geraldine  I  since  arms  of  thine 
Have  been  the  lovely  lady's  priso*. 
0  Geraldine  I  one  hour  was  thine — 
Thou'st  had  thy  will !     By  tairn  and  fill, 
The  night-birds  all  that  hour  were  still. 
But  now  they  arc  jubilant  anew,*  * 

From  cliff  and  tower,  tu — whoo !  ta — ^whoo ! 
Tu. — whoo !  tu — whoo  I  from  wood  and  fell ! 
And  see  I  the  lady  Christ abel 
Gathers  herself  from  out  her  trance ; 
Her  limbs  relax,  her  countenance 
Grows  sad  and  soft  ;  the  smooth  thin  lids. 
Close  o'er  her  eyes  ;  and  tears  she  sheds — 
Large  tears  that  leave,  the  lashes  bright ! 
And  oft  the  while  she  seems  to  smile 
As  infants  at  a  sudden  light !  , 

Yea,  she  doth  smile,  and  she  doth  weep, 
Like  a  youthful  hermitess, 
f Beauteous  in  a  wilderness, 
^ho,  praying  always*  prays  in  sleep. 
And,  if  she  move  unquietly, 
Perchance,  'tis  but  the  blood  \)  free. 
Comes  back  and  tingles  in  her  feet. 
No  doubt,  she  hath  a  vision  sweet. 
What  if  her  guardian'  spirit  'twere  ? 
"What  if  she  knew  her  mother  near  ? 
But  this  she  knows,  in  joys  and  woes. 
That  saints  will  aid  if  men  will  call : 
For  the  blue  sky  bends  over  all ! 
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PART  n 


Each  matin  bell,  the  Baron  saith, 
Knells  us  back  to  a  world  of  death. 
These  words  Sir  Leoline  first  said. 
When  he  rose  and  found  his  lady  demd  : 
These  words  Sir  Leoline  will  saj^, 
Many  a  morn  to  his  dying  day.! 

And  hence  the  custom  and  law  began, 
That  still  at  dawn  the  sacristan, 
Who  duly  pulls  the  heavy  bell, 
Five  and  forty  beads  must  tell 
Between  each  stroke — a  warning  knell, 
Which  not  a  soul  can  choose  but  hear 
From  Bratha  Head  to  Wyndermere. 

Saith  Bracy  the  bard,  So  let  it  knell  I 
And  let  the  drowsy  sacristan 
Still  count  as  slowly  as  he  can ! 
There  is  no  lack  of  such,  I  ween. 
As  well  fill  up  the  space  between. 
In  Langdale  Pike  and  Witch 'ii  Lair, 
And  Dungeon-ghyll  so  foidly  rent, 
With  ropes  of  |pck  and  bells  of  air 
Three  sinful  sextons'  ghosts  are  pent, 
Who  all  give  back,  one  after  t'other. 
The  death-note  to  their  living  brother  ,"• 
And  oil  too,  by  the  knell  ofiended» 
Just  as  their  one  !  two !  three  !  is  ended. 
The  devil  mocks  the  dolefiil  tale 
With  a  merry  peal  from  Borodale. 

The  air  is  still  I  through  mist  and  cloud 
That  merry  peal  comes  ringing  loud  ; 
And  Geraldine  shakes  off  her  dread, 
And  rises  lightly  from  the  bed  ; 
Puts  on  her.  silken  vestments  white^ 
And  tricks  her  hair  in  lovely  plight. 
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And  nothing  doubting  of  ber  8X>ell 
Awakens  tbe  lady  Christabel. 
"  Sleep  you,  sweet  lady  Christabel  ? 
I  trust  that  you  have  rested  well." 

And  Christabel  awoke  and  spied 

The  same  who  ky  down  by  her  side — 

O  rather  say,  the  same  whom  she 

Raised  up  beneath  the  old  oak-tree ! 

Nay,  fairer  yet  I  and  yet  more  fair  ! 

For  she  belike  hath  drunken  deep 

Of  all  the  blessedness  of  sleep  ! 

And  while  she  spake,  her  looks,  her  air 

Such  gentle  thankfulness  declare. 

That  (so  it  seemed)  her  girded  vests 

Grew  tight  beneath  her  heaving  breasts. 

**  Sure  I  have  sinned  !*'  said  Christabel, 

"  Now  heaven  be  praised  if  all  be  well  !'* 

And  in  low  faltering  tones,  yet  sweet, 

Did  she  the  lofty  lady  greet 

With  such  perplexity  of  mind 

As  dreams  too  lively  leave  behind. 

So  quickly  she  rose,  and  quickly  arrayed 
Her  maiden  limbs,  and  having  prayed 
That  He,  who  on  the  cross  did  groan, 
Might  wash  away  her  sins  unknowi^ 
She  forthwith  led  fair  Geraldine 
To  mee^  her  sire,  Sir  Leoline. 

The  lovely  maid  and  the  lady  tall 
Are  pacing  both  into  the  hall. 
And  pacing  on  through  page  and  groom» 
Enter  the  Baron's  presence-room. 

The  Baron  rose,  and  while  he  prest 
His  gentle  daughter  to  his  breast, 
With  cheerful  wonder  in  his  eyes 
The  lady  Geraldine  espies, 
And  gave  such  welcome  to  the  same, 
As  might  beseem  so  bright  a  dame  I 
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But  when  he  heard  the  lady's  tale, 
And  when  she  told  her  father's  name, 
Why  waxed  Sir  Leoline  so  pale, 
Murmuring  o'er  the  name  again, 
Lord  Eoland  de  Vaux  of  Tryermaine  ? 

Alas  I  they  had  heen  friends  in  youth  ; 
But  whispering  tongues  can  poison  truth  ; 
And  constancy  lives  in  realms  above  ; 
And  life  is  thorny ;  and  youth  is  vain  ; 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love. 
Doth  work  like  madness  in  the  brain. 
And  thus  it  chanced,  as  I  divine, 
With  Roland  and  Sir  Leoline. 
Each  spake  words  of  high  ddk&in 
And  insult  to  his  heart's  best  brother  : 
They  parted — ^ne'er  to  meet  again  I 
But  never  either  found  another 
To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  painipg*^ 
They  stood  aloof,  the  scars  remaining, 
Like  clifis  which  had  been  rent  asunder ; 
A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between  ; — 
But  neither  heat,  nor  frost,  nor  thunder, 
Shall  wholly  do  away,  I  ween. 
The  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  been. 

Sir  Leoline,  a  moment's  space,    r    ^ 
Stood  gazing  on  the  damsel's  face  : 
And  the  youthful  Lord  of  Tryermaine 
Came  back  upon  his  heart  again. 

0  then  the  Baron  forgot  his  age. 

His  noble  heart  swelled  high  with  rage  ; 

He  swore  by  the  wounds  in  Jesu's  side, 

He  would  proclaim  it  far  and  wide 

With  trump  and  solemin  heraldry. 

That  they  who  thus  had  wronged  the  dame, 

Were  base  as  spotted  infamy  1 

''  And  if  they  dare  deny  the  same, 

My  herald  shall  appoint  a  week. 

And  let  the  redreant  traitors  seek 
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My  tourney  court — that  there  i^nd  then 

I  may  dislodge  their  reptile  souls 

From  the  bodies  and  forms  of  inen  I" 

He  spake  :  his  eye  in  lightning  rolls  \      ~ 

For  the  lady  was  ruthlessly  seized  ;  and  he  kenned 

In  the  beautiful  lady  the  child  of  his  friend  ! 

And  now  the  tears  were  on  his  face, 
And  fondly  in  his  arms  he  took 
Fair  Geraldine,  who  met  the  embrace, 
Prolonging  it  with  joyous  look. 
Which  when  she  viewed,  a  vision  fell 
Upon  the  soul  of  Christ abel. 
The  vision  of  fear,  the  touch  and  pain  ! 
Bhe  shrunk  and  shuddered,  and  saw  again — 
(Ah,  woe  is  me  !  Was  it  for  thee. 
Thou  gentle  maid  I  such  sights  to  see  ?) 
-Again  she  saw  that  bosom  old,  > 
Again  she  felt  that  bosom  cold, 
And  drew  in  her  breath  with  a  hissing  sound  : 
Whereat  the  Knight  turned  wildly  round. 
And  nothing  saw,  but  his  own  sweet  maid 
With  eyes  upraised,  as  one  that  prayed. 

The  touch,  the  sight,  had  passed  away. 
And  in  its  stead  that  vision  blest, 
Which  comforted  her  after-rest, 
While  in  the  lady's  arms  she  lay, 
Had  put  a  rapture  in  her  breast. 
And  on  her  lips  and  o'er  her  eyes 
Spread  smiles  like  light  ! 

With  new  surprise,  , 
"  What  ails  then  my  beloved  child  ?" 
The  Baron  said — His  daughter  mild 
Made  answer,  "  All  will  yet  be  well !" 
I  ween,  she  had  no  power  to  tell 
Aught  else  :  so  mighty  was  the  spell. 

Yet  he,  who  saw  this  Geraldine, 
Had  deemed  her  sure  a  thing  divine. 
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Such  sorrow  with  such  grace  she  blonded. 
As  if  she  feared,  she  had  ofiended 
Sweet  Christ ahel,  that  gentle  maid  I 
And  with  such  lowly  tones  she  prayed,  ' 
She  might  he  sent  without /lelay 
Home  to  her  father's  mansion. 

"Nay! 
Nay,  by  my  soul  I"  said  Leoline.  . 
"  Ho  !  Bracy,  the  bard,  the  chaige  be  thine ! 
Go  thou,  with  music  sweet  and  loud. 
And  take  two  steeds  with  trappings  proud, 
And  take  the  youth  whom  thou  lov'st  best 
To  bear  thy  harp,  and  learn  thy  song, 
And  clothe  you  both  in  solemn  vest, 
And  over  the  mountains  haste  along,    '  •^ 

Lest  wandering  folk,  that  are  abroad. 
Detain  you  on  the  valley  road. 
And  when  he  has  crossed  the  Irthiiig  flood, 
My  merry  bai^d  !  he  hastes,  he  hastes 
Up  Knorren  Moor,  through  Halegarth  Wood, 
And  reaches  soon  that  castle  good 
Which  stands  and  threatens  Scotland's  wastes. 

"  Bard  Bracy  !  bard  Bracy  I  your  horses  are  fleet, 

Ye  n^ust  ride  up  the  hall,  your  music  so  sweet, 

More  loud  than  your  horpes'. echoing  feet ! 

And  loud  and  loud  to  Lord  Holand  call, 

Thy  daughter  is  safe  in  Langdale  hall  I 

Thy  beautiful  daughter  is  safe  and  free — 

Sir  Leoline  greets  thee  thus  through  me. 

He  bids  thee  come  without  delay 

With  all  thy  numerous  array  ; 

And  take  thy  lovely  daughter  home  : 

And  he  will  meet  thee  on  the  way 

With  all  his  numerous  array 

White  with  their  panting  palfreys'  foam  : 

And  by  mine  honor  I  I  will  say, 

That  I  repent  me  of  the  day 

When  I  spake  words  of  fierce  disdain 

To  Eoland  do  Vaux  of  Tryermaine  !— 
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— ^For  siabe  tiiat  evil  hoar  hath  flown, 
Many  a  summer's  sun  hath  shone  ;  * 

Yet  ne'er  found  I  a  friend  again 
Like  Roland  de  Yaux  of  Tryermaine." 

The  lady  fell,  and  clasped  his  knees, 

Her  face  upraised,  her  eyes  overflowing  ; 

And  Bracy  replied,  with  faltering  voice, 

His  gracious  hail  on  all  bestowing ! — 

"  Thy  words,  thou  sire  of  Christabel,  • 

Are  sweeter  than  my  harp  can  tell ; 

Yet  might  I  gain  a  boon  of  thee, 

This  day  my  joomey  should  not  be, 

So  strange  a  dream  hath  come  to  me ; 

That  I  had  vowed  with  music  loud 

To  clear  yon  wood  from  thing  unblest, 

Warned  by  a  vision  in  my  rest ! 

For  in  my  sleep  I  saw  that  dove. 

That  gentle  bird,  whom  thou  dost  love, 

And  oall'st  by  thy  own  daughter's  name*^ 

Sir  Leoline  !  I  saw  the  same 

Fluttering,  and  uttering  fearful  moan. 

Among  the  green  herbs  in  the  forest  alone. 

Which  when  I  saw  and  when  I  heard, 

I  wonder'd  what  might  ail  the  bird  ; 

For  nothing  near  it  could  I  see, 

Save  the  grass  and  green  herbs  underneath  the  old  tree. 

/    "  And  in  my  dream  methought  I  went 
'^       To  search  out  what  might  there  be  found ; 
And  what  the  sweet  bird's  trouble  meant, 
That  thus  lay  fluttering  on  the  ground. 
I  went  and  peered,  and  could  descry 
No  cause  for  her  distressful  cry  ; 
But  yet  for  her  dear  lady's  sake 
I  stooped,  methought,  the  dove  to  take, 
When  lo  !  I  saw  a  bright  green  snake 
Coiled  aroimd  its  wings  and  neck. 
Green  as  the  herbs  on  which  it  couched, 
Close  by  the  dove's  itf  head  it  orouched ;  * 
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And  with  the  dove- it  heares  and  stirs, 

Swelling  its  neck  as  she  swelled  hers !      y^ 

I  woke  ;  it  was  iiie  roidnight  hocu;         '  . 

The  deck  wiis  echoing  in  the  towei^ ;      ' 

But  though  my  slumber  was  gone  by; 

This  dream  it  weald  nof  pasr  away^ 

Ijt  seems  to  iliye  upon  my  eye ! 

And  thence  I  vowed,  this  self-same  day, 

With  music  strong  and  saintly  song 

To  wander  through  the  forest  bare, 

Lest  anght  unholy  loiter  there." 

Thus  Bracy  said :  ihe  B%ron,  the  while, 
-Half-listening  heard  him  ^th  a  senile  ; 
Then  turned  tp  Lady  Geraldine,  - 
His  eyes  made  up  of  wonder  and  hv^ ;      ■ 
.  And  said  in  oourtjly  accents  fine, 
"  Sweet  maid,  L^^  Roland's  beauteous  dove 
With  arms  more  strongs  than  harp  or  song,  '  ■ 
Thy  sire  and  I  will  crash  the  snake  T' 
He  kissed  her  forehead  as  he  spake, 
And  Geraldine,  in  maiden  wise,      -      s 
Casting  down  her  large  bright  eyes. 
With  bluslung*' cheek  and  courtesy  fine 
She  tumed  her  from  Sir  Leoiine  ; 
SdUy  gathering  up  her  train. 
That  o'er  her  right  arm  fdl  again ;    - 
And  folded  her  arms  across  her  chest/  ' 

And  couched  her  bead'  upon  her  breast, 
And  looked  askance  at  Christabel— —  ^ 

Jesu  Maria,  shield  her  well !  ; 

'♦  .  '  •  ~ 

X  ^  A  snake's  small  eye  blinks  dull  and  shy. 

And  the  lady's  eyes  they  shrunk  in  her  head, 

Each  shrunk  up  to  a  serpent's  eye, 

And  with  somewhat  of  malice,  and  more  of  dread, 

At  Christabel  she  looked  askance  ! — 

One  moment — and  the  sight  was  fled  I 

But  Christabel  in  dizzy  trance 
VOL.  vn.  M 
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Stumbling  on  tbe  Utt8tead7  gxo^nd  ~ 
Shuddered  aloud,  with  a  h^adng  aound ; 
A|id  Geraldine  again  tuned  round, 
And  like  a  thing  tha^t  sought  relief 
Full  of  'Wonder  ajid  fuU.of  grief, 
She  rolled  her  la?^  bright  eyes  divine 
\  Wildly  on  Sir  LeoliniQ..  .  ^  . 

The  maid,^alaB  !  her  thoughts  are  gone, 
She  nothing  sees — ^ho  sig^it  but  one  ! 
The  maid,  devoid  of  guile  and  sin, 
I  know  not  how,  in  fearful  wise 
So  deeply  had  she  drunken  in 
That  look,  thos^  shrunken  serpent. eyes, 
That  all  hejr  features,  were,  resigned 
To  this  sole  image  in  h^  mind  ;   , 
And  passively  did  imitate 
^    That  look  of  dull  and  treacherous  .h«le  I 
A^d  thus  she  stood,  in  dizzy  trajoce^ 
Still  picturing  that  ioojk  askance 
With  forced  unoonspious  sympathy 
Full  before  her  father's  vieW!Tr- — 
As  far  as  such  a  look  could  be, 
I^  eyes  so  innocent^nd  blue !    ^ 
And  Dfrhen  the  trance  was  o'er,  the  iaaid 
Paused  awhile,  and  inly  prayed : 
Then  falling  at  the  Baron's  feet, 
*'  By  my  mother's  soul  do  I  entreat 
That  thou  this  woman  send  away  l" 
She  said  :  and  more  she  could  not  say  :  . 
For  what  she  knew  she, could  not.  tell, 
O'er-mastered  by  the  mighty  spell. 

Why  is  thy  cheek  so  wan  and  wild. 
Sir  Leolin©  ?     Thy  only  child 
lies  at  thy  feet,  thy  joy,  thy  pride. 
So  fair,  so  innocent,  so  mild  ; 
The  same,  for  whom  thy  lady  died  I 
0  by  the  pangs  of  her  dear  mother 
Think  thou  no  evil  of  tHy  child  ! 
For  her,  and  thee,  an  I  for  no  other, 
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She  prayed  the  ifOMDait  eie  shewed ! 
Prayed  that.the  habe ibr  wham  afae  died» 
Might  jyrove  faw deaxloid^a  jo^r  aaiiprfde I 
That  prayer  her  deadly  paogs  beguiled, 

SirLeolme!  . 
And  mronldrt  thaa  wroag  ^y^tNily  eUld, 
Her  child  »ad  thine  I 

Withinthe  Baron's  heart  and  h^in 

If  thoughjs,  like  these,  had  any  share, 

They  only  swelled  his  tjBigff  and,  pain. 

And  did  bnt  work  confttsion  there. 

His  heart  was  cleft  with  pain  and  rage, 

His  cheeks  they  qniTered,-bis  eyes  were  wild* 

Dishonored  thus  in  his  old  age  ;        ^    • 

Dishonored  by  his  only  child»  »    . 

And  all  his  hospitality 

To  the  wrong'd  daughter  of  his  fdend 

By  more  than  woman's  jealousy 

Brought  thus  to  a  disgraceful  end—  "  ^  * 

He  rolled  his  eye  with  stern  regard  * 

Upon  the  gentle  minstrel  bard, 

And  said  in  tones  abrupt,  austere— 

"  "Why,  Bracy  [  dost  thou  loiter  here  ? 

I  bade  thee  hence !"     The  bard  obeyed ;  ' 

And  turning  from  his  own  sweet  maid, 

The  aged  knight,  Sir  Leoline, 

Led  forth  the  lady  Geraldine  ! 


THE   CONCLUSION  TO   PART   U. 

A  LITTLE  child,  a  limber  elf, 
Singing,  dancing  to  itself, 
A  fairy  thing  with  red  round  cheeks. 
That  always  finds,  and  never  seeks, 
Makes  such  a  vision  to  the  sight 
As  fills  a  father's  eyes  with  light ; 
And  pleasures  flow  in  so  thick  and  fast 
Upon  his  heart,  that  he  at  last 
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Must  needs  eiqvress  his  love's  ezoiMS 
With  words  of  umDeant.  bittemeiB. 
Perhaps  'tis  pretty  to  Ibrce  togetter    . 
Thoughts  80  all  unlike  each  ^ther  ;  :   . 
To  mutter  and  mock  a  broken  charm, 
To  dally  ^th  unong  that  does  no  hacqiL  ^ 
Perhaps  'tis  tender  too  and  pret^ 
At  each  wild  word  to  feel  within 
A  sweet  recoil  of  love  and  pily.    . 
And  what,  if  in  a  world  of  sin 
(0  sorrow  and  shame  should  this  be  true  !) , 
Such  giddiness  of  heart  and  brain 
Comes  seldodi  save  from  rage  and  paui» 
So  talks  as  it's  most  used  to  do* 
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"bi  man^'WayB  doth  the  full  heart  reveal 
The  presenee  of  the  love  it  would  oonoeal; 
But  in  Sot  more  th*  eBtraaged  heart  lets  know    ' 
The  absence  of  the  We,  whi^  yet  it  fain  would  show. 
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ALICE  DU  OLOfik        :  -  - 

OR  TBE  FOAKED  TONGUE.   A  BALLAD. 

**  One  word  with  two  meamogs  is  the  traitor^s  shield  and  shaft :  and  a 
•lit  tongae  be  his  blazoii  P  Caueaaian  Fraverb. 

"  The  Suii  is  not  yet  riseo, 

Bat  the  -dawn  lies -red  on  the  dew  : 

Lord  Julian  has  stolen  from  tlie  hunters  away. 

Is  seeking,  Lady,  for  you. 

Put  on  your  dress  of  green. 

Your  buskins  and  your  ^iver ; 
Lord  Julian  is  a  ha«ty  man,. 

Long  waiting  brook'd  be  never. 
I  dare  not  doubt  him,  that  he  meaiuu    ■ 

To  wed  you  on  a  day, 
Your  lord  and  master  for  to  be. 

And  you  hislady  gay.     > 
O  Lidy  !  throw  your  book  aside  ! 

I  would  not  that  my  Lord  should  chide." 

Thus  spake  Sir  Hugh  the  vassal  knight 

To  Alice,  child  pf  old  Du  CIos, 
As  spotless  fair,  as  airy  light 

As  that  moonshiny  doe, 
The  gold  star  on  its  brow,  her  sire's  ancestral  crests 
For  ere  the,  lark  had  left  his  nest,  - 

She  in  the  garden  bower  below 
Sate  loosely,  wrapt  in  maiden  white, 
Her  face  half  drooping  from  the  sight,  - 

A  snow-drop  on  a  tuft  of  snow ! 
0  close  your  eyes,  and  strive  to  see 
The  studious  maid,  with  book  on  knee, — 

Ah  I  earliest-opened  floWer  ; 
While  yet  with  keen  unblunted  light  ^ 

The  Boomihg  star  shone  opposite 

The  lattice  of  her  bower —  "     . 
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Alone  of  all  the  starry  host, 

As  if  in  prideful  scorn 
Of  flight  and  fear' he  stay'd  hehind, 

To  brave  th*  advancing  morn. 

0  I  Alice  eonlf  read  passing  well. 
And  8^e  was  conning  then 

Ban  Ovid's  xaazy  tale  of  loves, 
And  gods,  and  beasts,  and  men.   . 

The  vassal's  speech,  his  taunting  vein, 
It  thrill'd  like  venom  thro'  her  brain  ; 

Yet  never  from  the  beok 
She  raised  her  head,  nor  did  she  deign 

The  knijght  a  single  look. 

"  Off,  traitor  fiiend  !  how  dar^st  thou  fix 

Thy  wanton  gaze  on  me  ? 
And  why,  against  my  eai-viest  suit, ' 

Does  Julian  send  by  thee "? 

"  Go,  ten  thy  Lord,  that  slow  is  sure  : 
Fair  speed  his  shafts  to-day  ! 

1  follow  here  a  stronger  lore. 

And  chase  a  gentler  prey." 

She  said  :  and  with  a  baleful  smile 

The  vassal  knight  reeUd  off — 
Like  a^.  huge  billow  from  a  bark^ 

Toil'd  in  the  deep  sea-trough» 
That  shouldering  sideways  in  mid  plunge^ 

Is  travers'd  by  a  flash. 
And  staggering  onward,  leaves  the  ear 

With  dull  and  distant  crash. 

And  Alice  sate  with  troubled  mien 
A  moment ;  for  the  scoff  was  keen, 

And  thro'  her  veins  did  shiver  ! 
Then  rose  and  donned  her  dress  of  green,  / 

Her  buskins  and  her  quiver. 
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There  sfanda  th«  How^rmg  maf-thotn  trtfo ! 
Fk>di  thro'  the  Telling  mist  you  see 

The  'blAck  and  shadowj  stem ; —   . 
8mit  by  the  sun  the.  mist  in^glee 
Dissolves  to  hghtsoiae  jewelry —    , 

^ch  Uossom  hath  its  gem  L 

With  tear-drop  glittering  to  a  smile, 
The  gay  maid  on  the  -garden-stile 

Mimics  the  hunter's  shout.  -  .  - 

**  Hip  I  Plorian;  hip  ]  To  horse,  to  horse  ? 

Go,  bring  the  palfrey  out.  .      '    ' 

"  My  JulianV  out  with  all  his  clAi, 

And,  bonny  boy,  you  wis, 
For' Jnlian  is  a  hasty  man, 

Who  comes  late,  comes  amiss.^'^  '    , 

Now  Florian  was  a  stripling  squix^, 

A  gallant  boy  of  Spain, 
That  tossed  his  head  in  joy  and  prido^       -    . 
Behind  his  Lady  fair  to  rids,  - 

But  blushed  to  hold  her  train*  , 

The  huntress  is  in  her  dress  of  gi'een-— » 
And  forth  thay  go,  she  with  her  bow,    ^ 

Her  buskins  and  her  quiver  !-— 
The  squire— no  younger  e'er  was -seett^^       ~       ^' 
With  restless  arm  and  laughing  een,  ^ 

He  makes  his,  jayelin  quiver. ' 

And  had  not  Elten  stay'd  the  race, .  ^ 
And  stopp'd  to  sejO  a  moment's  space» , .    , 

The  whole  great  globe  of  light 
Give'the  last  paTti^i^  kiss-like  touch 
To  the  eastern  ndge,  it  laek'd  ^t  txfQ^h, 

They  had  o'erta'en  the  knight. 

It  chanced  that  up  the  eovett  lane, 
Where  Julian  waiting  atoed^ 
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A  neigliW  fcnagfat  packed  cur  to  join 
The  huntsmen  in  the  wood. . 

And  with  him  most  Lord  Jnliui  go, 

Tho*  with  an  anger'd  mind  : 
Betroth'd  not  wedded  to  his  bride, 
In  vain  he  sought,  'twixt  shame  and  -ptide. 

Excuse  to  stay  behind. 

He  bit  his  lip,  he  wrang  his  glore. 
He  look'd  around,  he  look'd  above, 

But  pretext  none  could  find  or  frame  ! 
Alas !  alas  !  and  wellpa^lay ! 
It  grieves  me  sore  to  think,  to  say, 
That  names  so  seUom  meet  with  Love,^ 

Yet  Love  wants  courage  \idthout  a  namei 

Straight  from  the  forest's  skiH  the  trees 

O'er-branohing,  made  an  aisle, 
TlVhere  hermit  old  might  pace  and  ohant 

As  in  a  minster's  pile.  '  " 

From  undemeikflh  its  lettff  acieett,  ^ 

And  from  the  twilight  shade, 
You  pass  at  once  into  &  gi«en,   .\  " 

A  green  and  lightsome  glade. 

And  there  Lord  .Tnlian  Kite  on  steed ; . 

Behind  him,  in. 9.  round, 
^tood  knight  and  squ^e,  ffjid  menial  train ;     . 
Against  the  leash  the  greyhounds  ^train ; 

The  horses  paw'd  the  ground.^ 

"When*  up  the  alley  green,  Sir  Hugh 
Spurred  in  upon  the  sward,      ' 

And  mute,  i^Jidiout^  word,  did  he         ]  -  -^ 
Fall  in  behind  his  lord.  ' 

Lord  JTuliantura'd  ^s  steed  half  zauQd.-«r«» 

«  What !  doth  not  Ali<?e  deign 
To  accept  your  loving  convoy,  knight  ? 
Or  doth  she  fear  our  woodland  'sleaght,      ' 

And  joins  us  on  the  plain  ?" 
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♦ 
With  gtifled  tones  the  knight  replied, 
And  look'd  askance  on  either  side, — 

"  Nay,  let  the  hunt  proceed  I —  ' 

The  Lady's  message  that  1  hear, 
I  guess  would  scantly  please  your  ear. 

And  less  deserves  your  heied. 

"  You  sent  hetiknes.     Not  yet  nnharr'd 

I  found  the  middle  dojir  ; — 
Two  stirrers  only  met  my  eyes. 

Fair  Alice,  and  one  more. 

"  I  cune  unlook'd  for  :  and,  it  seemed. 
In  an  unwelcome  hour ;      -  . 

And  found  the  daughter  of  Du  Clos 
Within  the  latticed  bower. 

"  But  hush  I  the  rest  may  wait.     If  lost, 

No  great  loss,  J  divine  ; 
And  idle  words  will  better,  suit 

A  fair  maid's  lips  than  mine/' . 

"  God*s  wrath !  speak  out,  man,^'  Julian  cried, 

O'ermast^'d  by  the  sudden  smart  ;— 
And  feigning  wrath,  sharp,  bluiit,  and  rade, 
The  knight  his  subtle  shift  pursued.-*— 
''  Scowl  not  at  me  ;  command  my  skill. 
To  lure  your  hawk  back,  if  you  will. 

But  not  a  woman's  heart. 

"  '  Go  I  (said  she)  tell  }aha, — slow  is^ure  ;   . 

Fair  speed  his  shafla  to-day  ! 
I  follow  here  a  stronget  kire, 

And.  chase  a  gentler  iHT^.'  ^      , 

"  The  game,  pardie,  was  full  in  sight) 
That  then  did,  if  I  saw  aright. 

The  fkir  dame's  eyes  engage  ; 
For  taming,  as  I  took  my  ways, 
I  saw  them  fix'd  with  steadfast  gazo 
FaU  on  her  wanton  page.'* 
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jf  « 

The  last  word  of  the  tractor  knight 
It  had  hut  entered  Julian's  ear, — 
From  two  overarching  oaks  het^ween, . 
With  glist'ning  helm-like  cap  is  seen« 
Borne  on  in  giddy  cheer, 

A  youth,  that  ill  his  steed  can  guide ; 
Yet  with  reverted  face  doth  ride, 

As  answerino^  to  a  voice, 
That  seems  at  once  to  laugh  and  c£ide — 
"  Not  mine,  dear  mistresSjV  still  he  cried, 

"  'Tis  this  mad  filly's  choice."   . 

With  sudden  hound,  beyond  the  boy, 
See  !  see  !-  that  face  of  hope  aiid  joy, 

Thdt  regal  front  1  thoS^  cheeks  aglow  \ 
Thou  needed'st  but  the  crescent  sheen, 
A  quiver' d  Dian  to  have  been. 

Thou  lovely  child  of  old  Du  Clos ! 

Bark  as  a  dream  Lord  Julian  stood,. 
Swift  as  a  dream,  from  forth  the  wood, 

Sprang  on  the  plighted  Maid  ! 
With  fatal  aim^  and  frantic  force, 
,   The  shaft  was  hurl'd ! — a  lifeless  corse, 
Fair  Alice  from  her  vaulting  horse^ 
Lies  bleeding  on  the  glade. 


THE  KNIGHTPS  IfOMB. 

Where  is  the  grave  of  Sir  Arthur  O'Kellyn  ? 
Where  may  the  grave  of  that  good  man  be  ?^-^ 
By  the  side  of  a  spring,  on  the  breast  of  Helvellyn, 
Under  the  twigs  of  a  young  bireh-tree  ! 
The  oak  that  in  summer  wad  sweet  to  hear, 
And  rustled  its  leaves  in  the  fall  of  the  year, 
And  whistled  and  roared  in  the  winter  alone, 
Is  gqne, — and  the  birch  in  its  stead  is  grown. — 
The  Knight's  bones  are  dust. 
And  his  good  aword  rust ; — 
His  soul  is  with  the  saints^  I  trust. 
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^      HYMK  TO  THE  EARTH. 

I  ■  - 

/  ,  ^ 

Eabth  !  thou  mother  of  numberless'  children,  the  nurse  and  the  - 

mother,    . 
Hall !  0  Goddess,  thrice  hail !     Blest  be  thou  !  and^  blessing,  I 

hymn  thee]  . 

Forth,  ye  sweet  sounds  I  from  my  harp,  and  my  voice  shall  float 

t  on  your  sujggft —  ^        .        . 

Soar  thou  alofl,  0  my  soul !  and  bear  up  i^y  soiig'o^  thy  pinions.  \ 

Travelling  the  vale  with  mine  eyes — green  meadows  and  lake 

Lwith  green  island,^ 
k  iti  its  bi^in  of  rock,  and  the  bare  stream  flowing  in  bright* 


Thrflled 


L- 


\  with  thy  beauty  and  love  in  the  wooded  slope  of  the  - 

'  mountaiiv* 
Here,  greatlSbther,  1  Ite,  thy  child,  with  his  head  on  thy  bosom  !  * 
Playful  the  spirits  of  noon,  that  rushing  soft  through  thy  tresses,       ^c* 
Greene-haired  goddess  !  refresh  me ;  and  hark  !  as  they  hurry  or 

linger, ^  Cc 

Fill  the  pause  of  my  haif^  or  sustain  it  with  musical  miirmitrB. 
Into  my  beipg  thou  munnurest  joy,  and  tenderedt  sadness 
Sh^d'st  thott,  like  dew»  on  n^  heart,  till  the'  joy  and  the  heav-* 

enly  sadQf  9$  - 

Pony  themselves  6«di  fromtny  heart  in  teaiB»  a&d  the  hynm  «f 

{         thanksgivings . 
Earth !  tiiou  mother  of  numberless  ohildr(Bn,'  ^t  nuAe  and  the 

;  .      mother,    ,,^  . 
Sis^  th^  cf  the  stars,  and  bekved  bythe  son,  the  i^^der  \  <  ' 

Guardian  and  friend  of  the  moon,  0  Earth,  whom  the  comets 

forget  not^». 
Yea,  in  the  measureless  distaiiee  -^heel  round  and  again  they  be- 
hold thee^!  .        .       .= 
Fadeless  and  young  (and  what  if  the  latest  birth  of  cre9.ti<m  ?)   . 
Bride  and  consort  of  Heaven,  that  looks  down  upon  theei  en- 

amoredj 
Say,  mystenous  Earth!  0  say,  great  mother  and  gpifdess* 
Was  it  not  well  with  thee  then,  when  first  thy  lap  was  unj^dledr 
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Thy  lap  to  the  genial  Heaven,  the  day  that  he  wooed  thee  and 

won  thee  I 
Fair  was  thy  hlush,  the  fairest  and  first  of  the  blushes  of  mom- 

Deep  was  the  shudder,  0  Earth  !  the  throe  of  thy  sell^retention  : 

Inly  thou  etrovest  to  flee,  and  didst  seek  thyself  at  thy  cepitre ! 

Mightier  far  Was  the  joy  of  thy  sudden  resilience ;  and  forthwith 

Myriad  myriads  of  lives  teemed  forth  from  the  mighty  embrace- 
ment. 

Thousand-fold  tnbes  of  dweller?,  impelled  by  thousand-fold  in- 
stincts,        .  . 

Filled,  as  a  dream,  the  wide  waters ;  the  rivers  sang  on  theif> 
channels; 

Laughed  on  their  shores,  the  hoarse,  seas;  the  yeaminp^.eceau 
swelled  upward ;  .         .^ 

Young  life  lowed  through  the  meadows,  the  woods»  and  the  echo^ 
ing  mountains,  .     -^     , 

Wandered  bleating  in  valleys,  ^nd  warbled  on  blossoming  branches. 

WEITTEW  DUBiiNG  A   TEMl»oaAllY  ^BLINDNESS,   IN  THE   IfEAifr^  1709. 

0,  wiUT  a  life  is  the  eye !  what  a  strasge  and  'inserutablo  ea* 

sence! 
Hioi»  that  is  iitt^rly  bliiid,  nor  glimpses  the  five  tluit  ;wa]*ilis  him ; 
Him  that  n^ver  beheld  the  swelling  breast  of  his  motherj 
Him  that  trailed  in'  his  ghidness  as  a  babe  that  emiles  in  its  sltfia- 

ber; 
£v0n  forhimit  exiotsi    It  moves  and  stirs  in  its  prison  1> 
Lives  with  a  separate  life  :  and — "  Is  it  a  spirit  V^  fa^  vnormurs : 
**  Sure,  it  has  thdsghts  of  its  own,  and  lb  see  iff  only  a  langviAge  F ' 


Utter  the  song,  0  my  soul  I  the  flight  and  return  of  l^oliammed^ 
Prophet  and  priest,  who  scattered  abroad  both  evil  an^  blessings 
Huge  wasteful  empires  founded  and  hallo w'd  slo^  perseqution, 
Soul  withering,  but  crush'd  the  blasphemous  rites  of  t&e  Pagan 
And  idolatrous  Christians.— For  veiling  the  Gospel  jof  Jesus, 
They,  tiie  biest  corrupting,  had  made  It  worse  than  the  vilest 
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Wherefere  Heaves  deeFeed  th'  edthusiast  wanior  of.  JieoBfli, 
Choosing  good  from  iniquity  rat)i$r  than  evil  inm  goodnm. 
Load  the  tumult*  in  Hecca  sufrounding  the  fane  of  the  idol ; — 
Naked  and  prostrate  the  priesthood  were  laid--^he  people  with 

mad  shouts 
Thnndering  now,  and  now  with  saddest  nlolatioa 
Flew,  as  over  the  channel  of  rock-stone  the  minoos  xiver 
Shatters  its  waters  abreast,  and  in  inazj  uproar  bewildfr'd, 
Ru^es  dividhous  adl— all  rushing  impetuous  onward.  - 


CATUUM^  HBNDi»ASYLLABLES. 

Heab,  my  beloved^  an  old  Milesian  story  !-*- 
High,  and  embosom'd  in  congregated  laurels, 
(xlimmer'd  a  temple  upon  a  breezy  headland ; 
In  the  dini  distance  anai  tlie  akyey  billows 
Rose  a  |i|ir  island  ;  the  god  of  flocks  had  placed  it 
From  the  far  i^res  of  the  bled^  re«oimding  island 
Oft  by  the  xnooni^gfat  a  little  boat  came  jQoi^ng, 
Oame  to  the  sea-cave  beneath  the.  breezy  headlaad^ 
Where  amid  flognrtles  a  pathway  stole  in  mazes 

.Up  to  th^  fi^Ves  of  the  high  embosomed  temple. . 
There;  in  a  thicket  of  dedicated  roses,  ,  . 

Oft  did  a  piiestess,  as  lovely  as  a  vision, 
Pouring, her  smil  to  the  spn  of  Oythereat 

.  Pray  hiio  tQ  hover  around  the  slight  canoe-boat. 
And  with  invisible  pilotage. to  guide  it 
Over  the  dusk  wave,  until  the  nightly  sailor 
Shivering  with  ecstasy  sank  upou  her  bosom. 


IHnr  StJKYiyiBIG  SELFrLOyE, 

THE   ONLY  StE^   PRlfiNl}   OP  DECLINING  LDW. 

Unchanoed  within  to  see  iili  changed  w^oiit 
Is  a  blank  lot  and  hard  to  bear,  no  doubt. 
Yet  why  it  others'  waningsshouM'st  thou  firett 
Then  only  might*stHhou  feel  a  just  regr^et, 
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Hftdst  tb<m  mthheld  thy  lore  or  hid  thy  light 

In  iielfish  forethought  of  noglaot  wid  slight, 

0  wiseUer  then,  from  f6eUe  yearnings  firepd,- 

While,  and  on  vhom,  thou  may'st-^-^BhiAOy^I  nor. heed 

Whether  the  object  by  reflected  light 

Eetum  thy  radiance  or  absorb  it  quit^  r 

And  Itough  thou  notest  from  thy  i!|afe  reeess 

Old  friends  bum. dim,  like  lamps  in  noisome  air» 

Love  thpm  {at  what  they  are ;  nor  love  them  less,       .  . 

Because  to  thee  they  are  not  what  they  were. 

PfiAirrOM  OR  FACT! 
A  DiALOGtne  m  vebse. 

A9TH6&. 

A  LOVELY  form  there  sate  beside  my  bedj 

And  such  a  feeding  calm  its  presence  shed, 

A  tender  love  so  pttre  from  earthly  leaven 

That  I  unnethe  the  fancy  might  contr6l, 

'Twas  my  ovm  spirit  newly  come  ^rom  heaven,     ' 

Wooing  its  gentle  way  into  my  soul  ^ 

But  ah !  the  change — ^It  had  not  stirr'd,  and  yet-^ 

Alas !  that  change  how  &in  would  I  ferget !      * 

That  shrinking  back;  like  one  that  had  mastoid ! 

That  weary,  wanderihg,  disavowing  ioiok  ! 

'Twas  all  another,  feature,  look,  aikd  frame, 

And  still,  methought,  I  knew,  it  was  the  same  !^ 

ransND.  ,-  / 
This  riddling  tale,  to  what  does  it  belong  ? 
Is't  history  ?  vision  ?  or  an  idle  song  ? 
Or  rather  say  at  once,  within  what  space 
Of  time  this  wild  disastroM^  change  took  place  ? 

axttbotL*   j 
Call  it  a  moment's  work  (and  iimch  it  seems) 
This  tale's  a  fragment  £tom  the  life  of  dreams ; 
But  say,  that  yean  matured  tho  silent  strife. 
And  'tis  a  reeord  from  the  dream  of  ,liie, 
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PHANTOM. 

All  look  and  likeness  canght  frodi  earth, 

All  accident  of  kin  and  birth, 

Had  pass'd  away.     There  was  no  trace  , 

Of  aug|it  on  that  illumined  face,     . 

Upraised  beneath  the  rifled  sUme 

But  of  one  spirit  all  h6r  own  ^ — 

She,  she  herself,  and  only  ^e, 

Shone  thio'  her  body  Tisibly.  . 


WORK'  WITHOFl*  HOPE. 

LINES   COMPOSED   21ST  FSBKJJA&T,    1827. 

A^j^  Nature  seems  at  work.     Sings  leave  their  lair — 

The  bees  are  stirrings— birds'  are  on  the  win^^ 

And  Winter  slumbering  in  the  open  air, 

Weais  on  his  smiling  face  a  dream  of  Spiing ! 

And  I,  the  while,  the  sole  tmbusy  thing, 

Nor  honey. make,  nor  pi^ir,  not  build,  nor  sing.  * 

Yet  well  I  ken  the  banks  where  amaranths  blow, 
Have  traced  the  fi>unt  whence  streams  of  nectar  flow. 
Bloom,  0  ye  amaranths !  bloojcii  for  whom  ye  may, 
For  me  ye  bloom  not !    Glide,  rich  streams,  away  ! 
With  lips  unbrightened,  wreathleds  brow,  I  stroll : 
And  would  you  Jeam  the  spells  that  drowse  my  soul  ? 
Work  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  aieTC,  , 
And  hope  lyiUiout  an  object  cannot  live.  ^ 

■     '  *■ 

YOtJTH  AND  AGE. 

Veese,  a  breeze  mi^.blc^Bsoms  sttaying,\ 
.    Whe^e  Hope  clung  feeding,  like  a  bee-  » 
Both  were  mine  I    Life  went  a  maying 
With  Nature,  Hope,  and  Poesy, 

When  I  was  young  I 
When  I  was  young  ? — ^Ah,  woful  when ! 
Ahl  for  the  change  Hwi±t  Now  and  Then ! 
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This  l>reatbiiig  house  not  built  with  handi, 
This  body  that  does  me  gnevouB  wrong. 
O'er  aoy  cliffs  and  glittering  sands. 
How  lightly  then  it  flashed  along : — 
Like  those  trim  skifis,  unknown  of  yore, 
On  winding  lakes  and  rivers  "wide, 
That  ask  ho  aid  ei  sail  or  oar, 
That  fear  no  spite  of  wind  or  tide  ! 
Naught  cared  this  body  for  wind  or  weather 
When  Youth  and  I  liv'd  in' t  together. 

Flowers  are  lovely  ;  Love  is  flower-like  ; 
Friendship  is  a  sheltwing  tteei 
0  !  the  joys,  that  came  down  shower-like, 
Of  Friendship,  Love,  and  Liberty, 

.  ,      Ere  I  wasdd.. 

Ere  I  was  old  t   Ah  woful  Bie,^ 
Which  tells  me,  Youth's  np  longer  here  ! 

0  Youth  !  for  years  jo  many  and  sweet, 
'Tis  known,  that  Tboa  and  I  were  one, . . 
I'll  think,  it  but  a  fond  conceit-^  ; 
It  cannot  be,  that  Thou  art  gone  ! 

yhy  vesper-bell  hath  ^ot  yet  toU'd  :-^ 
And  thou  wert  aye  a  masker  bold  ! 
What  strange  disguise  hast  now  put  on, 
To  make  believe,  that  Thou  art  gone  ? . 

1  see  the&e  locks  in  silvery  slips, 
This  drooping  gait,  this  altered  size  : 
But  springtide  blossoms  on  thy  lips, 

And  tears  take  sunshine  from- thine  eyes  !  . 
Life  is  but  thought :  so  think  I  will 
That  Youth  and  I  are  house-mates  still. 

Dew-drops  lUre  the  gems  of  mornings 
But  the  teaxs  of  mournful  eye  I 
Where  np  hqpe  is,  life's  a  warning. 
That  only  serves  to  make  us^eve^ 

When  we  are  old  : 
That  o^oly  serves  to  make  us  griove 
lYitb  oft  and  tedious  taking-leavei 
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like  some  poor  nighoeUted  ga«tt,     . 
That  may  net  rudely  be  dismist. 
Yet  hath  outstay'd  his  welcome  while. 
And  teUft  the  jest  without  the  smile. 


'  A  DAY  DREABt 

My  eyes  make  pictures,  when  they  are  shut : —  . 

I  see  a  feruntain,  large  and  &ir, 
A  willow  and  a  ruined  hut, 

And  thee,  and  me  and  Mary  there.  .   ^ 
O  Mary !  make  l^hy  gentle  lap  our  pillow  ! 
Bend  o'er  us,  like  a  bower,  my  beautiful  green  willow  I 

A  wild-rose  roofs  the  ruined  shed. 

And  that  and  summer  well  agree  : 
And  lo  !  where  Mary  leans  her  head. 
Two  dear  names  carved  upon  the  tree  ! 
And  Mary's  tears,  they  are  not  tears  of  sorrow  : 
Our  sister  and  our  friend  will  both- bo  here  to-monrow. 

'Twas  day  !     But  iiow  few,  large,  and  bright . 

The  stars  are  round  the  crescent,  moon  I 
And  now  it  is  a  dark  warm  night,     , 
The  balmiest  of  the  month  of  June  ! 
A  glow-worm  fallen,  and  on  the  marge  remounting 
Shines  and  its  shadow  sbinei,  fit  ^tars  fer  our  sweet  £>untaia. 

0  ever — ever  be  thou  blest  t 

For  dearly,  Asra,  love  I  thee ! 
This  brooding  warmth  across  my  breast, 
This  depth  of  tranquil , bliss — ah  me ! 
Fount,  tree,  and  shed  are  gone,  I  know  not  whither, 
But  in  one  quiet  room  we  three  are  still  together. 

The  shadows  dance  upon  the  wall. 
By  the  still  dauetug  fire^flames  made ; 
.   And  now  they  slumber,  modeless  ail ! 

And  now- they  melt  to  one  deep  shade  ! , 
But  not  from  me  shall  this  mild  darkaiess  steal  thee:. 
I  dream  thee  wiUi  mine  ^yes,  and  9;t  my  heart  I  ieel  thee  I 
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Thine  eyelasli  on  my  cheek  doth  play— 

*Ti8  Mary's  hand  upon  my  hrow ! 
But  let  me  check  thid  tender  lay 

Which  none  may  hear  but  she  and  thou ! 
Like  the  still  hive  at  quiet  midnight  humming, 
Murmur  it  to  yourselves,  ye  two  beloved  women ! 

FIRST  ADVEST  0?  LOVE. 

O  PAIS,  is  Love's  first  hope  to  gentle  mind ! 
As  Eve's  first  star  thro*  fleecy  clotidlet  peeping  y 
Aad  sweeter  than  the  gentle  south-west  witrfi 
O'er  willoWy  meads  and  shadowed  waters  creeping ; 
And  Ceres'  golden  fields  ;-r-the  sultry  hind 
Meets  it  with  brow  uplift,  and  stays  his  reaping. 


NAMES.  '        ^     ^^ 

I  ASKSD  my  fair  one  happy  dky, 
Whiit  I  should  call  her  in  my  lay  ; 

By  what  sweet  name  from  Rome  or  Greece ; 
Lalage,  Nesra,  Chloriu, 
Sappho,  Lesbift.,  or  Dotis, 

Arethusa  or  Lucrece.  -    r  ~ 

"  Ah  F'  replied  my  gentle  fair, 

"  Beloved*  what  are  |iames  but  air  ? 

Choose  thou  whatever  suits  the  line  ; 
Call  me  Sappho,  call  me  Chloris, 
Call  me  Lalage  or  Doris, 

Only,,  only  call  me  Thine,/** 


DESIRE. 

Wherb  true  Love  burns  Desire  is  Love's  pure  flaiae ; 
It  is  the  reflex  of  our  earthly  frame,  > 

That  takes  its  meaning  from  the  nol^er  part, 
And  but  tmnslates  the  language  of  the  heart 
*  See  L^dsifig^s  lieder.  Die  Kameq.  ' 
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I/)VE  AND  FBffiNDSHIP  OPPOSn^ 

Her  attachment  may  difibr  from  yoinn  i|i  degree, 

Proyided  tli^  are  both  of  one  kind ; 
But  Friendship  how -tender  ao  erer  it  be 

Gives  no  accord  to  Lore,  however  refined. 

Love,  that  meets  not  with  Love,  its  true  nature  revealing, 

Grows  asham'd  of  itself,  and  demurs  : 
If  you  can  not  lift  hers  up  to  yo^r  state  of  feeling, 

You  must  lower  down  your  state  to  hers.  ^ 

NOT  At  HOME. 

That  Jealousy  may  rule  a  mind 
Where  Love  could  never  be 
y    I  ki^ow ;.  but  ne*er  expect  to  find 
^         Love  without  Jealousy. 

^  She  has  a  strange  caift  m  her  ee, 

A  swart  sour-visaged  maid —         ■     ^         . 
But  yet  Love's  own  twin-sister  she 
His  house-mate  and  his  shade^ 

Ask  for  her  and  she'll  be  denied : —    .  s  - . 

What  then?  they  only  mean 
Their  mistress  has  lain  down  to  sleep^ 
'  '  ^         And  ean't  just  then  be  i 


TO  A  LADY, 

OITSNDED  BY  A  SPORTIVE  OBSERVATION  THAT  WOMEN  HAVE 
NO  SOULS. 

Nat,  dearest  Anna !  why  so  grave  ? 

I  said,  you  had  no  soul,  His  true ! 
For  what  you  are,  you  can  riot  have  : 

'Tis  I,  that  have  one  mnce  I  first  had  you  I 
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I  HJiVE  heard  of  reasonii  manifold 
Why  Love  must  needa  be  bhnd, 

Bat  this  the  best  of  all  I  hold— 
His  eyes  are  in  his  mind. 

What  outwkrd  form  thd  feature  are 
He  guesseth  but  in  part ; 

Bat  what  within  is  good  ajid  fair 
He  seelh  with  the  heart. 


LINES 

SUGGESTED   BT   TH&  LAST   WOEDS   OF   BE^EENGARIUS 
OB.  iNSp  DOli.  1088. 

No  more  'twixt  oonscience  staggering  and  the  Yope 
Soon  shall  I  now  before  my  God  appear, 
By  him  to  be  acijuiited,  as  I  hci^pe ; 
By  him  to  be  condemned*  as  I  fear. — 

REFLECTION   ON   TBS   ABOVE. 

Lynx  amid  molest  had  I  stoo3  by  thy  bed. 

Be  of  good  cheer,  meek  soul !  I  would  have  said : 

I  see  a  hope  spring  from  that  humble  fear. 

All  are  not  strong  alike  through  storms  to  steer 

Right  onward.     What?  though  dread  of  threatea'd  death 

And  dungeon  torture^  made  thy  hand  and  Inreath 

Inconstant  to  the  truth  within  tity  hearti     .      . 

That  truth,  from  which/ through  fear»  thou  twice  didst  start, 

Fear  haply  told  thee,  was  a  learned  strife, 

Or  not  so  vital  as  to  claim  thy  life  : 

And  mytiads  had  reached  HoaveiVt  .who  never  knew 

Where  lay  the  difference  'twixt  the  false  and  true  I 

Ye,  who  secure  *mid  trophies  riot  your  own, 
Judge  him  who  won  them  when  he  stood  alone. 
And  proudly  talk  of  recreant  Berengarer— . 
6  first  the  age,  and  then  the  man  compare  I  , 
That  age  how  dark !  congenial  soiujis  how  rare ! 
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So  hcmt  of  fkiends.  vitl^  kindred  zeal  did  bum ! 
No  throbbing  hearto  awiU^  hk  lytbrn  ! 
Prostrate  alike  when  prince  and  peasant  fell,  * . 
He  only  diseachanted  from  the  -spell, 
Like  the  weak  worm  that  gems  the  starless  night, 
Moved  in  the  scanty  circlet  o{  his  light : 
And  was  it  strange  if  he  withdrew  the  ray 
'  That  did  but  guide  the  night-birds  to  their  prey  ? 

The  ascending  daynitar  with  a  bolder  eye 
Hath  lit  each  dew-drop  on  our.triauner  lawn  I 
Yet  not  for  this,  if  wise,  shall  we  decry   « 
The  spots  and  struggles  of  the  timid  .dawn ; 
Lest  so  we  tempt  th'  apppoaehing  noon  to  soom 
The  mists^and  paiAted.  vapors  of  our  joaora. 


SAirCTl  DOifiNiCI  PALLIUM; 

A   DIALOGUE    BETWEEN   POET   AND   F11I£ND»     > 

FOUND  WRITTXN  ON  1^  BLANK  LtAF  AT  tOS  BEOIimiNO  OF  BUTUa^ 
BOOa  OP  THB  CBUaOH.  I 

POET,      ' 

I  NOTE  the  moodis  aiid  feelings  men  betray, 

And  heed  them  more  than  aught  they  do  or  say ; 

The  lingering  ghosts  of  many  a  secret  deed;    , 

Still-bom  or  haply  strangled  in  its  birth ; 

These  best  reveal  the  smooth  man's  inward  creed ! 

These  mark  the  spot  where  lies  the  treasure  Worth  I 

—  made  up  of  impudence  and  trick, 
With  cloven  tongue  prepared  to  hiss  and  liclk, 
Rome's  brazen  serpent — ^boldly  dares  discuss  ^ 

The  roasting  of  thy  heart,  0  brave  John  Huss  I 
And  ynik  grim  triumph  and  a  truculent  glee  • 
Absolves  anew  the  Pope- wrought  perfidy, 
That  made  an  empire'i^  plighted  faith  a  lie,. 
And  fix'd  a  broad  8ta^x>n  the  Devil's  < 
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(Pleased  Dvitb  the  guilt,  yet  envy-vtvaig  at  heart 
To  stand  oatmaster'd  in  hk  own  hlaok  art*!) 
Yet : 

FRIEND. 

Enough  of !  we're  agreed, 

Who  now  defends  would  Ihen  have  done  the  deed.  . 
But  who  not  feels  persuasion's  gentle  sway, 
Who  hut  must  meet  the  profiered  hand  half-way 
When  courteous 

POET.    {Aside.) 
(Rome's  smooth  go-between !) 

N 

FRIEND. 

Laments  the  adViee  that  soured  a  milky  queen— 

(For  **  bloody"  all  enlighten'd  men  confess 

An  antiquated  error  of  the  press :)  \ 

Who  rapt  by  zeal  beyond  her  sex's  bounds, 

With  actual  cautery  stanched  the  church's  wounds ! 

And  tho'  he  deems,  that  with  too  broad  a  blur. 

We  damn  the  French  and  Irish  massacre. 

Yet  blames  them  both — and  thinks  the  Pope  might  err 

What  think  you  now  ?     Boots  it  with  sjpear  and  shield 

Against  such  gentle  foes  to  take  the  field 

Whose  beck'ning  hands  the  mild  Caducous  wi^d  ? 

POET. 

What  think  I  now  ?     Ev'n  what  I  thought  before ; — 

What boasts  tho' may  deplore. 

Still  I, repeat,  words  lead  me  not  astray 
When  the  shown  feeling  points  a  different  way. 

Smooth can  say  grace  at  slander's  feast, . 

.  And  bless  each  haut-gout  cook'd  by  monk  or  priest ; 

Leaves  the  full  lie  on' 's  gong  to  swell, . 

Content  with  half-truths  that  do  just  as  well ; 
But  duly  decks  his  mitred  comrade's  flankS) 
And  with  him  shares  the  Lish  nation's  thanks ! 

So  much  for  you,  my  Friend !  who  own  a  Church, 
And  would  not  leave  your  mother  in  the  lurch ! 
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But  "when  a  Liberal  asks  me  what  I  think — 
Scar'd  by  the  blood  and  soot  of  Cobbett's  ink, 
^d  Jefft,ey'»  glairy  phlegm  and  Connor'^  foam, 
In  search  of  some  safe  parable  I  roam-^ 
An  emblem  sometimed  may  comprise  a  tome ! 

Disclaimant  of  his  uncaught  grandsire's  mood, 
I  see  a  tiger  lapping  kitten's  food : 
And  who  shall  blame  him  that  he  pons  applanse, 
When  lurother  Brindle  pleads  the  good  old  cause  ; 
.  And  frisks  his  pretty  tail,  and  half  unsheathes  his  claws ! 
Yet  not  the  less,  for  modem  lights  unapt, 
I  trust  the  bolts  and  cross-bars  of  the  laws 
More  than  the  Protestant  milk  all  newly  lapt, 
Impearhng  a  tame  wild-cat's  whisker'd  jaws ! 


THE  DEVIL'S  THOUGHTS. 


From  his  brimstone  bed  sit  break  of  day 

A  walking  the  Devil  is  gone. 
To  visit  his  snug  little  farm  the  Earth, 

And  see  how  his  stock  goes  on. 

n. 
Over  the  hill  and  over  the  dalcj 

And  he  went  over  the  plain. 
And  backward  and  forward  he  switched  his  long  tail 

As  a  gentleman  switches  his  cane. 

Ui. 
And  how  then  was  the  Devil  drest  ? 
Oh  !  he  vjras  in  his  Sunday's  best : 
His  jacket  was  red  and  his  •breeches  were  blue, 
And  there  was  a  hole  where  the  tail  came  through. 

IV. 

He  saw  a  Lawyer  killing  a  viper 
On  a  dung-hill  hard  by  his  own  stable ; 
voi.va.  N 
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And  the  Devil  smiL^,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 
Of  Cain  and  his  brother  Abel. 

V.  ■ 
He  saw  an  Apothecaiy  on  a  Vrhite  horse 

Ride  by  on  his  vocations ; 
And  the  Devil  thought  of  his  old  friend 

Death  in  the  RevelationB. 

VL         ' 

He  saw  a  cottage  with  a  double  coach-house, 
A  cottage  of  gentility ;  .  ^ 

And  the-  Devil  did  griii,  for  his  darling  sin 
Is  pride  that  apes  humility. 

'     -   .  vn.  ' 

He  peep*d  into  a  rich  bookseller's  shop, 

Gluoth  he!  "We  are  both  of  one  college! 
For  I  sate  myself,  like  a  cormorant,  once 

Hard  by  the  tree  of  knowledge."* 

*        And  all  amid  them  stoo<l  the  tree  of  life 
High  emineot,  bloomiDg  ambrosial  frmt 
Of  vegetable  gold  (query  paper  money  ^:)  and  next  to  Life 
Our  Death,  the  tree  of  knowledge,  gr^w  fiiflt  by.— 

So  clomb  this  first  grand  thief — ' 

Thence  up  he  flew,  and  on  the  tree  of  life 

Sat  like  a  cormorant.  pab.  lost,  iv. 

The  allegory  here  is  so  apt,  that  in  a  catalogue  of  various  readings 
obtained  from  collating  the  MSS.  one  might  expect  to  find  it  noted,  that 
for  "life"  CJod  quid,  habent,  "trade."  Though  indeed  the  trade,  i.  e, 
the  bibliopolic,  so  called  kot"  Hoxn^t  may  be  regarded  as  Life  sensu  emi- 
nentiori ;  a  suggestion,  which  I  owe  to  a  young  retails  in  the  hoaiery  line, 
who  on  hearing  a  description  of  the  net  profits,  dinner  parties,  eoantry 
houses,  ifecj  of  the  trade,  exclaimed,  "Ay  I  that's  what  I  call  life  now  T— 
This  "  Life,  oiir  Death,"  is  thus  happily  contrasted  with  the  fruits  of  au- 
thorship.— Sic  noQ  non  nobis  mellificamus  apes. 

Of  this  poem,  which  with  the  Fire,  Faming,  and  Slaughter,  first  appeared 
in  the  Morning  Post,  the  Ist,  2d,  3d,  9th,  and  16th  stanzas  were  dictated 
by  Mr*  Southey.    See  Apologetic  Preffuje,  p  22L 

If  any  one  should  ask  who  General meant,  the  Author  begs  leave 
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vnt. 

Down  the  river  did  glide,  with  wind  and  with  tide, 

'  A  pig  with  vast  celerity ; 
And  the JDevil  looked  wise  as  he  saw  how  the  while, 
It  cuts  its  own  throat.  "  There !"  qnqth  he  with  a  smile, 
"  Goes  England's  commercial  prosperity." 

IX. 

As  he  went  through  Gold-Bath  Fields  he  saw 

A  solitary  cell ; 
And  the  Devil  was  plensed,  for  it.  gave  him  a  hint 

For  improving  his  prisous  in  Hell. 


He  saw  a  Turnkey  in  a -trice 

Unfetter  a  trouhlesome  hlade ; 
"  Nimbly,"  quoth  he,  "  do  the  fingers  move 

If  a  man  be  but  used  to  his  trade.? 

XI. 

He  saw  the  same  Turnkey  unfetter  a  man 

"With  but  little  expedition, 
Which  put  him  in  mind  of  the  long  debate 

On  the  Slave-trade  abolition. 

xn. 
He  saw  an  old  acquaintance 

As  he  passed  by  a  Methodist  meeting ; — 
She  holds  a  consecrated  key, 

And  the  Devil  nods  her  a  greeting.. 

xni. 
She  turned  up  hei^  nose,  and  said,     ' 
"  Avaunt  I  my  name*s  Ueligibn," 

to  inform  him,  that  he  did  opoe  see  a  red-fiic«d  person  in  a  dream  whom 
I7  the  dress  he  took  for  a  Qetieral ;  but  he  might  have  been  mista^^f  <*nd 
OMst  eertainly  he  did  not  hear  any  names  mentioned.  In  simple  verity 
Jiw  (iuthor  never  meant  any  one,  or  indeed  any  thing  but  to  put  a  ooncLod- 
UBg  Btania  to  his  doggerel 
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i  nd  she  looked  to  Mr. 


And  leered  like  a  love-sick  pigeoh. 

xnr.  •   ' 
He  saw  a  certain  minister 

{A  minister  to  his  mind)       -      ^  ^    ^ 

Go  up  into  a  certain  House,       ^  ^ 

With  a  majority  behind. 

•    '  XV. 
The  Devil  quoted  Genesis, 

Like  a  veiy  le:irued  clerk, 
How  "  Noah  and  his  creeping  things 

Went  up  into  the  Ark.'* 

XVI. 

He  took  from  the  poor, 
And  he  gave  to  the  rich. 

And  he  shook  hands  with  a  Scotchman, 

For  he  was  not  afraid  of  the 

#  #  *  «  * 

xvn.    ^ 
General r  burning  face 

He  saw  with  consternation, 
And  back  to  hell  hi^  way  did  he  take, 
For  the  Devil  thought  by  a  slight  mistake 

It  was  general  conflagration. 

TIJE  TWO  ROUND  SPACES  ON  THE  TOMB^STONE. 

See  the  apology  for  the  **  ftre,  Famine,  and  Slaughter,"  p.  221.  Thia  is 
the  first  time  the  author  ever  published  these  lines.  He  would  have  been 
glad,  had  they  perished ;  but  they  hare  now  been  printed  repeatedly  in  mag- 
azines, and  he  is  told  that  the  verses  will  not  perish.  ,  Here,  therefore^ 
they  are  owned,  with  a  hope  that  th@y  will  be  taken — as  assuredly  they 
were  composed — ^in  mere  sport. 

The  Devil  believes  that  the  Lord  will  come, 
Stealing  a  marfch  without  beat  i^l  drum, 
About  the  same  time  that  he  came  last. 
On  an  old  Christmas-day  in  a  snowy  blast : 
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Till  he  bids  the  trtimp  sound,  neither  body  nor  soul  stirs, 
Fcff  the  dead  Qien's  heads  h^ve  slipt  under  their  bolsters. 

Oh !  ho !  brother  Bard,  in  our  church-yard, 

Both  beds  and  bolsters  are  soft  and  green ;    . 

Save  one  alone,  and  that's  of  stone, 

And  under  it  lies  a  Counsellor  keen. 
*T would  be  a  square  tomb,  if  it  were  not  too  1ong>  • 
And  His  fenced  round  with  irons  sharp,  spearlike,  and  strong. 

This  fellow  from  Aberdeen  hither  did  skip. 
With  a  waxy  face,  and  a  blubber  lip. 
And  a  black  tooth  in  front,  to  show  in  part 
What  was  the,  color  of  bis  whole  heart. 

This  Counsellor  sweet,      ^ 

This  Scotchman  complete, 
(The  Devil  scotch  him  for  a  snake) 
I  trust  he  lies  in  his  grave  awake. 

On  the  sixth  of  January, 
When  all  around  is  white  with  snow. 
As  a  Cheshire  yeoman's  dairy  ; 
Brother  Bard,  bo  1  ho  ! 
Believe  it,  or  no. 
On  that  stone  tomb  to  you  I'll  show 
Two  round  spaces  void  of  snow, 
I  swear  by  our  Knight,  and  his  forefathers'  souls. 
That  in  size  and  shape  they  are  jiist  like  the  holes 
In  the  house  of  privity 
Of  that  ancient  family. 
On  those  two  places  void  of  snow,  . 
-There  have  sate  in  the  night  for  an  hour  or  so, 
Before  sunrise  and  after  cock-crow,  ^ 

He  kicking  his  heels,  she  cursing  her  corns, 
AH  to  the  tune  of  the  wind  in  their  horns, 
The  Devil,  and  his  Grannam, 
With  a  snow;blast  to  fan  'em  ; 
Expecting  and  hoping  the  trumpet  to  blow. 
For  they  are  cock-sure  of  the  fellow  below. 
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1 

LINES 

TO   A   COMIC   AUTHOE,    ON   AN   ABUSIVE   HKVIEW. 

What  though  the  chilly  vide-mouth'd  quacking  cfaofus 

From  tlie  rank  swamps  of  murk  Review-land  cro^  : 

So  was  it,  neighbor,  in  the  times  before  us, 

When  Momus,  throwing  on  his  Attic  cloak,, 

Romped  with  the  Graces  ;  and  each  tickled  Muse 

(That  Turk,  Dan  Phcebus,  whom  bards  call  divine, 

Was  married  to — at  least,  he  kept — all  nine)   ' 

Fled,  but  still  with  reverted  faces  ran  ; 

Yet,  somewhat  the  btoad  freedoms  to  excuse. 

They  had  allur'd  the  audacious  Greek  to  use. 

Swore  they  mistook  him«for  their  own  good  man. 

This  Momus-T-Aristophanes  on  earth 

Men  called  him — ^maugte  all  his  wit  and  worth 

Was  croaked  and  gabbled;  at'.     How.  then,  shoul^  you. 

Or  I,  friend,  hope  to  'scape  the  skulking  crew  ? 

No  !  laugh,  and  say  aloud,  in  tones  of  glee, 

*-*  I  hate  the  quacking  tribe,  and  they  hate  me  !" 

CONSTAI^CY  TO  AN  IDEAL  OBJECT- 

Since  all  that  beat  about  in  Nature's  range. 
Or  veer  or  vanish  ;  why  shouldst  thou  remain 
The  only  constant,  in  a  world  of  change, 
0.  yearning  thought !  that  liv'st  but  in  the  brain  ? 
Call  to  the  hours,  that  in  the  distance  play. 
The  faery  people  ,of  the  future  day — 
'    Fond  thought !  not  one  of  all  that  shining  swarm 
Will  breathe  on  thee  with  life-ehkindling  breath, 
Till  when,  like  strangers  shelt'ring  from  a  storrti, 
Hope  and  Despair  meet  in  the  porch  of  Death  I 
Yet  still  thou  haunt*st  me  ;  and  though  well  I  see, 
She  is  not  thou,  and  only  thou  art  she, 
Still,  still  as  though  some  dear  embodied  good, 
Some  living  love  before  my  ey«s  there  stood 
With  luiswering  look  a  ready  ear  to  lend, 
I  mourn  to  thee  and  sAy---*"  Ah !  lovelijsst  friend  I 
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Thkt^this  the  meed  of  all  my  toils  might  be. 
To  have  a  hpme,  an  English^  home,  and  thee  !" 
Vain  repetition  I     Home  and  Thou  are  one.     ^ 
The  peacefuirBt  cot,  the  moon  shall  shine  upon, 
Lulled  by  the  thrush,  and  wakened  by  the  larlT, 
Without  thee  were  but  a  becalmed  bark. 
Whose  helmsman  on  an  ocean  waste  and  wide 
Sits  mute  and  pale  his  itiouldeiing  helm  beside. 
And  art  thou  nothing  ?     Such  thou  art,  as  when 
The  woodman  winding  westward  up  the  glen 
At  wintry  dawn,  where  o'er  the  sheep-track's  maze 
The  viewless  snow-mist  weaves  a  glist'ning  haze, 
Sees  full  before  him,  gliding  without  tread,. 
An  image*  with  a  glory  round  its  head  ; 
The  enamored  rustic  worships  its  fair  hues; 
Nor  knows  he  makes  the  shadow  he  pursues ! 

•    Tflfi  SUICIDFS  ARGUMENT. 

Ere  the  birth  of  my  life,  if  I  wish^  it  or  no. 
No  question  was  asked  me — it  could  not  be  i^  ! 
If  the  life  was  the  question,  a  thing  sent  to  try,   ' 
And  to  live  on  ho  Yes  ;  what  can.  No  be,?  to  die, 

nature's  answer. 
^    Is't  returned,  as  'twas  pent  ?  ,   Is't  no  worse  for  the  wear  ? 

Think  first,  what  you  are  !    Call  to  mind  what  you  were ! . 

I  gave  you  innocence,  I  gave  you  hope, 

G'ave  health,  and  genius,  and  an  ample  scope. 

fieturn  you  me  guilt,  lethargy,  despair  ? 
.   MaJke^  out  the  inveiit'ry  ;  inspect,  compare  I 

Then  die — if  die  you  daie  I  '  . 

*  This  phenomenon,  tirhtch  the  author  has  himtelf  experienced,  and  of  ' 
which  the  reader  may  fiod  a  descriptiou  iu  cue  of  the  earlier  valumes  of 
the.  Bfaochester  Philosophical  TransactiooB,.  is  applied  figaratively  in  the 
followiog  passage  of  the  Aids  to  Reflection.. 

**  Piodar*s  fine  remark  respecting  the  different  effects  of  music,  on  differ- 
ent  characters,  holdd  equally  true  of  Genius ;  as  many  as  are  not  delighted 
by  it  are  disturbed,  perplexed,  irritated.  The  beluolder  either  recognizes 
it  as  a  projected  form  of  his  own  being,  that  moves  before  him  with  a  glury 
round  its  head,  or  recoils  from  it  as  a  spectre." — Aidtt  to  i^ec^tm,  Works, ' 
1  p.  249. 
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THE  BLOSSOMING  OF  THE  SOLITARY  DATE-TREE.  '  A  LAMENT. 

I  BBEM  to  bAvean  indistinct  reeoUectioD  of  baling  read  either  in  one  of 
the  ponderous  tomes  of  George  of  Venice,  or  in  »ome  other  compilation  from 
the  uninspired  Hebrew  writers,  an  apologue  or  Rabbinical  tradition  to  the 
following  purpose :  '  - 

While  our  first  parents  stood  before  their  offended  Maker,  aud  the  last 
words  of  the  sentence  were  yet  sounding  in  Adam's  ear,  the  guileful  false 
serpent,  a  counterfeit  and  a  usurper  from  the  beginning,  presu'mptuouslj 
took  on  himself  the  character  of  ^advocate  or  ipediator,  and  preceding  to 
intercede  for  Adam,  exdainied:  "Nay,  Lord,  in  thy  justice,  not  so!  for  the 
Man  was  the  least  in  fault.  Rather  let  the  Womuu  return  at  once  to  the 
dust,  and  Ifet  Adaifi  remain  in  this  thy  Paradise."  And  the.  word  of  the 
Most  High  answered  Satan  r  "  The  tender  mercies  of  the  wicked  are  cruel. 
Treacherous  Fiend  I  if  with  guilt>like  thine,  it  had- been  possible  for  thee 
to  have  the  heart  of  a  Man,  and  to  feel  (he  yearning  of  a  human  soul  for 
its  counterpart,  the  sentence,  which  thou  now  couus^lest,  should  have  been 
inflicted  on  thyself** 

The  title  of  the  following  poem  was  suggested  by  a  fact  mentioned  by  . 
Linpseus,  of  a  date-tree  in -a  nobleman's  gHr<ien -which  yeaj*  after  year  had 
put  forth  a  full  show  of  blossoms,  but  never  produced  fruit,  till  a  branch 
from  another  date-tree  had  be^n  cpnveyod  fnoni  a  distance  of  some  hundred 
leagues.  The  first  leaf  of  the  MS.  from  which  tlie  poem  has  been  tranecrib- 
■  ed,  and  which  contained  the  two  or  thrve  introductory  stansiits.  is  wanting; 
and  the  author  has  in  vain  taJced  his  memory  to  repair  the  loss.  But  a  rude 
drauglit  of  the  poem  contains  the  substance  of  the  stanzas,  and  the  reader 
is  requested  to  receive  it  as^he  substitute.  It  is  not  impossible,  (hat  some 
congenial  spirR,  whose  y^ra  do  not  exceed  those-  of  the  author,  at  the 
time  the  poem  was  written^  may  find  a  pleasure  in  restoring  the  Lament 
to  its  original  int^ity  by  a  reduction  of  the  thoughts  to  the  requisite 
metre. 


Beneath  the  blaze  of  a  tropical  sun  tire  mount'aiir  pcfaks  are 
the  thrones  of  frost,  through  the  absence  of  objects  to  reAe<^  the 
rays.  "  What  no  one  with  us  shares,  seems  scarce  our  own.** 
The  pE^s«[ice  of  a  one, 

The  best-  belov*d,  who  loveth  me  the  best, 

is  for  the  heart,  what  the .  supporting  air  from,  within  is  for  the 
hollow  globe  with  its  suspended  car.  Deprive  it  of  this,  and  all 
withotit,  that  would  have  buoyed  it  alof^  even  to  the  seat  of  the 
gods,  becomes  a  burthen  and  crushes  it  into  flatness. 
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The  finer  the  sense  for  the  beautiful  und  the  lovely,  and  th^ 
^rer  and  lovelier  the  object  presented  to  th^  sense ;  the  mor» 
exquisite  the  individual's  capacity  of  joy,  and  the  more  ample  his 
means  and  opportunities  of  enjoyment,  the  more  heavily  vill  he 
ieel  the  ache  of  solitariness,  the  more  unsubstantial- becomes  the 
feast  spread  around  him.  \Vhat  matters  it,  whether  in  fact  the 
viands  and  the  ministering  graces  are  shadowy  or  real,  to  him 
Tvho  has  not  hand  to  grasp  nor  arms  to  embrace  them  1 


Imagination  i  honorable  aims  ; 
Free  commune  with  the  choir  that  can  not  die ; 
Science  and  song ;  delight  in  little  things, 
The  buoyant  child  surviving  in  the  man  ; 
Fields,  forestd;  ancient  mountains,  ocean,  8ky> 
With  all  their  voices-^  date  I  accuse 
.  My  earthly  lot  as  guilty  of  my  «pleen. 
Or  call  my  destiny  niggard  I  0  no  !  no  ! 
It  is  her  largeness,  and  her  overflow. 
Which  being  incomplete,  disquieteth  me  soi 

IV.  ' 

For  never  touch  of  gladness  stirs  my  heart. 

But  timorously,  beginning  to  rejoice 

Like  a  blind  Afab,  that  from  sleep  doth  start 

In  lonesome  terit,  I  listen  for  thy  voi(ie. 

Beloved  \  'tis  not  thine  ;  thou  art  not  there  ! 

Then  me\iB  the  bubble  into  idle  air, 

And  wishing  withoujt  hope  I  restlessly  despair. 


The  mother  with  yanticipaled  glee 

Smiles  o'er  the  child,  that,  standing  by  her  chair 

And  flatt'ning  its  round  cheek  upon  her  knee, 

Looks  up,  and  doth  its  rosy  lips  prepare 

To  mock  the  coming  sounds.     At  that  sweet  sight 

She  hears  her  own  voice  with  a  new  delight ; 

And  if  the  babe  perchance  should  lisp  the  notes  aright, 
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VI. 

Then  is  she  tenfold  gladder  than  before ! 
Bnt  shoald  disease  or  chance  the  darling  take. 
What  then  avail  those  songs,. which  sweet  of  yore 
•^  Were  only  sweet  for  their  sweet  echo's  sake  1 
Dear  maid  '.  no  prattler  at  a  mother's  knee 
Was  e'er  40  dearly  prized  as  I  prize  the«^ : 
Why  was  I  made  for  Love  and  Love  denied  to  me  ? 

FROM  THE  GERMAN.  9^1^ 

Know'st  thou  the  land  where  the  pale  citrons  grow, 
The  golden  fruits  in  darker  foliage  glow  ? 
Soil  blows  the  wind  that  breathes  from  that  blue  sky  ! 
Still  stands  the  myrtle  and  the- laurel  high ! 
Know*st  thou  it  well  that  land,  beloved  Friend  ? 
Thither  with  theei  0^  thither  Would  I  wend  I 


FANCY  IN  NITBIBITS. 

OH   THE   POET   IN   TOB   CLOUB8.  ^ 

0 !  IT  IS  pleasant,  with  a  heart  at  ease, 

Just  after  sunset,  or  by  moonlight  skies, 
To  make  the  shifting  clouds  be  what  you  please, 

Or  let  the  easily  persuaded  eyes 
Own  each  quaint  likeness  issuing  from  the  mould 

Of  a  friend's  fancy ;  or-with  head  bent  low 
And  cheek  aslant  see  rivers  flow  of  gold 

'Twixt  crimson  banks  ;  acid  then,  a  traveller,  go 
From  mount  to  mount  through  Cloudland,  goigeous  land  ! 

Or  ]ist'ning  to  the  tide,  with  closed  sight, 
Be  that  blind  bard,  who  on  the  Ghian  strand 

By  those  deep  sounds  possessed  with  inward  iight, 
Beheld  the  Iliad  and  the  Odysseo 

Bise  to  the  swelling  of  the  voiceful  sea. 
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THE  TWO  FOUOTB. 


8TANZAB   ADDRESSED   TO  A   DADT  ON   HE&  REOOVEB.T  WITH  XJ^* 
BLEMISHED   LOOKS,   FEOBC  A   SEVERE   ATTACK  OB   PAIN. 

'TwAS  ray  last  waking  thought,  how  it  could  be, 
'   That  thou,  sweet  irietid,  siicli  anguish  shouldst  endure  ; 
When  straight  from  Dreamland  «anie  a  Dwasf,  and  he 
Could  tell  the  oa\ise,  forsooth,  ^nd  kneW  the  cuie, 

Metbought  he  fronted  me  M^tb  peering  look 
Fix'd  on  my  beart ;  and  read  aloud  in  game 
The  loves  and  griefs  therein^  as  ftom  a.  book ; 
And  nttered.  praise  like  one  who  wished  to  blame. 

.-  In  every  beart  (quotb  be)  since  Adam's -sin 
Two  Founts  there  are,  of  suffering  and  of  cbeer  I 
Tbat  to  let  fprtbr,  and  this  to  keep  witbia  I     . 
But  sbe,  wbo^e  aspect  I  find  imaged  here, 

Of  Pleasure  only  will  to  all  dispense, 
That  Fount  alone  unlock,  by  no  distress 
Choked  or  turned  inward,  but  slill  issue  tbence 
Unconquered  cbeer,  persistent  loveliness. 

As  on  tbe  driving  cloud  tbe  sbiny  boW, 
Tbat  gracious  thing  made  upof  tea;»  and  light. 
Mid  tbe  wild  rack  and  rain  tbat  slants  below 
Stands  smiling  forth,  unmoved  and  freshly  bright  ;— 

As  though  tbe  spirits  of  all  lovely  flowers, 
Inweaving  each  its  wreath  and  "dewy  crown,    _ 
Or  ere  they  sank  to  earth  in  vernal  showers,. 
Had  built  a  bridge  to  tempt ^the  angels  down. 

Ev*n  so,  Eliza  !  on  tbat  face  of  thine. 
On  that  benignant  face,  whose  look  alone 
(The  BouUs  translucence  thro'  her  crystal  shrine  I) 
Has  power  to  soothe  all  anguish  but  thine  own, 

A  beauty  hovers  still,  and  ne*er  takes  wing, 
But  with  a  silent  charm  compels  the  stent    ^ 
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And  tortVing  Genias  of  the  bitter  spring, 
?o  ihrink  aback,  and  cower  upon  hn  urn. 

Who  then  needs  wonder,  if  (no  outlet  found 
In  passion,  spleen,  or  strife,)  the  fount  of  pain 
Overflowing  beats  against  its  lovely  mound, 
And  in  wild  flashes  shoots  from  heart  to  brain  ? 

Sleep;  and  the  Dwarf  with  that  unsteady  gleam 
On  his  raised  lipf  that  aped  a  critic  smite, 
Had  passed :  yet  I,  my  sad  thoughts  to  beguile, 
Lay  weaving  on  the  tissue  of  iriy  dream  ; 

Till  audibly  at  length  1  cried,  as  though 
Thou  had'st  indeed  been  present  to  my  eyes; 

0  sweet,  sweet  sufferer ;  if  the  case  be  so, 

1  pray  thee,  be  less  good,  less  sweet,  less- wise ! 

In  every  look  a  barbed  arrow  send, 
On  those  soft  lips  let  scorn  and  anger  live! 
Do  any  thing,  rather  than  thus,  sweet  friend  ! 
Hoard  for  thyself  the  paih,  thou  wilt  not  give  ! 
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THE  WANDERINGS  OF  CAIN. 


PREFATORY  NOTE.  . 

A  FKOSE  composition,  one  not  in  metre- fit  least,  Beenis  prima  facie  to 
require  explanation  or  a'pologj.  It  was  written  in  the  year  1798,  near 
Nether  Stowey,  in  Soibersetsliire,  at  which  place  (sanctum  et  amabile 
Domen  I  rieh  by  so  maoy  associations  and  recollections)  the  author  had 
taken  vphis  residence  in  order  to  enjoy  the  soeiety  aiid  close  neighborhood 
of  a  dear  and  .honored  friend,  T.  Poole,  Esq.  The  work  was  to  have  been 
written  in  concert  with  another,  whose  name  is  too  venerable  within  the 
precincts  of  genius  to  be  tmneoesssErily  brought  into  connection  with  such  a 
trifle,  and  who  was  then  residing  at  a  small  distance  from  Nelher  Stowey. 
The  title  and  subject  were  suggested  by  myself,  who  likewise  drew  out  the 
scheme  and  the  contents  for  each  of  the  three  books  or  cantos,  of  whioh 
the  work  was  to  copsist>  and  which,  the  reader  is.  ta  be  informed,  was  to 
haye  been  finished  in  one  night  1  My  partner,  undertook  the  first  canto :  I 
the  second:  and  whichever  had  done  first,  was  to  set  about  the  third. 
Alitiost  thii'ty  years  have  passed  by ;  yet  at  this  moment  I  can  not  \^ilhout 
something  more^than  a  smile  moot  the  question  which  of  the  twa  things 
was  the  most  impracticable,  for  a  mind  ao  eminently  original  to  eoropose 
another  man's  thoughts  and.  fsncies,  or  for  a  taste  so  austerely  pure  and 
simple  to  imitate  tb^  Death  of  Abel  ?  Methinks  I  see  his  grand  and-noble 
oountenance  as  at  the  moment  when  having  despatched  my  own  portion  of 
the  task  at  lull  finger-speed,  I  hastened  to  him  with  my  manuscript — that 
look  of  humorous  despondency  -fixed  on  his  almost  blknk  sheet-of  paper, 
and  then  its  silent  mock-piteous  admission  of  failure  strugghng  with  the 
sense  of  the  exceeding  ridiculousness  of  the  whole  scheme — which  broke  up 
in  a  laugh :  and  the  Ancient  Mariner  was  written  instead. 

Years  afterward,  however,  the  draft  of  the  p&n  and  proposed  incidents, 
and  the  portion  exeeuted,  obtained  favor  in  the  eyes  of  more  than  one  per- 
son, Whose  jadgment  on  a  poetic  work  conld  'not  but  have  ireigfaed  with 
me,  even  though  no  parental  partiatity  had  been  thrown  into  the  same 
scal^  .as  a  make-weight :  and  I  determined  on  commcBcing  anew,  aqd  com- 
posing the  wh^le  in  stanzas,  and. made  some . progress  in  realizing  this 
intention,  when  adverse  gales  drove  my  tark  off  the  "  Fortunate  Isles'*  of 
the  Muses:  and  then  other  and  more  momentous  interests  prompted  a  dif- 
ferent voyage,  to  firmer  anchorage  and  a  securer  port.  I  have  hi  vain 
tried  to  recover  tile  lines  from  the  palimpsest  tablet  of  my  menwry :  and  I 
caaonlj^. offer  the  introductory  sUmma,  whiA  )mm)  bejg|i  oomniitted  to  writf- 
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hag  A>r  tibe  porpoe^  of  procm*iiig  a  frieacPs  jadgmeofe  on  the  metre,  as  a. 
•peeimeiL 

EoeiDCtared  with  a  twine  of  leayes^ 

That  leaf/  twine  bis  only  dress  1  ' 

A  lovely  Boy  was  plucldog  fruits. 

By  moonlight,  in  a  wilderness. 

The  moon  was  bright,  the  air  was  free. 

And  fi*uit8  and  flowers  together  grew 

On  many  a  shrub  and  many  a  tree : 

And  all  put  on  a  gentle  hue. 

Hanging  in  the  shadowy  air 

Jake  a  pieture  riefa  and  rare. 

It  was  a  climate  where,  they  say. 

The  night  is  more  bekr'd  than  day.  ^ 

But  who  that  beauteous  Boy  begoU'd, 

That  beauteous  Boy  to  Unger  here  f  .      •  , 

Alone,  by  night,  a  little  child. 

In  place  so  silent  and  so  wild — 

Has  he  no  friend,  no  loving  mother  near  I 

CANTO  It. 

**  A  LITTLE  further,  0  my  father,  yet  a  litde  forthejp,  and  we 
sha)}  come  into  the  open  moonlight."  Their  road  was  through 
a  forest  of  fir-trees ;  at  its  entrance  the  trees  stood  at  distances 
from  each  other,  and  the  path  was  Inroad,  and  the  moonlight  and 
the  mooiilight  shadows  reposed  upen  it,  and  appeared  quietly  to 
inhabit  that  solitude.  But  soon  the  path  winded  and  hecame 
narrow ;  the  sun  at  high  noon  sometimes  ispeckled,  hut  never 
illumined  it,  and  now  it  was  dark  as  a  cavern. 

''  It  is  dark,  0  my  father !"  said  Enos,  "  but  the  path  under 
our  fe<9t  is  smooth  and  soft,  and- we  shall  soon  come  out  into  ihb 
open  moonlight."  " 

"Lead  on,  my  child!'*  said  Cain:  "guide  me.  little  child!" 
And  the  innocent  little  child  clasped  a  finger  of  the  hand  which 
had  murdered  the.  righteous  Abel,  and  he  guided  his  father. 
"  The  fir  branches  drip  upon;  thee,  my  son."  "  Yea,  pleasantly, 
father,  for  I  ran  last  and  eagerly  to  bring  thee  the  pitcher'  and  ' 
the  cake,  and  my  body  is  nfot  yet  cool.  How  happy  the  squir- 
rels are  that  feed  on  these  fir-trees!  they  leap  from  bough  to 
bough,  and,  the  old  squirrels  play  round  Uieir  young  ones  in  the 
nest.  I  elomb  a  tree  yesterday '  at  noon,  O  my  fiKho-,  that  I 
might  play  wkh  them,  but  th^  leaped  away  from  ^  branches^ 
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eveiL  to  the  slender  twigs  -did  they  leap,  aud.  in  a  momeal  I 
beheld  them  on  another  tree.  Why,  0  ray  father,  would  they 
not  play  with  me  ?  I  would  be 'good  to  them  as  thou  art  good  to 
me  :  and  I  groaned  to  them  even  as  thou  groanest. when-  thou 
gi vest  me  to  eat,  and  when  ^hou  coverest  me  at  evening,  and  as 
of\en  as  I  stand  at  thy  knee  and  thine  eyes  look  at  me  ?"  Then 
Cain  stopped,  and  stifling  his  groans  4ie  sank  to  the  earth,  and 
the  child  Enos  Stood  in  the  daikness  beside  him.         ^    . 

And  Cain  lifted  up  his  voice  and  cried  bitterly,  and  said, 
''  The  Mighty  One  that  persecuteth  me^  is  on  this  side  and  on 
that ;  he  pur^ueth  my  soul  like  the  wind,  like  the  sajsd-blast  he 
passeth  through  me ;  he  is  around  me  even  as  the  air  1 .  0  that 
I  might  be  utterly  no  mo!re }  I  desire  to  die — yea,  the  things. that 
never  had  life,  neither  move  they  upon  Ihe  earth*— behold !  they 
seem  precious  to  mine  eyes.  O  that  a  man  might  live  without 
the  breietth  of  his  nostrils.  So  I  ftiight  alnd^  in  darkness,  and 
blackness,  and  an  empty  space !  Yeai  I  would  he  down,  I  would 
not  rise,  neither  would  I  stir  my  limbs  till  1  became  &  the  rock 
in  the  dea  of  the  lien,  on  whidb.  the  young  lion  resteth  his  head* 
whilst  he  sleepeth.  For  the  tcytrent  that  rbareth-  far  ofi*  hath  a 
voice  :  and  the  clouds  in  heaven  look  terribly  on  me  ;  the  Mighty* 
One  who  Is  against  me  speaketh  in  ihe  wind  of  the  cedar  grove  ; 
and  in  silence  am  I  dried  up.-'  Then  Enoe  spake  to  his  father^ 
"  Arise,  my  father,  krise,  we  are  but  a  little  way  from  the  place 
where  I  found  the  cake  and  the  pitcher."  And  Cain  said,  *'Uow 
knbwest  thou?''  and  the  child  answered^-^*' Beheld  l^e  bare 
rocks  are  a  few  of  thy  stridea  distant  from  the  forest ;  and-m^e 
even  now  thou  Wert  lifting  up'  thy  voice,  I  heard  the  echo." 
Then  the  child  took  hold  of  his  father,  as  if  he  would  raise  him  : 
and  Cain  being  faint  and  feeble  rose  slowly  cm  his  Ibim^  Sfsad, 
pressed'  himself  agaiiast  the  trunk  of  a  fir,  anditood  uj^ight  mnd 
followed  the  child.  /  :  '  .    - 

Thie^  path  was  dark  till  within  ihree  strides'  length  of  its  ter- 
mination, iK4ien  it  turned  suddenly ;  the  thick  black  tr«M  foraied 
a  low  archr  <tnd  the  moonlight  appeared  £»r  a  momelft  like  a 
dazzling  postal.  ^  £nos  ran  before  and  stood  in  the  openiair;  and 
when  Cain,  his  father,  emeiged  from  the  darkness,  thQjishild  was 
affrighted.  For  the  9iighty  limbs  of  Cain  were  waalpd  as  by 
fire ;  his  hair  was  as  the  mattckl  curls  on  the  bison's  foteheadi 
and  so  glared  his  fierce  ahd  sullen  eye  beneath :  and  ihe  blaok 
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abunduit  looks  6n  cither  nde,  a  Mak  and  tangled  mass,  were 
stained  and  scorched,  as  though  the  grasp  of  a  burning  iron  hand . 
had  striven^  to  rend  them ;  anid  his  countenance  told  in  a  strange 
and  terrilrfe  language  of  agonies  that  had  been,  and  were,  and 
-Weps  still  to  continue  to  be.    • 

The  scene  around  was  desQlate ;  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach 
it  was  desolate  :  the  bare  rooks  faced  each  other,  and  lefl  a  long 
and  wide  interval  of  thin-  white  sand.     You  might  wander  on 
and.  look  round  and  round,  and  peep  into  the  crevices  of  the 
rodcs  -and  discover  nothing  that  acknowlodged  the  influence  of 
the  seasons.  *  There  was  no  spring/  no  summer,  no  autumn  :  and. 
the  winter's  snow,  that  would  have  been  lovely,  fell  not  on  these 
hot  rocks  and  sco^ofaing  sands.     Never  inoming  lark  had  poised 
hiniself  over  this  desert  ,*  but  the  huge  serpent,  often  hissed  there 
beneath  the  talons  of  the  vulture,  and  the  vulture  screamed,  his 
wings  imprisoned  within  the  coils  of  the  serpent.     The  pointed 
and  'shattered  summits  of  the  ridges  of  the  rocks  .made  a  rude 
mimicry' of  htunan  concerns,  and  seemed  to  prophesy  imitely  of 
tilings  that  then  were  not ;  steeples,  and  battlements,  and  shipcf 
with  naked  masts.    As  £»r  from  the  wood  as  a  boy  might  slin^  a 
pebble  of  the  brook,  these  was  one  rock  by -itself  at  a  small  dis- 
tance from  the  main  ridge.   It  had  been  precipitated  there  perhaps 
by  the  groan  which  the  Earth  uttered  when  our  first.father  fell. 
Before  you  approached,  it  appeared  to  lie  flat  on  the.  ground,  Imt 
its  base  slanted  from  its  point,  and  between  its  points  and  the 
saiids  a  tall  man  might  stand  upright.     It  was  here  that  Enos 
had  found  the  pitc^r  and  cake,  and  to  this  place  he  led  hia 
father.    But  ere  they  had  reached  the  rock  they  beheld  a  human 
shape:  his  hack  was  towards  them,  and  they.  were,  advancing 
unper0M»d,  when  they  heard  him  smite  his  breast  and  cry 
alo«kl,  '*Woe  is.me!  wpe  is  z^e!  I  must.nev^  die  9gain,  and 
yet  I  am  perishing  with  thirst  and  hunger.*' 

Pallid,  as  the  reflection  of  the  sheeted,  lightning  on  the  heavy- 
saihng  flfght-oloud,  became  the  face  of  Gain  ;  but  the  child  Enos 
took  hcM  of  the  shaggy  skin,  his  father's  robe^  and  raised  his 
eyes  to  his  father,  and  listening,  whispered,  *'  Ere  yet  I  could 
speak,  I  am>  sure,  O  my  father,  thiat  I  heard  that  voice.  Have 
not  I  ofleli  said  that  I  remembered  a  sweet  voice  7  O  my  father ! 
tiiis  is  it :"  and  Cain  trembled  exceedingly.  The> voice  was  swest 
indeed,  htit  it  was  thin  and  .querulous,  like  that  of  a  feeble  slave 
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ilk:  misery,  who  despi^ifs  altogether,  yet  can  not  jefraia  hfmoelf  > 
from  weeping  and  lamentation.  And;  behold  I  Eiios  glided  for- 
ward, and  creeping  soitly  round  the  base  of  the  rock,  stood  before 
the  stranger,  and  looked-  up  into  his  face.  And  the  Shape  shrieked, 
and  turned  round,  and  Okin  beheld  him,  that  tiis  .limbd-  and  h^s 
face  were  those*  of  his  brother  Arbel  whom  be  had>»kilied  I  And 
Cain  stood  like  one  who  struggles  in  his  sleep  because  of  the. ex- 
ceeding ternbleness  of  a  dream. 

Thus  as  he  stood  in  silence  and  darkness  of  soul,  tiie.  Shape  fell 
at  his  ieet,  and  embraced  his  kneesr  arid  cried  out. with  a  bitter 
outcry,' "  Thou  eldest  born  of  Adam»  whom  Eve,  my  ipother, 
brought  forth,  cease  to  torment  me  !  I  was  feeding  my  flocks  in 
green'^pastures  by  the  side  of  quiet  ritrers,  and  thou  killedst  me  ; 
and  now  j  ttm  in  misery."  Then  Cain  closed  his  eyes,  and -hid 
them  with  his  hands ;  and  again  he  opened  his  eyes,  and  looked 
around  him,  and  said  t^TEno^,  "  What  beholdest  thou  ?  Didst 
thou  hear  a  voice,  my  son?"  "  YeS,  my  father, -J  beheld  a  man. 
in  unckan  garments,  and  he  uttered  a  sweet  voice,  full  o£  lamen- 
tation." ThenOain  raised  up  the  Shape  that  was  like  Abel,  and 
said  : — "The  Creator  of  our  father,  who  had  respect  nuito  thee, 
and  unto  thy  offering,  wherefore  hath  he  forsaken  thee  ?">  Then 
the  Shape  shrieked  a  second  time,,  and  rent  his  garment,  and  his 
naked  skin  was'  like  the  white  sands  beaeath  their  feet ;  and  he 
shrieked  yet  a  third  time,  and  threw  himself  on  his  face  upon 
the  sand  that  was  black  with  the  shadow  of  tbe  rock,  and  Cain 
aiid  Enos  sat  beside  him  *;  the  child  by  his^  right  hand,  and  Cain 
by  his  left.  They  were  all  three  imder  the  rock^  and  within  the 
shadow.  The- Shape  that  was  like  AbeL  raised  himself  up,  and 
spake  to  the  child  :  "  I  know  where  the  cold  waters  are,  but  I 
may  not  drink,  "wherefore  didst  thou  then  take  away  my  pitcher  ?"  . 
But  Cain  said,  "  Didst  thou  not  find  favor-in  the  sight  of  the  Lord 
thy  God  ?"  The  Shape  answered,  "  The  Lord  is  God  of  the  Jiv* 
ing  only,  the  deid  have  another  God."  Then  the  child  Enos 
lifted  up  his  eyes  and  prayed  ;  but  Cain  rejoiced  secretly  in  his 
heart.  "  WretchQd  shall  they  be  all  the  days  of  their  mortal 
life,"  exclaimed  the  Shape,  "who  sacrifice 'worthy  and  accepta- 
ble sacrifices  to  the  God  of  the  dead ;  but-  after  death  their  toil 
ceaseth.  Woe  is  me,  for  I  was  well  beloved  by  the  God  of  the 
living,  and  croel  wert  thoit,  0  my  brother,  who  didst,  snatch  me 
away  from  his  power  and  his  dominion."     Having  uttered  these 
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words;  he  ro«e  suddenly,  and  £ed  oyer  the  sands  :  and  Cain  said 
in  his  heart,  '*  The  curse  of  the  Lord  is  on  me  ;  •  but  who  is  the 
God  of  the  dead  ?'*  and'he  ran  after  the  Shape,  and  the,%ape  fled 
shrieking  over  the-  sands,  and  the  sands  rose  like  white  miste  be- 
hind the  steps  of  Cain,  but  the  feet  of  him  that  was  like  Abel 
disturbed  ik)t  the  sandd.  He  greatly  outran  Cain,  and  turning 
short,  he  wheeled  round,  and  came  ag&in  to  the  rock  w^ere  they 
had  been  sitting,  and  where  Enos  still  stood ;  and  the  child  caught 
hold  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  by,  and  )ie  fell  upon  the  ground. 
And  Cain  stopped,  and  beholding  him  not,  said,  "he  has  passed 
into  the  dark  woods,''  and  he  walked  slowly  back  to  the  roeks  ; 
and  when  he  reached  it  the  child  told  him  that  he  had  caught 
hold  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  by,  and  that  the  man  had  fallen 
upon  the  giound  :  and  Cain  once  mdre  sate  beside  him,  and  said, 
"  Abel,  my  brother,  I  would  lament  for  thee,  but  that  the  spirit 
within  me  is  withered;  and  burnt  up  with  extreme'  agony.  NoWf 
I  pray  thee;  by  thy  flocks,  and  by  thy  pastures^  and  by  the  quiet 
rivers  which  thoulovedst,  that  thou  tell  me  all  tha^  thpu  knowest. 
Who  .is  the  God  of  the  dead  ?  where  doth  he  make  his  dwelling  ? 
what  saerifices  are  acceptable  unto  him  ?  for  I  have  offered,  but 
have  not  been  received  ;  I  have  prayed,  and  have  not  been 
heard  ;  and  how  can  I  be  afflicted  more  than  I  already  am  V*  The 
Shape  arose  and -answered,  *'  0  that  thbu  had^t  had  pity  on  me 
as  I  wilt  have  pity  on,  thee.  Follow  me,  Son  of  Adam  I  and 
bring  thy  child  with  thee  I*! 

And  they  three  passed  over  the  white  sands  between  the  rpcks, 
silent  as  the  shadows. 
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*     -  ALLEGOKIO  TISIOK 

A  FEELING  of  sadness,  a  peculiar  melancholy,  is  wont  to  take 
possession  of  me  aiike  in  spring  and  in  autumn.  But  in  spring* 
it  is  the 'melancholy  of  hope  :  in  autuhmit  is  the  melancholy  of 
resignation.  As  I  w!as  journeying  on  foot  through  the  Apennine, 
I  fell  in  with  'a  pilgrim  in  whom  the  spring  arid  the  autumn  ftnd^ 
the  melanchdly  of  both  seemed  to  have  combined.  In  his  dis- 
course there  were  the  freshness  and  the  colors  of  April : 

<,  Qoal  ramicel  a  ramo, 

-  T«J  da  pensier  pen^iero 

In  lui  gennogliaya. 

But  as  I  gazed  on  his  whole  form  and  figure,  l-'bethoCight  rae  of 
the  not  unlovely  decays,  both  of  age  and  of  the  late  season,'  in 
the  stately- elm,  after  the  clusters  ha Ve'^ been  pluckod  from  its  en- 
twining vines,  and  ^the  vines  are  ad  bands  of  dried  withies  aroui^ 
^its  trunk  and  branches.  Bven  so  there  wafl  a  memory  on  hid 
smooth  and  ample  -forehead,  which  blended  with  the  dedica;tion 
of  his  steady  eyes,  thtft  Btill  looked — -I  know  not,  Whethe^  up- 
ward, or  faV  onward,  or  rather  to  the  line  of  meeting  where  the 
sky  rests  upon  the  distance.  -  But  how  may  Lexpress  that  dim- 
ness of  abstracrtion  which  lay  on  the  lustre  of  the  pilgrim's  eyes- 
like  tie  flitting  tarnish  frorxr  the.  breath  of  a,  sigh  on  a  silver  mir- 
ror! and  which  accorded  with  their  slow  and  reluctant  move* 
ment,  whenever  he  turned  them  to  any  object  on  the  ri^t  hand 
or  on  the  left  ?  It  seemed,  methought,  ae^if  there  lay  upon  the 
brightness  a  shadowy  presence  of  disa^jpointments  now  unfelt, 
but  never,  forgotten.  It  was  at  once  the  melanetholy  of  hope  and 
of  reaignatton.^  \ 

.We  had  not  long  been  fellow-travellers,  ere  a  sudden  tOmpest 
of  wind  and  rain  forced  us  to  seek  protection  in  tho  vaulted*  door- 
way of  a  lone '.chapelry ;  and-we  sate  faee  to  face  each  'on  the 
stone  bench  wiongside  the^ow,  weathdr-stained  wall,  and  as  close 
as  possible  to  the  massy  door.  .     . 

After  a  patue  of  silence  :  even  thus,  said  he,  like  two  fitrangen 
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that  have  fled  to  the  same  shelier  from  the  same  storm,  not  sel- 
dom do  Despair  and  Hope  meet  for  the  first  time  in  the  porch  of 
Death  !  All  extremes  meet,  I  answered ;  but  yours  was  a  strange 
and  visionary  thought.  The  better  then  doth  it  beseem  both  the 
place  and  me,  he  repKed.  From  a  .Visionary'  wilt  thou  hear  a 
Vision?  Mark  that  vivid  flash  through  this  torrent  ot  rain  ! 
Fire  and  water.  Even  here  thy  adage  holds  true,  and  its  truth 
is  the  moral  of  my  Vision.  I  entreated  .him  to^roceed.  Sloping 
his  face  toward  Jthe  arch  and  yet  averting  his  eye  from  it,  he 
seemed  to  seek  and  prepare  his  words  :  till  listening  to  wind  that 
eehoed  wit^n  the  hoHow  edifice,  and  to  the-rain  without^ 

Which  stole  on  his  thoughts  with  its  two-fold  'souod,  ' 
The  clash  hard  by  and  the  murmur  all  round, 

he  gradually  sank  away,  alike  from- me  and  from  his  own  pur- 
pose, and  amid  the  gloom  of  the  storm  and  in  the  duskiness  of 
.  that  place,  he  sate  like  an  emblem  on  a  rich  man's  sepulchre, 
or  like  a  mourner  on  the  sodded  grave  of  an  only  one-*— an-  aged 
mourner,  who  is  watching  the  waned  moon  and  sorroweth  not 
Starting  at  length  from  his  brief  trance  of  abstraction*  with  cour< 
tcsy  and  an  9.toBing  smile,  he  renewed  his  discourse,-  and  oom- 
menced  his  parable. 

])uring  one  of  those  shoH  furloughs  from  the  service  of  the  body, 
which  the  soiil  may  scone  times  obtain  aven  in  this  its  militant 
state,  I  found  myself  in. a  vast  plain,  which  I  immediately  knew 
to  be  the  Valley  of  Life.  It  possessed  an  astonishing  diversity  of 
soils  :  here  'was  &  siinny  spot,  and  there^  a  dark  one,  fuming  just 
such  a  mixture  of  sunshine- and  shade,  as  we  may  have  t>bBerved 
on  the  mountain's  side  id  an  .April  day,  when  the  thin  broken 
clouds  are  scattered  over  heaven.  Almost  in  the  very  entrance 
of  the  valley  stood  a  laiige  and  gloomy  pile,  into  which  I  seemed 
constrained  to  enter.  Every  part  of  the  building  was  crowded 
with  tawdry  ornaments  and  fant^tic  deformity.  ^  Qn  every  win-^ 
dow  was  portrayed,  in  glaring  and  inelegant  colors,  some  horrible 
tale,  or^  preternatural  ineident,  so  that  not  a  ray  of  iighi^  could 
enter,  untinged^  by  the  medium  through  which  it  passed.  The 
body  of  the  building  was  full  of  people,  some  of  them  dancing,  in 
and.  out,  in  ^unintelligible  figures,  with  strange  .ceremonies  and 
antic  merriment,  while  others  seemed  convulsed- with  horrori  or. 
pmingin  rnftd  melancholy*.^  Intermingled  with  these,  I  observed 
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a  number  of  men,  clothed  in  ceremonial  robes,  who  appeared  naw 
to  marshal  the  various  groups,  and  to  direct  their  movements ; 
and  now  with  menacing  countenances,  to  drag  some  reluctant 
victim  to  a  vast  idol,  framed  of  iroa  bars  inten^'ossed,  whieh 
formed  at  the  same  time  an  immense  cage,  and  the  shape  of  a 
human  Colossus. 

I  stoe^  for  a  while  lost  in  wpnder  what  these  things  might 
mean  ;  when  lo  !  one  of  the  directors  came  up  to  me,  and  jidth 
a  stem  and  reproachful  look'  bade  me  uncover  my  «head»  &t  that 
the  place  into  which  T  had  entered  was  the  temple  of  the  only 
tnie  Religion,  in  the  holier  recesses  of  which  the  great  Goddess 
perscmally  resided.'  Himself  too  he  bade  me  reverence,  as  the 
consecrated  minister  of  her-  rites.  Awe-struck  by  the  name  of 
Religion,  I  bowed'  before  the  priest,  and  humbly  and  earnestly 
entreated  him  to  conduct  ifie  into  her  presence.  He  as^nted. 
Ofierings  he  took  from  me,  with  mystic  sprinklings  of  water  and 
with^alt  he  purified,  and  with  frtxange  snfflations  he  exoicised 
me ;  and  then  led  me  through  many  a  dark  and  winding  alley, 
the  dew-damips  of  which  chilled  my  flesh,  and  the  hollow  echoes 
under  my  feet,  mingled,  methought^  with  moanings^  afirighted 
me:  At  length  we  entered  a  large  hall,  lyithout  window,  or 
spiracle,  or  lamp.  The  asylum  and  ^lormitoryit  seemed  of  per- 
ennial night— only  that  the  walls  were  brought  to  the  eye  l^  a 
number  of  self>>luminbus  inscriptions  in  letters  of  a  pale  sepulchml 
light,  which  held  strange  lieutrality  with  the  darkness,  on  the 
V^rge  of  which  it  kept  its  rayless  vigil.  I  could  re^td  them,  me- 
thonght ;  but  though  each  of  the  words  taken  separately.  I  seemed 
to  understand,  yet  when  I  took  them  in  sentences,  they  were  rid- 
dles and'  incomprehensible. .  As  L  stood  meditating-^ea  these,  hard 
sayings,  my  guide  thus  addressed  me—'*  Read  and  believe :  thci^e 
are  mysteries  !"r— At  the  extremity  of  the  vast  hall  the  Goddess 
"Was  placed.  Her  features,  blended  with  darkness,  rose  out  to 
my  view,  teriribte,  yet  vacant.  I '  prostrated  myself  before  hey, 
and  then  retired  with  my  guide,  soul-withered,  and- wondering, 
and  dissatisfied.  '  ' 

As  I  re-entered  the  body  of  the  temple,  I  heard  a  deep  buzz  as 
of  discotitent  A  few  whose  eyes  were  bright,  and  either  piercing 
OT  fteady,  and  whose  ample  foreheads,  with  the  weighty  bar, 
ridge-like,  above  th6  eyebrows,  bespoke  observation  followed  by 
meditative  thought ;  and  a'  mach  larger  number,  who  were  w-. 
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rafed  by  the  teyerity  and  insolence  of  the  priesti  in  exacting 
their  ofl^ngs,  had  collected  in  one  tumultuous;  gionp,  a^d  with 
a  oottiuied  outcry  of  **  This  is  the  TempUi  of  Superstition  !"  aft^r 
much  contumely,  and  turau>il,  and  cruel  mal-treatment  ^n  all 
sides,  rnshed  out  of  the  pile  ;  and  I,  methoi^ht,  joined  them., 

We  speeded  from  the .  Temple  with  hasty  stepsi  and  had  now 
nearly  gone  round  half  the  valleyr  when^  we  w^e  addressed  by  a 
woman,  tall  beyond  the  stature  of  mortals,  and  a  something  luore 
than  human  in  her  countenance  and  oiiex^  which  yet  could  by 
mortals  be  only  felt,  not  conveyed  by  wocds  or  intelligibly  distin- 
guished.    Deep  reflection,  animated  by  ardent  feelings,  was  dis* 
played  in  them  :  and  hope,  without  its  uncertainty,  and  a  some- 
thing more  than  all  these,  which  I  undersrtood  not,  but  which  y^t 
seemed  to  blend  all  these  into  a  divine  unity  of.  expression.  >  He^ 
garments  were  white  and  matronly,,  and  of  the  simplest  texture. 
We  inquired  her  name.     '*  My  name,"  she  replied,  '*  is  Religion." 
The  more  nnmerous  part  of  our  company,  affrighted  by  the 
very  sound,  and  sore  from  recent  im {postures  or  sorceries^  hurried 
onwards  and  examined  no  farther.     A  few  of  us,  struck  by  the 
manifest  opposition  of  her  form  and  maunders,  to  those  of  the  living 
Idol,  whom  we  had  s&  recently  abjured,' agreed  «4o  follow  her, 
though  with  cautious  circumspection.     She  led  us  to  an  emi- 
nence in  the  midst  of  the  valley,  from  the  top  of  which  ^^e  could 
command  the  whole  plain,  and  observe  therelation  of  the  difler- 
ent  parts  to  each  other,  and  of  each  to  the  whole,  and  of  aHto 
each.    She  then  gave  us  an  optic  glass  which  assisted  without  con- 
tradicting our  natural  vision,  and  enabled  us.  to  see  far  b^ond 
the  limits  of  the  Valley  of  Life  ;  though,  our  eye  even  thus  assisted 
permitted  us  only  to  behold  alight  and  a  glory,  but  what  we  could 
not  descry,  save  only  that  it  was,  and  that  it  was,  most  glorious.  < 
And  ik)w  with  the  rapid  transition  of  a  dream,  I  had  overtaken 
and  rejoined  the  more  numerous  party,  who  had.  abruptly  left  us, 
indignant  at  the  very  name  of  religion.    They  journeyed  on,  goad- 
ing each  other  with  remembrances  of  past  oppressions,  and  never 
looking  back,  till  in  the  eagerness  to  recede  from  the  X^Qiple  of 
Superstition  they  had  rounded  the  whole  circle  of  the  valley. 
And  lo  !  there  fkced  us  the  mouth- of  a  vast  cavern,  at  the  base 
of  a  lofty  and  aloiost  perpendicular  rock,  the  interior  side  of 
which,  unknown  to  them,  and  nnsuspected,  formed  the  extremo 
and  baokwiM  wall  of  the  Temple.  .  An  impatient  orowd,  -we  en* 
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tered  the  vast  and  dusker  cave,  which  was  the  onlf  perforation 
of  the  precipice.  At  the  mouth  of  the  cave  aate  two  figures  ; 
the  first,  b>Lher  dress  and  gestures,  I  knew  to  be  Sensuality  ;  the 
second  fornix  from  the  fierceness  of  his  demeanor,  and  the  brutal 
scornfulness  of  his  looks,  declared  himself  to  be  the  monster  Blas- 
phemy. He  uttered  big  words,  and  yet  ever  and  anon  I  observed 
that  he  turned  pale  at  his  own  courage.  ^  We  entered.  Some  re- 
mained In  the  opening  of  the  cave,  with  the  one  or  the  other  of 
its  guardians.  The  rest,. and  I  among  them,  pressed  on,  till  we 
reached, an  ample  chamber,  that  seemed  the  centre  of  the  rock. 
The  climate  of  the  place  was  unnaturally  cold. 

In  the  furthest  distance  of  the  chamber  sate  an  old  dim-eyed 
man,  poring  with  a  micros<iope  over  the  torso  of  a  statue  which 
had  neither  basis,  nor  feet,  nor  heaid  ;  but  oh  its  breast  was  carved 
Nature  !  To  this  he  continually  applied  his  glass,  and  seemed 
enraptured  with  the  yario^is  inequalities  which  it  rendered  visible 
on  the  seemingly  polished  surface  of  the  marble. — Yet  evermore 
was  this  delight  and  triumph  followed  by  expressions  of  Hatred, 
and  vehement  railing  againsf  a  Being,  who  yet,  he  assured  us^ 
had  po  existence.  This  mystery  suddenly  recalled  to  me  what  I 
had  read  in  the  holiest'  recess  of  the  Temple  of  Superstition. 
The  old  tnan  spake  in  divers  tongues,  and  continued  to  utter  othei 
and  rnost  strange  mysteries.  Among  the  rest  he  talked  .much 
and  vehemently  concerning  an  infinite  series  of  causes  and  effects, 
which  he  explaine4  to  be — a  string  of  blind  men,  the  last  of 
whom  caught  hold  of  the  skirt  of  the  one  before  him,  he  of  the 
next,  and  so  on  till  they  were  all  out  of  ^ght ;  and  that  they  all 
walked  infallibly  straight,  without  making  one  false  step,  though 
all  were  ahke  blind.  Methought  I  borrowed  courage  from  stix- 
prise,  and  asked,  him — Who  then  is  at  the  head  to  guide  them  ? 
He  looked  aS  me  witli  ineffable  contempt,  not  unmixed  with  an 
angry  suspicion,  and  then  replied,  "  No  one."  The  string  of 
blind  men  wcQt  pn  forever  with\)ut  ai:\^  beginning  ;  for  although  . 
one  blind  man  could  not  tnove  without  stumbling,  yet  infiiiite 
bhndness  supplied  the  want  of  sight.  I  burst  into  laughter, 
which  instantly  turned  to  terror-^for  as  he  started  forward  in 
rage,  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  him  from  behind  ;  and  lo  I  Lbeheld 
a  monster  bi-form  and  Janus-headed,  in  the  hinder  face  and  sh^pe 
of  which  I  instantly  rscogjiized  the  dread  countenance  of  Supen* 
atition— *and  in  the  terror  I  awoke.  «       . 
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THE  IMPROVISATORE; 
'oa   "JOHN   ANDERSON,    JIT  JO,  JOHN." 

Scene — A  spacious  dratving^oom,  toith  music-room  odjnining. 

Katharine.  What  are  the  wprds  ? 

Eliza.  Ask  our  friend,  the  Improyisatore ;  here  he  comes. 
Kate  has  a  favor  to.  ask  of  you,  Sir ;  it  is  that  you  will  .repeat 

the  hallad  that  Mr. sang  so  sweetly.  \ 

Friend.  It  is  in  Moore's  Irish  Melodies  ;  but  I  do  not  recollect 
the  words  distinctly.  The  moral  of  them,  howeve^^,  I  take'  to  be 
this  : — 

Jjave  would  remaia  the  same  if  trae, 
"When  we  were  neijbher  young  nor  new ; 
Yea,  and  in  all  within  the  will  that  came, 
By  the  same  proofs  would  show  itself  the  same. 

MHz.  What  are  the  lines  you  repeated  from  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher^  which  my  mother  adi^ired  so  muqh  ?  It  begins  with 
something  about  two  vines  so  close  that  their. tendrils  intermingle.  _ 

jPri.  You  mean  Charles'  speech  io  Angelina,  in.  "  The  Elder 
BrotJier/ 

Well  live  together,  lyce  two  neighbor  vines, 

Circling  our  soulrtind  loves  in  one  another  1  . 

We'll  spring  together,  and  we'll  bear  one  fruit; 

One  joy  shall  make  us  smile,  and  one  grief  mourn ; 

One  age  go  with  us,  and  one  hour  of  death 

Shall  close  our  eyes,  and  one  grave  make  us  happy.   "  ' ' 

Kath.  A  precious  boon,  ^at  would  go  far  to  leconcile  one  to 
old  age-^— this,  love — ^if  true  !     But  is  there,  any  such  true  love  * 

Fri,  I  hope  so. 

Kath.  But  do  you  believe  it  ? 

Eliza,  {eagerly)  I  am  sure  he  does. 

Fri.  From  a  man  turned  of  fifly^ELatharine,  I  imagine,  ex-^ 
pects  a  less  confident  answer. 

Kath.  A  more  sincere  one,  perhaps^ 
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Fri.  Even  thougli  he  should  have  obtained  the  nickname  of 
Improvisatore,  by  perpetrating  charades  and  extempore  ▼erses  at 
Christmas  times  ?    " 

Eliz,  Nay,  but  be  serious. 

Fri.  Serious!  Doubtless.  A  grave  personage  t>f  my  years  giv- 
ing a  love-lecture  to  two  young  ladies,  caff  not  well  be 'otherwise. 
The  difficulty,  I  suspect,  would  be  for  them  to  remain  so.  It 
will  be  asked  whether  I  am  not  the  ."  elderly  gentleman"  who 
sate  "  despairing  beside  a  clear  stream,"  with  u  willow  for  his 
wig-block. 

JSiftz.  Say  another  word»  and  we  will  call  it  downright  afiec- 
tation. 

Kath.  No !  we  will  be  afironted,  drop  a  courtesy,  and  ask 

pardon  for  our  presumption  in  expecting  that  Mr.' would 

waste  his  sense  (m  two  insignificant  ^irls. 

Fri.  Weil,  well,  I  will  be  serious.  Hem !  Now  then  com- 
mences the  discourse ;  Mr.  Moore's  song  being  the  text.  Love, 
as  distinguished  from 'Friendship,  on  the  one  hand,  and  from  the 
passion  that  too  oflen  usurp?  its  name,  on  the  other — 

'Liicitis  {EUza^  brothcTy  who  had  just  joined  the  trio,  in  a 
whisper  to  the  Friend),     But  is  not  Love  the  union  of  both  ? 

Fri.  ^aside  to  Lucius),     He  never  loved  who  thinks  so. 

JSliz:  Brother,  we  don't  want  you.  There !  Mrs.  H.  can  not 
arrange  the  flower-vase  without  you.  Thank  you,  Mrs.  Hart- 
man. 

Luc.  I'll  have  my  revenge  !  I  know  what  I  will  say ! 

Eliz,'  Off  I  pff !  No^,  dear  sir, — Love,  you  were  saying — 

jFW.  Hush !  Preaching,  you  mean,  Eliza. 

Eliz.  (impatiently).  Psh^w ! 

Fri.  Well  th^,  I  was  i^aying  that  love,  truly  such,  is  itsdf  hot 
the  most  common  thing  in  the  world  :  and  mutual  love  still  less 
flo.  But  that  enduring  personal  attachment,  so  beautifully  de- 
lineated by  Erin's  sweet  melodist,  and  6till  more  touchingly,  per- 
haps, in  the  well-known  ballad,  "  John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John," 
in  addition  to  a  depth  and  constancy  of  character  jof  no  every-<!ay 
oecurrence,  supposes  a  peculiar  sensibility  and  tenderness  of  na- 
ture ;  a  constitutional  communicativeness  and  utterancy  of  heart 
and  fioul  t  a  delight  iii  the  detail  of  dympalhy,  in  the  outward 
and  visible  signs  of  the  sacrament  within — to  count,  as  it  were, 
the  pulses  of  the  Hfe  of  love.     But  above  all,  it  supposes  a  soul 

VOL.  VIL  0 
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whiclh'  erea  in  the  pride  and  summer-tide  >of .  life — even  in  the 
luBtihood  of  health  and  strength,  had  felt  oflenest  and  prized 
highest  that  which  age  con  not  take  away,  and  which,  in  all  our 
Ipvings,  is  the  Love ; , 

JEliz.  There  A  something  here  {pointing  to  her  hear^  that 
seems  to  understand  you,  hut  Wants  the  word  that  wojild.make 
it  understand  itself. 

Kath.  I,  too,  seem  to  feel  what  you  mean.  Interpret  the  feel- 
ing for  m.  '  - 

Fri, 1  mean  that  willing  sense  of  the  unsufficingn^s  of 

the  self  for  itself,  which  predisposes  a  generoins  nature  to  see,  in 
the  total  being  of  another,  the  supplement  and  completion  of  its 
own  ; — ^that  quiet  perpetual  seeking  which  the*  presence  of  the 
beloved  pbject  modulates,  not  suspends,  where  the  heart  xxio- 
mently  finds,  and,  finding,  again  seeks  on  ;<T*4astly,  when  "  life's 
changeful  orb  lias  pass'd  the  full,^'  a  confirmed  faith  in  the  noble* 
ness  of  humanity,  thus  brought  home. and  pressed,  a^  it  were,  to 
the  very  bosom  of  hourly  experience  ;  it  supposes,  I  say,  a  heiirt- 
felt  reverence  for  worth,  not  the  less  deep  because  divested  o^ 
its  Solemnity  by  habit,  by  familiarity,  1)y  mutual  infirmities,  a,nd 
even  by  a  feeling  of  modesty  which  will  arise  in  delicate. minds, 
"when  they  are  conscious  of  possessing  the  same  or  the  correspon- 
dent excellence  in  their  own  characters.  In  short«  there  must  be 
a  mind,  which,  while  it  feels  the  beautiful  and  the  excellent  in 
the  beloved  as  its  own,  and  by  right  of  love  appropriates  it,  can 
call  Goodness  its  pktyfeUow;.  and  dares  make  sport  of  time  and 
infirmity^  while,  in  ^the  person  of  ^  thousand-foldly  endeared  part- 
ner, we  feel  for  aged  virtue  the  caressing  fondness  that  belongs 
to  the  innocenee  of  childhood,  and  repeat  the  same  attentions  ai^d 
tender  eourtesies  which  had  been  dictated  by  the  same  afieotion 
to  the  s£ima  object  when  attired  iit  feminine  liveliness  or  in 
manly  beauty.  ^ 

Eliz.  What  a  soothing^— what  an  elevating  thought  ^ 

Kath.  If  it  be  not  only  a  mere  fancy. 

Fri*  At  all  events,  these  qualities  whiehj  have  enumerated, 
are  rarely  found  united  in  a  single  individual.  How. much  more 
rare  must  it  be,  that  two  such  individuals  should  meet  together 
in  tiis  wide  world  under  circumstances  that  admit  of  their  union 
as  Husband  a^d  Wife.  A  person  may  be  highly  estimable  on 
the  whole,  nay,  amiablaas  neighbor,  fidend,  housei3aat©--in  short, 
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in  all  the  concentno  circles  of  attachment  save  ox^ly  the  lisuit  and 
ioim^st ;  and  yet  fi^om  how  many  caufies  he  estranged  from  the 
highest  perfection  in  this !  Pride,  coldness,  or  iastidioutness  of 
Q&tuire,  worldly  cares,  an  anxious  or  amhitioas .  dL^sitioH;.  a 
passioit  for  display,  a  sullen  temper,— -<one  or  the  other — ^too  oilen 
proves  /'  the  dead  fly  in  the  compost  of  spie^"  and  any  one  is 
enough  to  unfit  it  for  the  precious. halm  of  uncticm*  Fo^  soq^e 
mighty  gxk>d  sort  of  people,  too,  the|«  is  not  seldom  a  sort\of 
solemn  saturnine,  or,  if  you  will,  ursine  vanity,  that  keeps  itself 
alive  hy  siucking  the  paws  of  its  own  self-importance.  And  as 
this  high  sense,  or  rather  sensation  of  their  own  value  is,  for  the 
most  part,  grounded  on  negative  qualities,  «o  they  have  no  better 
means  of  preserving  the  same  but  by  negatives — that  is,  by  not 
doing  or  saying  any  thing,  that  might  l^e  put  down  for  fond,  silly, 
or  Botisensical ; — or  (to  use  their  own  phrase)  by  never  forgetting 
themselves,  which  some  of  their  acquaintance  are  ui^chaiitable 
enough  to  think  the  mcMt  worthless  object  they  could  be  em- 
ployed in  remembering.  ^ 

Eliz,  (in  ansioer.toa  whisper  from  Katharine),  To  a  hair  I 
He  must  have  sate  for  it  hivisglf.  ^ave^  me  from  .such  folks  I 
Bi!at  they  are  out  of  the  question. 

Fri,  True !  but  the  same  efiect  is  produced  in  thousands  by 
the  too  general  insensibility  to  a  very  important  truth  ;  this, 
Bainely,  that  the  misery  of  human  life  is  made  up  of  large 
miisses,  each  separated  from  the. other  by  certain  intervals.  One 
year,  the  death  of  a  child  ;  years  after,  a  failure  in  trade  ;  after 
another  longer  or  shorter  interval,  a  ds^ughter  may  have  married 
unhappily  ; — in  all  but  the  singularly  unfortunate,  the  in^gral 
parts  that  compose  the  sum  total  of  the  tmhappiness  of  a  man's 
life,  are  eanly  counted,  and  distinctly  remembered.  The  happi- 
ness of  life,  on  the  contrary,  is  made  up  of  minute  fractions — the 
little,  soon-forgotten  charities  of  a  kiss,  a  smile,  a- kind  look,  a 
heartfelt  compliment,  in  the  disguise  of  playful  raillery,  apd  the 
countless  other  infinitesimals  of  pleasurable  4hiG42ght  and  genial 
feeling. 

Kath,  Well,  Sir ;  you  have  said  quite  enough  to  make  me 
despair  of  finding  a  "  John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  Johp,"  with,  whom 
to  totter  down  the  hiU  of  life.  . 

Frt.  Not  so !  Good  men  ater  not,  I  trust,  so  much  scarcer  than 
good  women,  hut  that  what  another  Would  find  in  j^u,  you  ;nay 
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hope  to  find  in  another.  Bnt  well,  however,  'may  thaf^beon,  be 
rare,  thei  poaseMiba  of  which  would  be  more  than  ah  adequate 
reward  for  -the  raroBt  Tirtue. 

EUz.  Purely,  he,  who  has  described  it  so  well,  must  hav«  pos- 
sessed it  ?  -      : 

Fri.  If  he  were  worthy  to  hare  possessed  it,  and  had  believe 
ingly  anticipated  -and  not  found  it,  how  bitter  the  disappoint-> 
ment !    (Then,  after  a  paute  of  a  few  imnutes), 

Answer,  ex  impraViso.  -      •    .    - 

Yes,  yes !  that  boon,  life's  richest  treat, 
He  had,  or  fancied  that  he  had  ; 
^      Say,  'twas  but  in  his  own  conceit — 
The  fancy  made  him  glad  I 
Crown  of  his  cup,  and  garnish  of  bis  dish, 
The  boon,  prefigured  in  his  earliest  wish, 
The  fair  fulfilment  of  his  poesy, 
When  his  young  heart  first  yearn*d  for  sympathy  ! ' 

But  e'en  the  meteor  offspring  of  the  brain" 

Unnourished  wane ;  , 
•  Faith  asks  her  daily  bread. 

And  Fancy  must  be  fed.  ^ 

Now  so  it  chanced-^fromwet^or  dry,  ~ 

It  hoofs  not  how — I  Icnow  not  why—  - 

She  missed  her  wonted  food  ;'  and  quickly 
;   Poor 'Fancy  stagger'd  and  grew  sickly.         .''*''  > 
Then,  came  a  restless  state,  *twixt  yea  and  «iay, 
His  faith  was  fix'd,  his  heart  all  ebb  and  flow  f 
Or  like  a  bark,  in  Some  half-shelter'd  bay,  - 
Above  iU  anchor  driving  to  and  fro.  -^ 

Thdt  bodn,  which  but  to  have  possest 

In  a^  belief,  gave  life  a  zesf — 

Uncertain  both  what  it  had  been, 

An4  if  by  e^ror  lost,  or  luck ;  ,  ^ 

And  what  it  was  ; — an  evergreeii 

Which  some  insidious  blight  had  struck; 

Or  annual  flower,  which,  past  its  blow, 

No  vernal  apdll  shall  e*er  revive ; 
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Uncertain,  and  afraid  to  know, 
Doubts  tossed  him  to  and  fto  : 
Hope  keeping  Love,  Love  Hope  alive, 
Like  babes  bewildered  in  the  snow, 
That  cling  and  huddle  from  the  cpld  . 
Li  hoUow  tree  ot  ruin'd  fold. 

Hiose  sparkling  colors,  once  his  boast 

Fading,  one  by  one  away, 
Thin  and  hueless  as  a  ghost. 

Poor  Fancy  on  her  mck  bed  lay ; 
HI  aA  distance,  worse  when  near, 
Telling  her  dreams  to  jealous  Fear  ! 
Where  was  it  then,  the  sociable  Isprite 
That  crown'd  the  poet's  cup  and  deck*d  his  dish  ? 
Poor  shadow  cast  from  an  unsteady  wish,  v 

Itself  a  substance  by  no  other  right  , 

But  that  it  intercepted  Reason's  light ; 
It  dimm'd  his  eye,  it  darkened  on  his  brow, 
A  peevish  mood,  a  tedious  time,  I  trow  \ 
Thank  Heaven !  *tis  pot  so  now. 

d  bliss  of  blissful  hours  !        . 
The  boon  of  Heaven's  decreeing. 
While  yet  in  Eden's  bowers 
Dwelt  the  first  husband  and  his  sinless  mate  I 
The  one  sweet  plant,  which,  piteous  Heaven  agreeing. 
They  bore  with  them  ^hro'  Eden's  ^losing  gate ! 
Of  life's  gay  summer  tide  the  sovran  rose  I 
Late  autumn's  aiQaranth,  that  more  fragr^mt  blows 
When  passion's  flowers  all  fall  or  fade ;  - 
If  this  were  ever  his,  in  outward  being. 
Or  but  hisown true  love's  projected  shade, 
Now  that  at  length  by  certain  proof  he  knows,. 
That  whether  real  or  a  magic  show, 
Whate'er  it  was,  it  is  no  longer  so  ; 
Though  heart  be  lonesome,  hope  laid  low» 
Yet,  Lady  1  deem  him  not^unblest : 
The  certainty  that  struck  hope  dead, 
Hath  left  contentment  in  her  stead .: 
And  that  is  next  to  liest ! 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


818  HISCEUANEOUS  POEMS. 


THE  GARD'E^  OF  fiOCCACOIO. 

Of  late,  in  one  of  those  most  -wieary  hours, 

When  life  seems  emptied  o£  all  genial  powers, 

A  dreary  mood,  "which  he  i^ho  jie'er  has  knowi^ 

May  hless  his  happy  lot,  I  liate  alone ; 

And«  from  the  numbing  spell  to  win  relief, 

Caird  on  the  past  for  thought  of  glee  pr  grieC .  - 

In  vain  !  bereft  alike  of  ghef  and  glee, 

I  sate  and  cow'r'd  o'er  my  own  vacancy  ! 

And  as  I  watch' d  the  dull  continuous,  ache, 

Which,  all  else  ^ihb'ring,  seem'd  alone  to^wal^e  ; 

0  Friend  !  loiig  wont. to. notice  yet  conce,al, 

And  soothe  by  silence  what  words  can  |iot  heal,  ~^     , 

1  but  half  saw  that  quiet  hand  of  thine 
Place  on  my  desk  .this  exquisite  design, 
Boccaccio's  Garden  and  its  faery. 

The  love,  the  joyance,  and  the  gallantry  ! 
An  Idyll,  with  Boccaccio's  spirit  warm, 
Framed  in  the  silent  poesy  of  form. 
Like  flocks  adown  a  newly-bathed  steep 

Emerging  from  a  mist ;  or  like  a  stream 
Of  music  soft  that  not  dispels  the  sleep,  ' 

But  casts  in  happier  moulds  the  slumberer's  dreani. 
Gazed  by  an  idle  eye  with  silent  might 
The  picture  stole  upon  my  inwajrd  sight. 
A  tremulous  warmth  crept  gradual  p*er  aty  chest, 
As  though  an  infant's  finger  touch'd  my  breast. 
And  one  by  one  (I  know  not  whence)  were  brought 
All  spirits  of  power  that  tnost  had  stirr'd  my  thought 
In  selfless  boyhood,  on  a  new  "world  tost 
Of  wonder,  and  in.  its  own  fancies  lost ; 
0¥  charm'd  my  youth,  that,  kindled  from  above, 
Loved  ere  it  loved,  and  tiought  a  form  for  love  ; 
Or  lent  a  lustre  to  the  earnest  scian' 
Of  manhood,  musing  what  and  whence  is  man  ! 
Wild  strain  pf  Scalds,  that  in  the  sea-worn  caves 
Rehearsed  tbei^  war;8pell  to  the  wiiida  and  waves  ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.  819 

Or  fateful  hytnn  of  those  prophetic  maids, 

That  called  on  Hertha  in  deep  forest  glades  ; .      - 

Or  minstrel  lay,  that  cheer'd  Xhe  baron's  feast  > 

Or  rhyme  of  city  pomp,  of  monk  and  priest, 

Judge,  mayor,  and  iofiany  a  guild  in  long  array. 

To  high-church  pacing  On  the  great  saint's  day. 

And  many  a  verse  which  to  myself  I  sang, 

That  woke  the  tear  yet  stole  away  the  pang. 

Of  hopes  which  in  lamenting*  I  Tenew*d. 

And  last,  a  matron  now^  of  sober  mien. 

Yet  radiant  still  and  with  no  earthly  sheen, 

Whom  as  a  faery  child  my  childhood  woo^d 

Even,  in  my  dawn  of  thought — Philosophy  ; 

Though  then  unconscious  of  herself,  pardie, 

She  bore  no  mother  nam^  than  Poesy  ; 

And,  like  a  gift  from  heaven,  in  lifeful  glee, 

That  had  but  newty  lefl  a  mother's  knee, 

Prattled  and  play'd  with  bird  and  flower,  and  ston^   - 

As  if  with  elfin  playfellows  well  known. 

And  life  reveard  to  innocence  alone.  ^ .     .    , 

Thanks,  gentle  artist  1  now  I  T5an  descry    ^ 

Thy  fair  creation  with  a  madtering^  eye, 

And  all  awake !     And  now  in  fix'd  gaze  stand. 

Now  wander  through  the  Eden  of  thy  hand ;  ' 

Prai^  the  green  arches,  cm  the  fountain  clear 

See  fragment  i^hadows  of  the  crossing  deei ;  • 

And  with  that  serviceable  nymph  I  stoop 

The  crystal  from  its  restless  pool  tq  scoop. . 

I  see  no  Jonger  !     I  myself  am  there, 

Sit  on  th&  ground'^sward,  and  the  banqaet  share.     ' 

'Tis  I,  that  sweep  that  lute's  love-echoing  strings, 

And  gaze  upon  the  maid  who  gazing  sings : 

Ojc  pause  and  listen  to  the  tinkling  bells 

From  the  high  tower,  and  think  that  theire  she  dwelli. 

"With  old  Boccaccio's  soul  J  stand  possest. 

And  breathe  an  air  like  life,  that  swells  my  chest. 


The  brightness  of  the  world,  0  thou  once  fr^. 
And  always  fair,  rare  land  of  courtesy ! 
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0  Florence !  with  the  Tuscan  fielik  and  hillg» 

And  famous  Arno  fed  with  all  their  rills; 

Thou  hrightest  star  of  star-hright  Italy  !     % 

Rich,  ornate,  populous,  all  treasures  thine. 

The  golden  corn,  the  olive^  and  the  vine, 

P&ir  cities,  gallant  mansions,  castles  .old 

\nd  forests,  where  beside  his  leafy  hold  ,  .  , 

Che  sullen  boar  hath  heard  the  distant  horn, 

Vnd  whets  his  tasks  against  the  gnarled  thorn ; 

Palladian  palace  with  its  storied  halls  ; 

Fountains,  where  Love  lies  listening  to  their  falls ; 

Gardens,  where  flings  the  bridge  its  airy  span. 

And  Nature  makes,  her  happy  home  with  man ; 

Where  many  a  gorgeous  flower  is  du|y  fed 

With  its  own  rill,  on  its  own  spangled,  bed,    ^ 

And  wreathed  the  n\arble  urn,,  or  leans  its  head, 

A  mimic  nipumer,  that  with  veil  withdrawn 

Weeps  liquid^  gems,  -  the  presents  of  the  dawn  ; — ■. ' 

Thine  all  delights,  and  every  muse  is  thine  ; 

And  more  than  all,  the  eml>race  and  intertwine  • . 

Of  all  with  all  in  gay  and  twiuldiiig  dance  I    ,, 

Mid  gods  of  Greece  and  warriors  of  romance^  .^ 

See  !  Boccace  sits,  uniblding  on  his  knees. 

The  new-found  roll  of  old  Mseonides  ;*    ,  ■  ^  ^ 

But  from  his  mantle's  fold,  and  near  the  heart, .  . 

Peers  Ovid's  ho^  book  of  L<ove*s  sweet  ^mai^t  If 

0  all-enjoying  and  all-blending  sage, 
Long  be  it  mine  to  con  thy  mazy  page, 

*  Boocaecio  claimed  for  himself  the  glory  of  haviog  first  introduoed  tli# 
works  of  Homer  to  his  couotrymen. 

f  I  know  few  more  striking  or  more  interesting  proofs  of  the  over- 
whelming influence  which  tl^e  study  of  the  Greek  and  Roman'  cUutsics 
exercised  on  the  judgments,  feelingB,  and  imaginations  of  the  literati  of 
Europe  at  the  ctaimencemeiit  of  the  restoration  of  literature,  than  the  pas- 
sage in  the  Filooopo  of  Boccaccio :  Where  the  sage  instructor,  Racheo,  as  soon 
as  the  young  prince  and  the  beautiful  gii4  Biancofiore  had  learned  their 
letters,  sets  them  to  study  the  Holy  Book,  Ovid's  Art  of  Love,  "  Incomin- 
cid  Racheo  a  mettere  il  suo  officio  in  esecu^ione  con  intera  sollecitwltne. 
E  loro,  in  breve  tempo,  insegnato  a  conosoer  le  lettere,  fece  leggere  il  santo 
libro  d'Owidio,  nel  quale  il  aommo  poeta  mostra,  'come  i  santi  fuoehi  di 
Venere  si  debbano  ne'  freddi  cuori  accender^"  ' 
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Where,  hali^conceal'd,  the  eye  of  fancy  views 

PaunB,  nymphs,  and  Winged  faints,  all  gnuaoos  to  thy  miue  I 

Still  in  thy  garden  1^  me  watch  their  pranks, 
And  see  in  Dian's  Test  hetween  the  ranks    • 
Of  the  trim  vines,  some  maid  that  half  believes 
The  vestal  fires,  of  wfiich  her  loVer  grieves, 
With  that  sly  satyr  peeping  through  the  leaves ! 

IMPROVED  FROM  STOLBERG. 

ON  1    CATABACT  FKOU  A   CAVEKN   NEAR   tHS   SUBMIT  OV  A  MOON 
TAIN  PRECIPICE. 

aTllOPHE. 

Unperishino  youth ! 

Thou  leapest  from  forth 

The  cell  of  thy  hidden  nativity  ;  >       ' 

Never  mortal  saw 

The  cradle  of  the  strong  one  ; 

Never  mortal  lieard  ~  -    ' 

The  gathering  of  his  voiceai 

The'deep-murmtnred  charm  of  iBe-son  of  the  tock,   - 

That  is  lisp'd  evermore  at  his  shimberless  fountaht. 

There's  a  cloud  at  the  portal,  a  sjMy- woven  veil 

At  the  shrine  of  his  ceaseless  renewing ; 

It  embosoms  the  roses  of  dawn, 

It  entangles  the  shafts  of  the  noon, 

And  into  the  bed  of  its  stillness  ' 

The  moonshine  sink!  do^  as  in  slumber^ 

That  the  sou  of  the  rio6k,  that  the  nnnling  of  hesvea 

May  be  bom  in  a  holy  twilight  \  1  . 

ANTISTBOFHE. 

The  ^Id  goai  in  awe 

liooks  up  and  behqlds  '  ~ 

Above  thee  the  cliff  inaccessible  ; —  ;      - 

Thou  at  once  full-born 

Madd'nest  in  thy  jdyance, 

Whiriest,  i^atter*st,  splittfst,  .' 

Jiife  invulnerabk.  ......  i 

b*  •    " 
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IpVFS  APPAEITION  AND  EVA^HM?NT. 

AN   ALLEGORIC   ROICANCE.   ' 

LsB  a  lone  Arab,  old  iiad  blind 
Some  caraTan  had  led  behind 
'  "Who  sits  beside  a  min'd  well, 
Where  the  shy  sand-asps  bask  and  swell ;    . 
And  now  he  hangs  his,  agtad  head  aslant. 
And  listens  for  a  human  sound — ^in  vain  ! 
And  now  the  aid,  which  Heaven  alone  can  grant, 
.  Upturns  his  eyeless  face  from  Heaven  to  gain  :. — 
Even  %hu»,  in  vacant  mood,  one  sultry  hour, 
Resting  my  eye  upon  a  drooping  plant, 
With  brow  low  bent,  yithin  my  garden  bower, 
I  sai^  Upon  the  couch  of  camomile ;    - 
And — whether  'twas  a  transient  sleep,  perchance^  .  v 
Flitted  across  the  idle  brain,  the  while 
I  watch'd  the  sickly  calm  with  aimless  scope. 
In  my  own  heart ;  or  that,  ii)deed  a  tnuice» 
Tum'd  Joy  eye  inward— thee,  0  genial  I{ope^ 
Levels  elder  ^sister  !  thee  did  I  behold, 
Brest  as  a  bridesmaid,  but  aU  pule  and  cold,  - 
>    With  zxMjsIeat  cheek,  all  pale  ai&d .  cold  and  dim 
Lie  lifeless  at  my  feet !       r  ■   '       *        ^ 
And  then  came  Love,  ft  sylph  in  bri^ftl  trim. 

And  stood  beside  my  seat ; 
She  bent,  and  kissed  her  sijater's  lips» 

As  she  was  wont  to  do.;-^  ^        . 
Alas  I  Hwas  but  a  chilling  breath  . 
Woke  just  enongh  of  life  in  death 
To  make  Hope  die  anew. 

Anxious  to  astooiate  t^e  name  of  a  most  deto  and  honored  frle^  with  my 
o^,  I  solicited  and  obtained  the  permission  of  Professor  J.  H.  Gaxvir  to 
permit  the  inserticm  of  the  two  following  poems,  by  hhn  Gmnposed 

a't. 

MORNING  INVITATION  TO  A  C5ILD. 

The  house  is  a  prison,  the  schod^room^f  a  £ell ;  \. 
Xieave  study  and  books  for  the  upland  and  dell ; 
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Lay  aside  the  dall  poring,  quit  home  and  quit  caie  ^ 
Sally  forth !  Sally  forth  !  Let  us  breathe  the  fresh  aix ! 
The  sky  dons  its  holiday  mantle  of  blue  ; 
The  sun  sips  his  morning  refreshment  of  dew  ;' 
Shakes  joyously  laughing  hi^  tresses  of  lights 
And  here  and  there  turns  his  eye  piercing  and  bright ; 
Then  jocund  mounts  up  on  his  glorious  car, 
With  smiles  to  the  morn, — for  he  means  to  go  far  ;-^ 
While  the  clouds,  that  had  newly  paid  coiirt  at  his  levee, 
Spread  sail  to  the  breeze,  and  glide  off  in  a  bevy. 
Tree,  and  tree-tufted  hedge-row,  and  sparkling  between 
Dewy  meadows  enamelled  in  gold  and  in  green, 
With  king-qiips  and  daises,  that  all  the  year  please. 
Sprays,  petals,  and  leaflets,  that  nod.  in  the  breeze, 
With  carpets,  and  garlands,  and  wreaths,  cTeck  the  way, ' 
And  tempt  the  blithe  spirit  still  onward  to  stray. 
Itself  its  own  home  ; — far  away  !  far  away  T 

The  butterflies  flutter  in  pairs  round  the  bower  ; 
The  humble-bee 'sings  in  each  bell  of  each  flpwer  ;   ■       ' 
The  bee  hums  of  heather  and  breeze-wooing  hill) 
And  forgets  in  the  sunshine  his  toil  ^nd  his  skill ; 
The  birds  carol  gladly  !— the  lark  mounts  on  high ;    ^ 
The  swallows  ofi  wing  make  their  tune  to  the  eye, 
And  as  birds  of  good  omen,  that  summer  loVes  Well, 
Ever  wheeling  weave  ever  some  magical  spell. 
The  hunt  is  abroad  :-^hark !  the  horn  sounds  its  iiote, 
And  seems  to  invite  us  to  regions  remote. 
The  horse  in  the  meadow  is  stirred  by  the  sound, 
And  neighing  impatient  overleaps  the  low  mound  ; 
Then  proud  iH  his  speed  b'er  the  champaign  he  boundu,^ 
To  the  whoop  of  the  huntsmen  and  tongue  of  the  houodr.  . 
Then  stay  not  within,  for  on  such  a  blest  day 
We  can  never  quit  home,  while  with  Nature  we  stray  ;  &raway» 
faraway! 
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CONSOLATIOK  OF  A  MANIAC. 

The  feveroiis  dream  is  past !  and  I  awake, 
Aloae  and.joyiesg  in  my  prison-cell,  \ 

Again  to  ply  the  never-ending  toil, 
And  bid  the  task-worn  memoiy  weave  agaiti 
The  tangled  threads,  and  ravell'd  skein  of  thouglit 
Disjointed  fragments  of  my  care-worn  life  I 
•The  mirror  of  my  soul,*— ah !  when  again 
To  welcome  and  reflect  calm  joy  and  hope ! — 
Again  subsides,  and  smooths  its  turbid  swelU 
Late  surging  in  the  sweep  of  frenzy's  blast, —    \ 
And  the  sad  form  of  scenes  and  deeds  long  past 
Blend  into  spectral  shapes  and  deathlike  life. 
And  pass  in  silent,  stern  procession  !-^ 
The  storm  is  past ;  but  in  the  pause  and  hush. 
Nor  calm  nor  tranquil  joy,  nor  peace  are  mine  ; 
My  spirit  is  jeb^k'd ! — and  like  a  mist, .  ^ 

Despondency,  in  gray  cold  mantle  clad;   , 
la  phantom  forxi^  gigantic  floats  X-^ 

That  dream, 
That  dream,  that,  dreadful  dream,  the  potent  spell, 
ThM  calls  to  life  the  phantoms  of  the  past, —     ^ 
Makes  e'«n  oblivion  memory's  register,- —    . 
Still  swells  And  vibrates  in  my  throbbiiig  brain ! 
Again  I  wildly  quafl^'d  the  maddening  bowl, 
Again  I  stak'd  my  aU-^agaiii  the  die 
Prov'd.  traitor  to  my  hopes  ; — and  'twas  for  her. 
Whose  love  more  madden'd  than  the  bowl,  whose  love, 
More  -dear/than  all,  was  treacherous  as  the  die  :. — 
Again  I  saw  her  with  her  paraaiour. 
Again  I  i^im'd  the  4eadly  blow,  again  ^ 

I  senseless  fell,  and  knew  not  whom  I  struck. 
Myself,  or  her»  or  him  :— I  heard  the  shriek. 
And  mingled  laugh,  and  cry>f  agony  : 
I  felt  the  whirl  of  rapid  motion, — 
And  hosts  of  fiendii^  shapes,  micertain  seen 
In  murky  air,  glared  fiercely  as  I  pass'd  ; — 
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They  welcomed  me  with  bitter  laughs  of  worn, 
They  pledged  me  in  the  brimming  cup  of  hate.— 7 

But  stay  your  ivild  career,  unbridled  thoughts, 
Or  frenzy  must  unseat  my  reason's  sway,— - 
Again  give  license  to  my  lawless.will  !^ 
And  yet  I  know  not,  if  that  demon  xi^ut        ^    - 
Be  fancy  stirred  by  passion's  power,  or  true  ;— 
Or  life  itself  be  but  a  shadowy  dream, 
The  act  and  woiking  of  an  evil  will ! — 
Dread  scope  of  phantasy  and  passion's  power  ! 
Oh  God  !  take  back  the  boon,  the  precious  gift 
.Of  will  mysterious. — :Giye  me,  give  again,- 
The  infliction  dire,  fell  opiate  of  my  griefs ; 
Sharp  wound,  but  in  the  smart  the  panoply 
And  shield  against  temptations,  that  assail 
My  weak  and  yielding  spirit ! — Madness  come  I 
The  bahn  to  guilt,  the  safeguard  from  remorse, 
Make  me  forget,  and  save  me  ijppm  myself! 


A  CHARACTER. 

A  BIRD,  who  for  hii  other  sins 
Had  iiv'd  amongst  the  Jacobins  ; 
Tho'  like  a  kitten  amid  i^ats. 
Or  callow  tit  in  nest  of  batss 
He  much  abhorr'd  all  democrats ; 
Yet  nathless  stood  in  ill  report 
Of  wishing  iU  to  Church  and  Court, 
Tho'  he'd  nor  claw,  nor  tooth,  nor  sting, 
And  fearnt  to  pipe  God  save  the  King  ;  . 
Tho'  each  day  did  new  feathers  bring,- 
All  swore  he.  had  a  leathern  wing ; 
Nor  pplish'd  wing,  nor  feather'd' tail, 
Nor  down-clad  thigh  would  aught  avail ;. 
An4  tho* — his  topgue  devoid  of  gall —    . 
He  civilly  assur'd  them  all  ir— 
"  A  bird  am  I  of.  Phoebus'  breed,  v  .     . 
And  on  the  sunflower  cUng  and  feed  ; 
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My  nattie,  goad  Sin,  m. Thomas  Tit  J" 
The  bats  would  hail  him  brother  mt; 
Or,  at  the  furthest,  cousin-german. 
At  length  the  matter  to  determine, 
He  publicly  denounced  the  vermin  ; 
He  i^pared  the  mouse,  he  prais'd  the  owl  ;- 
But  bats  were  neither  He&h  noirvfowl. 
Blood-sucker,  vampire,  harpy,  .goul. 
Came  in  full  clatter  from  his  throat. 
Till  his  old  nest*mates  chang*diheir  note 
To  hireling,  traitor,  and  turncoat, — 
A  base  apbstate  who  had  sold 
His  very  teeth  and  elaws  for  gdid  ;*— 
And  then  his  feathers  I — sharp  the  jest- 
No  doubt  he  feather'd  well  iiis  nest ! 
A  Tit  indeed !  aye,  tit  for  tat— • 
With  place  and  title,  brother  Bat, 
We  soon  shall  see  how  well  he'll  play 
Count  Goldfiach,'or  6ir  Joseph  Jay ! 

Alas,  poor  Bird !  and  ill-bestarred — 
Or  rather  let  us  say.  poor  Bard  !  - 
And  henceforth  quit  tiie  allegoric 

With  metaphor  and  simile. 
For  simple  facts  and  style  historic  : — 
'   AlaS}  poor  Bard  !  no  gold  had'  he 
Behind. another's  team  he  stept, 
And  ploughed,  and  sow'd,  while  others  reapt ; 
The  work  was  his,  but  theirs  the  glory. 
Sic  vos  non  vo6i9,  his  whole  story. 
Besides,  whatever  he  wrote  or  said         "" 
Came  from:  his  heart  as  well  as  head ;    ' 
And  tho'  he  never  left  in  lurch 
His  king,  liis  country,  or  his  chiirch, 
'Twas  but  t&  humor  his  owii  cynical 
Contempt  of  doctrines  Jacobinical ) 
To  his  own  conscience  only  hearty, 
*Twas  but  by  chance  he  served  the  paity ; — 
.  The  self^Same  things  had  said  ax^d  writ, 
Had  Pitt  been  Fox,  and  Fox  been  Pitt ; 
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Content  hii.ownappUme  to ' 

Would  neref  dash  thro'  thick  and  thin,  . 

And  he  can  make,  so  say  the  vise, 

No  claim  who  makes  no  sacrifice ; — 

And  haid  still  leto  >— what  claim  had  he,  - 

Who  sWoie  it  Tex'd  his  soul  to  see 

So  grand  a  <$ause,  so  proud  a  realm 

With  Goose  and  Qoody  at  the  helm ; 

Who  long  ago  had  falFn  asunder. 

But  for  their  rirals,  haser  hlunder, 

The  coward  whine  and  Frenchified 

Slayer  and  slang  of  the  other  side.?-— 

Thus^'  his  own  whim  his  only  hifte. 
Our  hard  pursued  his  old  A.  B.  C. 
Contented  if  he  cou)d  suhscrihe 
In  fullest  sense  his  name  "Eajijae  ; 
('lis  Punic  Gredc,  '  for  he  hath  stood  I*) 
Whatever  the  men,  the  csnise  w^  E9^  '». 
And  ther^iore  with  a  right  good  will, 
Poor  fool,  he  figfits  their,  battles  still.    , 
Tash  I  squeaked  the  Bats  ; — fa  mere  hravi^o 
To  whitewash  liiat  base  renegado  ; 
'Tis  plain  unless  you're  blind  or  mad, . 
His  conscience  for  the  bays  he  barters  ; — 
And  true  it  is — as  true  as  sad—* 
These  circlets  of  green  b^ze  he  had — 
But  then„  alas  I  they  were  his  garters ! 

Ah  I  silly  Bard,  unfed,  untended,        ^ 
His  lamp  but  gUmmer'd  in.  its  socket ; 
He  liy'd  unhonor'd  and,  unfriended 
With  scarce  a  penny  in  his  pocket  ;— 
^  Nay — tho'  he  hid  it  from  the  many — 
With  scarce  a  pocket  for  his  penny  ! 

THE  REPROOF  AND  BEPLY. 

**  Fib,  Jir.  Colcnidge ! — and  can  this,  be  you  ? 
Break  two  commandments.?  and  in  church-time  too  ! 
Have  you  not  heard,  or  hjave  ypu  heard  in  Tain,    , 
The  hkth  and  paxentsgoHrecordiiig  ftriMn  ? 
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Confessions  shrill,  that  out-thriU'd  mack'rel  drown — 
Fresh  from  the  drop,  the  youth  not  yet  cut  down. 
Letter  to  sweetheart — the  last  dying  spaeeh — 
And  didn't  all  this  begiR  in  Sahhath  breach  ? 
You,  that  knew  better  !     In  broad  open  day, 
Steal  in,  steal  out;  and  steal  our  flowers  away  ? 
What  could  possess  you  ?     Ah  I  sweet  youth,  I  fear, 
The  chap  with  horns  and  tail  was  at  your  ear  T' 

Such  sounds  of  late,  accusing  fancy  brought 

From  fair to  the  Poet^s  thought. 

Now  hear  the  meek  Patnassian  youth'a  rejdy  >-^ 
A  bow,  a  pleading  look,  a^ovncast  eye,—* 
And  then : 

"  Fair  dame  1  a  visionary  wight. 
Hard  by  your  hill-side  mansion  sparkling  White, 
His  thoughts  all  hovering  round  the  Muses*  hcmie, 
Long  hath  it  been  your  Poet's  ^wont  to  roam, 
And  many  a  morn,  on  his  beeharmed  sense 
So  rich  a  stream  of  music  issued  thence 
He  deem'd  himself,  as  it  flowed  warbling  on^ 
Beside  the  vocal  fount  of  Helicon  ! 
But  when,  as  if  to  settle  ^the  concern, 
A  nymph  too  he  betield,  in  many  a  turn. 
Guiding  the  sweet  rill  from  its  fontal'urn,^— 
Say,  can  you  blame  ?-^No  !  none  that  saw  and  heard 
"  Could  blame  a  bard,  that  he  thus  inly  8tir^'d ;     -    - 
A  muHe  beholding  in  each  fervent  trait, 
Took  Mary  — ^  for  Polly  Hymnia ! 
Or  haply  as  there  stood  beside  the  madd 
One  loftier  form  in  sable  stole  array'd. 
If  with  regretful  thought  he  hail'd  in  thee 
— ,  his  long-lost  friend,  Mol  Pomene  ! 
But  most  of  you,  soft  warblings^  I  complain ! 
'Twas  ye  that  from  th^  bee-hiive  of  my  brain 
Lured  the.  wild  fancies  forth,  a  freakish  rout, 
And  witclied  the  air  with  dreams  turn'd  iniside  out. 

Thus  all  conspir'd— «aeh  power  of  eye  and  ear,. 
And  this  gay  montl^th^  eacha^tiets  of  the  ymur,   .... 
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To  eheat  poor  me  (no  conjurer,  God  -m)!!)  ' 

And 's  self  accomplice  in  the  plot. 

Can  you  .then  wonder  if  I  went  astray  t 
Not  hards  alone,  nor  lovers  mad*  as  they  ;^— 
AU  nature  day-dreams  in  the  month  of  May. 
And  if  I  plucked  each  ilower  thatiiweetest'hlows, — 
Who  walks  in  sleep,  needs  follow  mnst  his  nose. 
Thus,  long  accustomed  on  the  twy-ferk*d  hill, 
To  pluck  both  flower  and  floweret  at  my  will ; 
The  garden's  maze,  like  No-man^-land,  l.tread. 
Nor  common;  law,  nor" statute  in  my  head  ; 
For  my  own  proper  smell,  sight,  fancy,  feeling, 
With  autocratic  hand  at  once  repealing 
Five  Acts  of  Parliament  'gainst  private  stealing ! 
But  yet  from    ■        who  despairs  of  grace  ?  " 
ThereH)  no  spring-gun  or  man-trap  in  that  face  ! 
Let  Moses  then  look  black,  and  Aaron  blue. 
That  look  as  if  they  had' little  else  to  do  : 

For speaks,  "  Poor  youth  I  he's  but  a  waif! 

The  spoons  all  right  ?  the  hen  and  chickens  safe  ? 

Well,  well,  be  shall  not  forfeit  our  regaids— 

The  Eighth  Commandment  was  not  made  jfor  Bards !" 


CHOLERA  OUKEP  BEFOREHAND. 

Or  a  premonition  promulgated  gratis  for  the  ine  of  the  XTsefttl  Classes, 
specially  those  resident  in  St  Giles's,  Saffron  Hill,  Bethnal  Qreea,  Ae. ; 
and  likewise,  inasmueh  as  the  good  man  is  merciful  even  to  tht  beasts, 
£>r  the  benefit  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears  of  the  Stook  Exchange. 

Pains  ventral,  subventral, . 

In  stomach  or  entrail, 

Think  no  longer  mere  prefaces 

For  grins^  groans,  and  wry  faces  ; 
But  off  to  the  doctor,  fast  as  ye  can  crawl  I — 
Yet  far  better  *twoCild  be  not  to  have  them  at  all. 

Now  to  'scape  inward  aches. 
Eat  no  plums  nor  plum-cakes ; 
Cry  avaunt  f  new  potatoe — 
And  don't  drink,  like  old  Cato. 
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Ah!  beware  of' Disji^pey,   ,- 

And  don't  ye  get  tipey ! 

For  tho*  gin  and  whiskey 

M<iy  make  yo<|  feel  frisky. 

They're  but  orimps  td  Dispipsy ; 

And  nose  to  tail,  with  thig  gipsy 

Comes,,  black,  pa  d  porpus, 

The  diabdlns  ipse,   - 

Caird  Cholery  Morpas  ;    /         ^ 
Who  with  horns,  hoofed  and  tail,  croaks.for  carrion  to  feed  him, 
Tho'  being  a  Devil)  no  <Mie  never  has  seed  him  ! 

Ah  !  then  my  dear  honies, 
'  There*s;  no  cure,  for  you 
For  loves  nor  for  monies  :— 
You'll  fmd  it  too  true. 
Och!  the.hallabaloo  I 

Och !  och !  how  ybu*U  wail,  ^        .        . 

When  the  offiil-fed  vagratit 
Shall  turn  you  as  blue^ 
As  the  gas-Ught  unfragrai^t, 
That-  gashes  in  jets  from  beneath  his  ownl  tail  ;-7" 
Till  swift  as  the  mail. 
He  at  last  brings  the  cramps  on, 
That  will  twii^t  you  like  Samson. 

So  without  further  blethring, 

Dear  mudlark  1  my  brethren  !^ 

Of  all  scents  and  degrees, 

(Yourselves  and  your  shes) 

Forswear  all  cabal,,  lads, 

Wakes,  unions,  and  rowsi 

Hot  dreams,  and  cold  salads 
And  don't  pig  in  sties  that  would  sufloqate  ^ows ! 
duit  Cobbett's,  O'Connell's,  and  BeelzebubV  banners, 
And  whitewash  at  once  boWels,  rooms,  hand?,  and  manners ! 
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OOLOaNB.  •     ' 

In  Kohln,  a  town  of  moaks  and  bones, 

And  pavements  fa^g'd  with  murderous  stones, 

And  rags,  and  hags,  and  hideous  ivenches ; 

I  counted  two  and  seveAty  stenches, 

AIL  well-defined,  and  several  stinks  !    '  ■ 

Ye  Nymphs  that  reign  o'er  sewers  and  sinks, 

The  river  Rhine,  it  is  well  known, 

Poth  wash  youf  city  of  Cologne ; 

But  tell  me,  Nymphs  !  what  power  divine 

Shall  henceforth  wash, the  river  Rhine  ? 


ON  Mt  JOYFUL  DEPARXtTRE  FROM  THE  SAME  CITY. 

As  I  am  rhymer, 
And  now  at  least  a  merry  one, 

Mr.  Mum's  Rudesheimer     • 

And  the  church  of  St.  Geryon 

Are  the  two  things  alone 

That  deserve  to  be  known 
In  the  body  and  soul-stinking  town  of  Cologne. 


WRTTTEK  IN  AN  ALBUM: 

Parry  seeks  the  polar  ridge  ; 

Rhymes  seeks  S.  T.  Coleridge, 

Author  of  works^.  whereof — ^tbo*  not  iu  Dutch — 

The  public  little  knowjH-the  publisher  too  much. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THJE  ANOIENT  MARINER. 

Your  poem  must  eternal  be, 
Dear  Sir !  it  can  not  fail ! 

For  *tifl  incomprehensible,  , 

And  without' head  or  taiL       ' 
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METRICAL  FEET,    LESSON  FOR  A  BOY. 

Trochee  trips  frdm  long  t6  short ; 

From  long  to^long  in  solemn  sort 

Slow  spOnd^e  stalks ;  strOng  foot  f  yet  ill  able 

Ev«r  to  cOme  up  wlth^Dactyl  trisyllable. 

Iambics  march  frOm  shOrt  tO  lOng ; —  ^ 

With  &  leap  &nd  a  bound  the  swill  Anapssts  thrOng ; 

One  syllable  long,  with  one^short  at  each  side^ 

Amphibr&chys  hastes  witk  a  stately  stride  ; — 

First  &nd  last  bSing  lOng,  middle  shOrt,  Amphimacer 

Strikes  his  thflndMng  Jiobis  like  a  prohd  kigh-brdd  R&cer. 

If  Derwent  be  innocent,  steady,  and  wise. 
And  delight  in  the  things  of  earth,  water,  q,nd  Skies ; 
Tender  warmth  at  bis  heart,  Mrith  these  metres  to  show  it, 
With  sound  sense  in  his  Inrains,  may  make  Derwent  a  poet, — 
May  ctown  him  witK  fame,  and  must  win  him  the  love 
Of  his  father  on  earth  afid  his  Father  above* 

My  dear,  dear  child  ! 
Gould  you  stand  upon  Skiddaw,  you  would  not  from  its  whole  ridge 
See  a  man  who  so  loves  you  as  your  fond  S.  T,  Coleridgx:. 


TRANSLATED  FRO?  SCblLLER. 

I.    THE  HOMERIC  HEXAUETSR  DESO&m£D  AND  EXEMPLIFIED. 

StronOly  it  bears  us  along  in  swelling  and  limitless  billows, 
Nothing  before  and  nothing  behind  but  the  sky  and  the  Ocean. 

n.    THE  OViblAN  ELEGUC  METRE  DESCRIBED  aND  EXEMPLIFIED. 

In  the  hexameter  rises  the  fountain's  silvery  column ; 
In  the  pentameter  aye  falling  in  melody  back.   . 

TO  THE  YOUNG  ARTJST,  KAYSER  OF  KASERWERTtt 

KaTser  !  to  whom;  as  to  a  second  self, 
Nature,  or  Nature's  next-of-kin,  the  Elf, 
Hight  Genius,  hath  diiqpens'd  the  happy  skill 
To  cheer  or  soothe  the  parting  inend's,  alas ! 
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Torning  the  Uank  scroll  to  a  magic  glass. 
That  makes  the  absent  present  at  our  will ; 
And  to  the  ^adowing  of.  thjr  pencil  gires 
Such  seeming  substancQ,  that  it  almost  lives. 

Well  hast  thou  given  the  thoughtful  Poet's  face  \    . 

Yet  hast  thou  on  the  tablet  of  his  mind 

A  more  delightful -portrait  left  tehind^— 

Ev*n  thy  own  youthful  beauty,  and  artless  grace, 

Thy  natural  gladness  and  eyes  bright  with  glee ! 

Kayser !  farewell ! 
Be  wise !  be  happy  !  and  forget  not  me. 
1S38.'  ' 

JOFS  LUCK. 

Slt  Beelzebub  took  all  occasions  . 
To  try  Job's  constancy  and  p^itience.;  ^ 
He  took  his  honors;  took  his  hea^hi. 
He  took  his  childr^i,  took  his  wealth,. 
His  camels,  horses,  asses,  cows — •, 
And  the  sly  i>evil  did  not  take  his  spouse. 

B^t  Heaven  that  brinp  out  good  from  evil, .     . 
And  loves  to  disanpoint  the  Devil, 
Had  predetermined  to  restore  ^ 

Twofold  all  Job  had  before, 
His  children,  camels,  horses,  cows — 
Short-sighted  Devil,  not  to  take  his  spouse  J       , 


ON  A  VOLUOTEER  SINGER 

Swans  sing  before  thdy  die  :  'twere  no  bad  thing, 
Should  eertaitt  persons  die  before  they  sing. 


ON  AN  INSIGNmCAOT. 

'Tis  Cipher  lies  beneath  this  crusi^ 
Whom  Death  enoted  iitio  dust. 
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PKOF0SE  KINDNESS. 

What  a  spring-tide  of  Love  to  3ear  friends  in  a^shoal ! 
Hftlf  of  it  to  one  were  worth  double  the  whole !    ' 

•  CHAKIlT  IN  THetJGHT. 

To  praise  men  as  good»  and  to  take  them  for  such, 
Is  a  giTjQice,  which  no  aoui  can  mete  out  to  a  tittle  ; — - 

Of  which  he  who  has  not  a  little  too  .much, 

Will  by  Charity's  gage  surely  have  much  too  little. 

HUMIHTY  THE  MOTHER  OF  CHARITY. 

Frail  creatureft  are  we  all !  To  be  the  best. 
Is  but  the  fewest  faults  ia  have  :— ^  , 

Look  thou  then  to  thyself,  and  leave  the  redt 
To  Gf od,  thy  conscience,  and  the  grave. 

ON  AN  JNFANT 
WmCH   DIED -BEFORE   BAPTISM.' 

"  Be,  rdther  than  be  called,  a  child  of  God," 
Death  whispered  I — with  assenting  ngd,    ^  » 
Its  head  upon  its  mother's, breast, 

The  Baby  bowed,  without  demur— . 
Of  the  kingdom  of  the  Blest 

Possessor^  not  inheritor.   •  ^ 

ON  BEIIKELEY  AND  FLORENCE  COLERIDGE,.* 
WHO   DIED'ON  TBE    16^  OP   JAKUART,    1^4.* 

P  FRAIL  as  sweet !  twin  buds,  too  rathe  to  b^ar 

The  Winter's  unkind  air ; 
0  gifts  beyond  all  price,  no  sdoner  given 

Than  straight  zeq[ui|ed  by  JSeaven ; 

^  ♦ftra'friSBA,  • 
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Matched  jeiXReIs„iFajialy.£3T  a  momeal  lent 

To  deck  my  bi^w,  o^  s^nt 
TTntainted  frpm  the  earthy  as  Chri^t'^s,  .fo  soar. 

And  add  two  spirits  more' 
'fo  that  dread  band  seraphip,  that  doth  Ite 

Beneath  the  Almighty's,  eye  ;-^ 
Glorious  the  thqught-^yet  jEth !  fny  babes/^ah  I  stiU 

A  father's  heart  ye  fill ; 
Though  cold  ye  he  in  earth — though  gentle  death 

Hath  suck'd  your  balmy  breath, 
And  the  last  ktss  wbrch  your  fair  cheeks  I  gave  - 

Js  buried  in. yon  grave; ,    ^     -  . 

No  tears — ^no  tears — L  wish  them  not  agaia ;       -  - 

To  die  for  them  wis  gain,     .   .  > 
Ere  Doubt,  or  F^ear,  or  Woe,  .or  act -of  Sia 

Had  marr'd  God's  light  tvithin.  ,-        . 

•   •^'E-ccbIo  descendit  yvcj&i  aeavrov. — JuvetuU. 

rywdt  asavj6y  \ — and  is  this  the  prime 

And  heaven-sprung  adage  of  the  old^n  tiinp ! — 

Say,  canst  |hou  make  thyself?^ — ^Leatn  first  that  trade  ;--- 

Haply  thnu  mayst  ki^ow  what  thyself  had  made. 

What  hast  thou,  Man,  that  tliou  dar'st  call  thine  own  ?-* 

What  is  there  in  thee,  Man,  that  oan  be  known  ? — 

Dark  fluxion,  ^11  unfixable  by  thought,, 

A  phantom  dim  ^f  past  and  future  ^vrought. 

Vain  sister  of  the- worm, — lif6,  death,  soul,  clod — 

Ignore  thys^,  and  strive  to  lq»ow  thy.  God  1- 

Beareth  all  tliings.-^2  Vor.  xiii.  T.  • 

Gently  I  took  that  which  ungently  c^me, 
And  without  scorn  forgave  : — ^Do  thou  the  s^me. 
A  wrong  done; to  thee  think,  a  cat's  eye  spark . . 
Thou  wouldst.  not  see,  were  not  thine  own  heart  dark. 
Thine  own  keen  sense  of  wrong  that  thirsts  for  sin, 
Fear  that — the  spark  self-kindled  from  withm. 
Which  blown  upon  will  blind  thee  with  iU  glare, 
Or  ftmother'd  stiile  thee  with  noisome  aix. 
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Clap  on  the  extiaguisber,  pall  up  the  blinds, 
And  soon  th«  ventilated  spirit  finds      ''     ' 
Its  natural  daylight.     If  a -foe  have  kenn'd, 
Or  worse  than  foe,  an  alienated  friend, 
A  rib  of  dry  rot  in  thy  ship's  stput  side, 
Think  it  God's  message,  and  rn~bumble  pride 
With  heart  of  oak  replace  it ; — Ihitie  the  gains-^ 
Give  him  the  rotten  timber  for  his  pains  ! 

MY  BAPTISMAL,BIBTH-DAY. 

God's  child  in  Christ  adopted, — Christ  my  all,— ^ 
What  that  earth' boasts  were  not  lost  cheaply,  rather 
Than  forfeit  that  blest  name,  by  which  I  call 
The  Holy  One,  the  Almighty  G^od,  my  Father  ?— 
Father!  in  Christ  We  Hve,  and  Christ  in  Thee — 
Eternal  Thou,  and  everlasting  we. 
The  heir  of  hea^ven,  henceforth  I  fear  not  ^eath  : 
In  Christ  I  live !  in  Christ  I  draw  the  breath 
Of  the  true  life  N^Let  then  earth,  sea,  and  sky 
Make  war  against  me !     On  my  front  I  show 
Their  mighty  master's  seal.     In  vain  they  try 
To  end  my  life,  that  caii  but  end  its  woe." — 
Is  that  a  death-bed  '«^here  a  Christian  lies  ?-^ 
Yes !  but  not  hi»— ^'tis  Death  itself  there  dies.    ^ 


EPITAPH. 

Stop,  Christian  Passer-by^ — Stop,  child  of  God, '   '•    ^    '  •- 

And  read  with  gentle  breast.-  Beneath  this  sod 

A  poet  lies,  or  that  which  once  seem'd  he-^ 

0  lift  one  thought  in  prayer  for  S.  T.  C. ; 

That  he  who  many  a  yeaf  with  tqil  of  breath 

Found  death  in  life,  may  here  find  life  in  death  ! 

Mercy  for  praise — ^to  be  forgiveii  for  fame 

9e  ask'd,  and  hoped,  through  Christ.     Do  thou  the  same  ! 

»th  November,  18SS. 
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AN  ODE  TO  THE  RAIN. 

COHPOSED  BEFORE  DAYLIGHT,  ON  THE  MORMINO  APFOINTBD  FOft 
THE  DEPARTUKE  OF  A  VERY  WORTHY,  BUT  NOT  VERT  PLEASANT 
YISITOR,  WHOM  IT  WAS  FEARED  THE  BAIN  MIGHT  DETAIN. 

I  KNOW  it  is  dark  ;  and  though  I  have  lain, 
Awake,  as  I  gues^,  an  hoar  or  twain, 
I  have  not  once  opened  the  lids  of  my  eyes, 
But  I  lie  in  the  dark,  as  i^  hlind  man  lias.. 

0  Bain!  that  I  lie  listening  to, 
You're  hut  a  doleful  sound  at  host: 

1  owe  you  little  thanks  'tis  true. 
For  breaking  thus  my v  needful  rest ! 
Yet  if,  as  soon  as  it  is  light, 

0  Rain !  you  will  hut  take  your  flight, 
I'll  neither  rail,  nor  malice  keep, 
Though  sick  and  sore  for  want  of  sleep. 

But  only  now,  for  this  one  day, 

Do  go,  dear  Rain  !  do  go  away  ! 

0  Rain  !  with  your  dull  two-fold  sound, 

The  clash  hard  by,  and  the  murmur  all  round  I 

You  know,  if  you  know  aught,  that  we, 

Both  night  and  day,  but  ill  agree  : 

For  days  and  months,  and  almost  years, 

Have  limped  on  through  this  vale  of  tears, 

Since  body  of  mine,  and  rainy  weather, 

Have  lived  on  easy  terms  together.     . 

Yet  if,  as  soon  as  it  is  light,  -  ^  ' 

0  Rain !  you  wiU  but  take  your  flight. 

Though  you  should  come  again  to-morrow, 

And  bring  with  you  both  pain  and  sorrow ; 

Though  stomach  should  sicken  and  knees  should  swell— 

I'll  nothing  speak  of  you  but  well. 

But  only  now  for  this  one  day, 

Do  go,  dear  Rain  I  do  go  away  I 

Dear  Rain  !  I  ne'er  refused  to  say 
You're  a  good  creature  in  your  way ; 
VOL.  vu.  P 
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Nay,  I  could  write  a  book  myself, 
Would  fit  a  panon*!  hmex  shelf, 
Sho¥dng  how  very  good  you  are. — 
What  then  ?  sometimes  it  must  he  fair  t 
And  if  sometimes,  why  not  to-day  ? 
Do  go,  dear  Rain !  do  go  away  ! 


Dear  Kain  !  if  I'ye  been  eold  and  ihy, 

Take  no  ofifenee !     Til  teU  you  whf. 

A  dear  old  Priend  e'en  now  is  here, 

And  with  him  came  my  sister  dear ;   ^ 

After  long  absence  now  first  met. 

Long  months  by  pain  and  grief  beset-^ 

With  three  dear  friends  I  in  truth,  we  groan-^ 

Impatiently  to  be  alone. 

We  three,  you  mark  !  and  not  one  more  I 

The  strong  wish  makes  my  spirit  sore. 

We  have  so  much  to  talk  about. 

So  many  sad  things  to  let  out ; 

So  many  tears  in  our  eye-comers, 

Sitting  like  little  Jacky  .Homers — 

In  short,  as  soon  as  it  is  day. 

Do  go,  dear  Rain  !  do  go  away. 

And  this  Til  swear  to  you,  dear  Kain ! 

Whenever  you  shall  come  agiain. 

Be  you  as  dull  as  e'er  you  could, 

(And  by  the  bye  'tis  understood, 

You're  not  so  pleasant  as  you're  good) 

Yet  knowing  well  your  woarth  and  place, 

I*U  welcome  you  with  cheerful  face  ; 

And  though  you  stayed  a  wtek  or  more, 

Wew  ten  times  dullbr  than  before  ; 

Yet  with  kind  heart,  and  right  good  will, 

m  sit  and  listen  to  you  still ; 

Kor  should  you  go  away,  dear  Rain  ! 

Uninvited  to  remain. 

But  only  now,  for  this  one  day, 

Do  go,  dear  Rain  !  do  go  away. 
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THE  EX6HAKGS. 

We  pledge  our  hearts,  my  loveLflCnd  1,-^ 
I  in  my  arms  the  maiden  olas^iig ; 

I  could  not  tell  the  reason  why, 
But,  oh  !  I  trembled  like  an  aspen. 

Her  father's  love  she  hade  me  gain  ; 

I  went  and  shook  like  any  reed  ! 
I  strove  to  act  the  man  in  vain  I 

We  had  exchanged  oar  hearts  indeed. 

1886. 


PSYGHR 

The  butterfly  the  ancient  Grecians  made 

The  souVs  fair  emblem,  and  fts  only  name — 

But  of  the  soul,  escaped  the  slavish  trade 

Of  mortal  life  !-^For  in  this  earthly  frame 

Our*s  is  the  reptile's  lot,  much  toil,  much  blame, 

Manifold  motions  making  little  speed, 

And  to  deform  and  kill  the  things  whereon  we  feed. 

1808. 


LOVE,  HOPE,  AlH)  PATIENCE  IN  EDtJCATIOK 

O'er  wayward  childhood  wouldst  thou  hold  firm  rule. 
And  sun  thee  i^  the  light  of  happy  faces ; 
Love,  Hope,  and  Patience,  these  must  be  thy  graces, 
And  in  thine  own  heart  let  them  first  keep  school. 
For  as  old  Atlas  on  his  broad  neck  places 
Heaven's  starry  globe,  and  there  sustains  it, — so 
Do  these  upbear  the  little  world  below 
Of  Education, — Patience,  Love,  and  Hope. 
Methinks,  I  see  them  grouped,  in  seemly  show, 
The  straitened  arms  upraised,  the  palm^tislope. 
And  robes  that,  touching  as  adown  they  floW, 
Distinctly  blend,  like  mow  embossed  in  snow. 
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0  p&rt  them  never !     If  Hope  prostrate  lie, 

Love  too  'will  sink  and  die. 
But  Love  is  subtle,  and  doth  proof  derive 
From  her  own  life  that  Hope  is  yet  alive  ; 
Aod  bending  o'er  with  sovl-transfusing  eyes, 
And  the  soft  murmurs  of  the  mother  dove, 
Woos  back  the  fleeting  spirit  and  half-«upplieg ; — 
Thus  Love  repays  to  Hope  what  Hope  first  gave  to  Love. 
Yet  haply  there  will  come  a  weary  day, 

1Yhen  overtasked  at  length 
Both  Love  and  Hope  beneath  the  load  give  way. 
Then  witH^  a  statue's  smile,  a  statue's  streAgth, 
Stands  the  mute  sister,  Patience,  nothing  loth, 
And  both  supporting  does  the  work  of  both.  - 

COMPLAINT. 

How  seldom,  Friend  !  a  good  great  man  inherits 
Honor  or  wealth,  with  all  his  worth  and  pains  I 
It  sounds  like  stones  from  the  land  of  spirits. 
If  any  man  obtain  that  which  he  merits, 
Or  any  merit  that  which  he  obtains. 

REPROOF. 

For  shame,  dear  Friend !  renounce  this  caiiting  strain ! 

What  wouldst  thou  have  a  good  great  man  obtain  ? 

Place — titles — ^salary — a  gilded  chain — 

Or  throne  of  corses  which  his  sword  hath  slain  ? — 

Greatness  and  goodness  are  not  means,  but  ends  ! 

Hath  he  not  always  treasures,  always  friends. 

The  good  great  man  ? — three  treasures,  love  and  light, 

And  calm  thoughts,  tegular  as  infant's' breath  ; — 

And  three  firm  friends,  more  sure  than  day  and  night — 

Himself,  his  Maker,  and  the  angel  Death. 

1809. 

EHITAWON  ArrOrPADTON. 

QivM  linquam,  aut  nihil,  aut  nihili,  aut  vix  sunt  mea-HSordes 
Do  morti ;— reddo  cfttera,  Clinste  I  tibi. 
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WHAT  IS  LIFE  I 

Kesembles  life  what  once  was  deemed  of  ligtt,  ' 

Too  ample  in  itself  for  human  si^ht  ?  • 

An  absolute  lelf — an  element  migromidud —  i 

All  that  we  Bee,  all  colors  of  all  shade 

By  encroach  of  darkness  made  ?^ —  •  ^     ' 

Is  very  life  by  consciousness  mi  bounded  ?  ■ 

And  all  the  thouglits,  painB,  joys  of  moriiil  breathi 
A  war^embrace  of  wrestling  liJe  and  deatb  ? 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  TIME-PIECE, 

l^ow  lit  is  gone. — Our  brief  hours  travel  po&t,  \ 

Each  with  its  thought  or  deed,  ila  Why  or  Row\ — 

But  know,  each  parting  hour  gives  up  a  ghost 

To  dwell  within  thee — an  eternal  Now  I  -  . 

issa  ^ 
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A  TRAGEDY.     IN  FIVE  ACm 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Marquis  Yaldu,  father  to  thi  two  brothers,  and  Dona  TsaxsA's  OuardiaiL 

Don  Altab,  the  eldest  eon. 

Don  Qbdonio,  the  youngest  son, 

MoNTiKDBO,  a  Dominican  and  inquisitor.  * 

ZuLndtE,  the  faithful  attendant  on  Alvar. 

Isidore,  a  Moreseo  chieftain,  ottensihly  a  Christian, 

Familiars  of  the  Inquisition, 

Naoml 

Moors,  Servants,  dfc. 

Dona  TrrbAa,  an  orphan  heiress. 

Ai.HAT>RA,  wife  of  Ikdorx. 

Time-^The  reign  of  Philip  II.,  jutt  at  the  close  of  the  civil  wars  against  the 
Moors,  and  during  the  heat  of  the  persecution  which  raged  against  them, 
shortly  after  the  edict  whichforbade  the  wearing  ofMoresco  apparel  under 
pain  of  death. 
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ACT  L 
Scene  I. — The  sea-shore  on  the  coast  of  Granada. 

Don  Alvar,  tcrapt  in  a  boat  doak,  and  Zvlinifz  (a  Moresoo),  hot\ 
as  just  landed. 

Zid.  No  Boiixui,  no  face  of  joy  to  welcome  ni ! 

Alv,  "iilLy  faithful  Zulimez,  for  one  brief  moment      ^ 
Let  me  forget  my  angaish  and  their  crimes. 
If  aught  on  earth  demand  an  nnmix'd  feeling, 
Tis  surely  this — after  long  years  of  exile, 
To  step  forth,  on  firm  land,  and  gazing  round  ns, 
To  hail  at  once  our  country,  and  our  birth-place. 
Hail,  Spain  !  Granada,  hail !  once  niore  I  press 
Thy  sands  with  filial  awe,  land  of  my  fathers ! 

Zul,  Then  claim  yonr  rights  in  it !  0,  revered  Don  Alvwf 
Yet,  yet  give  up  your  all  too  gentle  purpose. 
It  is  too  hazardous  !  reveal  yourself, 
And  let  the  guilty  meet  the  doom  of  guilt ! 

Mv,  Bemember,  Zulimez  I  I  am  his  brother, 
Injured  indeed  !  0  deeply  injured !  yet 
Ordonio's  brother. 

Ztd,  Nobly  minded  Alvar ! 

Iliis  sure  but  gives  his  guilt  a  blacker  dye. 

Alv.  The  more  behooves  it,  I  should  rouse  within  him 
Remorse  1  that  I  should  save  him  from  himself 

Ztd.  Remorse  is  as  the  heart  in  which  it  grows  : 
If  that  be  gentle,  it  drops  balmy  dews  % 

Of  true  repentance  ;  but  if  proud  and  gloomy, 
It  is  a  poison-tree,  that  pierced  to  the  inmost 
Weeps  otdy  tevrs  of  poison, 
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Alv.  And  of  a  brother, 

Dare  I  hold  this,  unproyed  ?  nor  make  one  efibrt 
To  save  him  ? — Hear  me,  friend !  I  have  yet  to  tell  thee, 
That  this  same  life,  which  he  conspired  to  take. 
Himself  once  rescued  from  the  angry  flood, 
And  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  his  own. 
Add  too  my  oath — 

ZtU,  You  have  thrice  told  already 

The  yean  of  absence  and  of  secrecy, 
To  which  a  forced  oath  bound  yon  :  if  in  truth 
A  suborned  murderer  have  the  power  to  dictate 
A  binding  oath— ^ 

Alv,  My  long  captivity 

Lefl  me  no  choice  :  the  very  wish  too  langtushecl 
With  the  fond  hope  that  nursed  it ;  the  sick  babe 
Drooped  at  the  bosom  of  its  famished  mother. 
But  (more  than  all)  Teresa's  perfidy  ; 
The  assassin's  strong  aasuraQce,  when  no  interest. 
No  motive  could  have  tempted  him  to  falsehood : 
In  the  first  pangs  of  his  awakened  conscience, 
When  with  abhorrence  of  his  own  black  purpose 
The  murderous  weapon,  pointed  at  my  breafit. 
Fell  from  his  palsied  hafid^ — 

Ztd.  Heavy  pr^sumptiiHi  \ 

Ah.  It  weii^ed  not  with  mer— Hark  !  I  will  tell  the^  aU ; 
As  we  passed  by,  I  bade  thee  mark  the  ba#e 
Of  yonder  Qllflh— 

Ztd.  That  rocl^  seat  you  mean.« 

Shaped  by  the  billows  ?-- 

Alv.  There  Teresa  met  m^ 

The  morning  of  the  day  of  my  departure. 
We  were  alone  :  the  purple  hue  of  dawn 
Fell  from  the  kindling  eaeit. aslant  upon  us. 
And  blending  with  the  blufihes  on  her  cheek, 
Suffused  the  tear-dropa  there  urith  rosy  light. 
Thero  seemed  figlory  round  us,  and  Tere^ft. 
The  angel  o^lhe  vision  ! 

Had>t  thou  seen  . 
How  in  each  motion,  her.  mQ^tim^ocent  SQul 
Beamed  forth  and  brightened,  thou  thyf((^^wo^l4'|i  ^JJl  z^e. 
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Guilt  is  a  thisg  imposnble  ia  ker  I 
She  must  be  innocent ! 

2mZ.  Proceed;  my  lord ! 

AIv,  A  portrait  wkich  ahe  had  proeiired  by  itealtli, 
(For  even  then  it  leeni*  licr  heart  foreboded 
Or  knew  Ordonio's  moody  riralry) 
A  portrait  of  herself  with  thrilljng  hand 
She  tied  around  my  neck,  conjuring  me, 
With  earnest  prayers,  that  I  would  keep  it  sucwd 
To  my  own  knowledge  :  nor  did  she  desist. 
Till  she  had  won  a  solemn  promise  from  me, 
That  (save  my  own)  ao  eye  idionrd  e'er  behold  it 
Till  my  return.     Yet  this  the  assaasin  knew, 
Knew  that  wfaioh  none  but  she  could  have  discJoaed. 

Zul,  A  damning  ptoof  L 

Alv.  My  own  life  wearied  me  ! 

And  but  for  the  imperative  voice  within, 
With  mine  own  hand  I  had  thrown  off  the  burthen. 
That  voice,  which  quelled  me,  calmed  me  :  and  I  «DBgllt 
The  Belgic  st^ites  :  there  joined  the  better  cause ; 
And  there  too  fought  as  ona  that  courted  death  I 
Wounded,  I  fell  among  the  dead  and  dying, 
In  deathlike  trance  :  a  long  impiisomnent  followed. 
The  fulness  of  my  anguish  by  degrees 
Waned  to  a  meditative  melancholy  ; 
An4  «titt  &e  moiB  I  mused,  my  soul  became 
More  doubtful,  more  perplexed  ;  and  still  Teresa, 
Ni^t  aftbr  night,  she  visited  my  sleep ; 
Now  as  a  saintly  sufierer,  wan  and  tearful, 
Now  as  a  saint  in  j^ory  beckonifig  to  me  ! 
Yes,  still  as  in  contempt  of  proof  and  reason, 
I  cherish  the  fond  faith  that  she  is  guihless! 
JSear  then  my  fix'd  resolvd  :  I'll  linger  here 
In  the  disguise  of  a  litoreico  chie^n.-^ 
The  Moorish  robes? — 

Ztd.  AH,  aS  are  ift  th<^'seiucav«»     ^ 

Some  furlong  heno».     I  bade  eur  mjurivirli 
Secrete  the  boat  there. 

Akf^,  Abcvtf  aUi  the  pi»titt» 

Of  the  1 
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ZtU,  Be  assnied 

That  it  remains  uninjured. 

JUv,  Thus  disguised 

I  will  first  seek  to  meet  Ordonio's — ^wife  ! 
If  possible,  alone  too.     This  was  her  wonted  waUr, 
And  this  the  hour ;  her  words,  her  very  looks 
Will  acquit  her  or  convict. 

ZtU.  Will  they  not  know  you  ? 

Alv.  With  your  aid^  friend,  I  shall  unfearingly 
Trust  the  disguise  ;  and  as  to  my  complexion, 
My  long  imprisonment,  the  scanty  food, 
This  scar, — and  toil  beneath  a  l>urning  sun,  .    . 

Have  done  already  half  the  business  for  us. 
Add  too  my  youth  ;-*^nce  last  we  saw  each  other. 
Manhood  has  swoln  my  chest,  and  taught  my  voice 
A  hoarser  note— Besides,  they  think  me  dead  ; 
And  what  the  mind  believes  impossible, 
The  bodily  sense  is  slow  to  recognize. 

ZuZ.  Tis  yours,  sir,  to  command,  mine  to  obey. 
Now  to  the  cave  beneath  the  vaulted  rock, 
Where  having  shaped  you  to  a  Moorish  chieflain, 
I'll  seek  our  mariners  ;  and  in  the  dusk  - 
Transport  whatever  we  need  to  the  small  dell  ~ 
In  the  Alpuj  arras — there  where  Zagri  lived. 

Alv.  1  know  it  well :  it  is  the  obscurest  haunt 
Of  all  the  mountains —  [both  stand  Ustenifkg.] 

Voices  at  a  distance ! 
Let  us  away  !  EzeufU. 

Scene  II. — Enter  Teresa  and  Valdez. 

Ter.  1  hold  Ordonio  dear ;  he  is  your  son 
And  Alvar's  brother. 

Vol.  Love  him  for  himself, 

Nor  make  the  living  wretched  for  the  dead. 

Ter,  I  mourn  that  you  should  plead  in  vain,  Lord  Yaldez  ; 
But  heaven  hath  heard  my  vow,  and  I  remain 
Faithful  to  Alvar,  be  he  dead  or  living. 

Vol,  Heaven  knows  with  what  delight  I  saw  your  loves. 
And  could  my  heart's  blood  give  him  back  to  thee 
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I'lTould  die  smiling.     But  these  are  idle  tfaoogfatt  1 

Thy  dying  father  cornea  upon. my  floul 

Wii^  that  same  look,  with  which  he  gave  thee  to  me  ; 

I  held  thee  in  my  arms  a  powerless  Babe, 

While  thy  poor  mother,  with  a  mute  entreaty, 

Fixed  her  faint  eyes  on  mine.     Ah  !  not  fat  this, 

That  I  should  let  thee  feed  thy  soul  with  gloom, 

And  with  slow  anguish  wear  away  thy  life, 

The  victim  of  a  useless  constancy.  -  ^ 

I  must  not  see  thee  wretched.  ' 

Ter.  There  are  woes 

111  bartered  for  the  garishness  of  joy  ! 
If  it  be  wretched  with  an  untired  eye 
To  watch  those  skyey  tints,  and  this  gre^  ocean ; 
Or  in  the  sultry  hour  beneath  some  rock, 
My  hair  dishevelled  by  the  pleasant  sea  breeze. 
To  shape  sweet  visions,  and  live  o'er  again 
All  past  hours  of  delight  I    If  it  be  wretched 
To  watch  some  bark,  and  fancy  Alvar  there. 
To  go  through  each  minutest  circumstance  - 
Of  the  blest  meeting,  and  to  frame  adventures 
Most  tenible  and  strange,  and  hear  hiin  tell  them  ; 
(As  once  I  knew  a  crazy  Mootish  maid' 
Who  dress'd  her  in  her  buried  lover's  clothes. 
And  o'er  the  <Ha«^h  spring  in  the  mountain  cleft 
Hung  with  her  lute,  and  played  the  self-same  tune 
He  used  to  play,  and  listenedUo  the  shadow 
Herself  had  made) — ^if  this  be  wretchedness. 
And  if  indeed  it  be  a  wretched  thing 
To  trick  out  mine  own  deathrbed,  and  imagine 
That  I  had  died,  died  just  ere  his  return  ! 
Then  see  him  liatening.to  my  constancy. 
Or  hover  round,  as  he  at  midnight  oft  - 

Sits  on  my  grave,  and  gasses  at  the  moon  ; 
Or  haply  in  some  moie  fantastic  mood. 
To  be  in  Paradise-,  and  with  choice  flowers 
Build  up  a  bower  whera  he  and  I  might  dwell. 
And  there  to  wait  his  coming !     O  my  sire ! 
My  Alvar's  sirei  if  this  be  wretchedness 
That  eats  away  th^  life,  what  were  it,  thi^  you, 
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If  in  a  most  a$«ind  Mkdit^ 

He  slioald  leturn,  and  feee  a  biotiwr^s  nfaat     • 

Smile  at  him  £ram  my  axiaB  ? 

Oh  what  a  thought ! 

VaL  A  thought  ?  ^yren  no  I  mere  tliought !  an  empt^  th^ugiht. 
The  very  week  he  premised  his  letiuiir— *— 

Ter.  Was  it  not  then  a  busy  joy  ?  to  see  him^ 
After  those  three  years*  travels  I  we  ,had  no  feai»— 
The  frequent  tidings,  the  ne'er  failing  letter,- 
Almost  endeared  his  at>seDce  !     Yet  the  gladness^ 
The  tumult  of  our  joy  I    What  then  if  now— — 

Vol,  0  power  of  youth  to  iJMKl  oa  pleasant  thonghts^ 
Spite  of  conviction  f    I  am  old  and  heartless ! 
Yes,  I  am  old — I  have  no  pleasant  faneics*-^ 
Hectic  and  unrefreshed  with  test   ■ 

Ter.  .My  father ! 

Vol.  The  sober  truth  is  all  too  much  lor  me*! 
I  see  no  sail  which  brings  not  to  my  mind 
The  home<bound  bark  in  wlseh  my  son  wws  «aptaf«d 
By  the  A]gerine — ^to  pmsh  vnth  his.oapton  i 

Ter,  Oh  no !  he  did  mxtl 

VaJ.  Gaptitittdin-sightofhitad'  * 

From  yon  hill  point,  nay,  from  ouir  easKle  y$%ioh'UP3HX 
We  might  have  seen  '  ' 

Ter:  Hk.  capture,  not  hisdeMh. 

Vol.  Alas  !  how  aptly  thou  fcarget'st  a  tale 
Thou  ne'er  didst  wish  to  learn  1  mybraw  Ordouo' 
Saw  both  the  pirate  and  his  priae  go  down, 
In  the  same  storm  that  baffled  his  own  rttioiv 
And  thus  twice  snatehed  a  bwthM'ifom  his  hopes : 
Gallant  Ordonio  !  0  beloVed  Teresa, 
Wouldst  thou  best  prove  thy  &t!th  to  geiMnsus  Ahrar^ 
And  most  delight  his  spirit,  gjo^  xnake  tiion  - 
His  brother  happy,  make  his  aged  father  ... 

Sink  to  the  grave  in  joy. 

Ter.  FotraeroyVsafce- 

Press  me  no  more  !     I  have  no  power  to  Itfvss  YAtfH 
HTs  proud  forbidding  eye,  and- his  dark  bMW, 
Chill  me  like  dew  damns  ol  die  unwhelesome  night'] 
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My  love,  a  timorous  and  tead^x  flover^ 
Closes  beneath  his  touoii. 

Vol.  Ypu  wnmg  kim,  maiden  I 

You  -wrong  him,  by  my  soul !     Nor  was  it  well 
To  character  by  such  unkindly  phrases 
The  stir  and  workings  of  that  love  for  you 
Which  he  has  toiled  to  smother.    Twas  not  well, 
Nor  is  it  grateAil  in  you  to  forget 
His  wounds  and  perilous  voyages,  and  how 
With  an  heroic  fearlessness  of  danger 
He  roam'd  the  coast  of  Airic  for  your  Alvar. 
It  was  not  well — You  have  moved  me  even  to  tears. 

Ter.  O  pardon  me.  Lord  Yaldez  !  pardon  me ! 
It  was  a  foolish  and  ungrateful  speech, 
A  most  ungrateful  speech !     But  I  am  hurried 
Beyond  myself,  if  I  but  hear  of  one 
Who  aims  to  rival  Alvar.     Were  we  not 
Born  in  one  day,  like  twins  of  the  same  parent  ? 
Nursed  in  one  cradle  ?     Pardon  me,  my  father! 
A  six  years*  absence  is  a  heavy  thing. 
Yet  still  the  hope  survives—: — 

Val.  {looking  f&rward).  Hush  !  *tis  Moiiviedro. 
Ter,  The  Inquisitor !  en  what  n^w  scent  of  blood  ? 

Enter  Monviedro  tvith  Alhadra, 
Mon.  Peace  and  the  truth  be  with  you  !     Good  my  Lord, 
My  present  need  is  with  your  son. 
We  have  hit  the  time.     Here  conies  he  !    Yes,  'tis  he. 
Enter  from  thf  opposite  sufe  Don  Ordonio. 
My  Lord  Ordonid,  this  Moresco  woman 
(Alhadra  is  her  name)  asks  audience  of  you. 

Ord,  Hail,  reverend  father  I  what  may  be  the  business  ? 
Mon,  My  lord,  on  strong  suspicion  of  relapse 
To  his  fiEilse  ereed,  so  recently  abjured, 
The  secret  servants  of  the  Inquisition 
Have  seized  her  husband,  lUid  at  my  command 
To  the  supreme  tribunal  would  have  led  him, 
But  that  be  made  appeal  to  you,  my  lord^ 
As  surety  for  his  soundness  in  the  faith. 
Though  lessoned  by  ^^periehce  what  small  trust   . 
The  afiei«;eratiojis  of  thes.^  Moqis  deiierve, 
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Yet  Btill  the  deference  to  Ordonio's  name, 
Nor  less  the  wish  to  prove  with  what  high  honor 
The  Holy  Church  regards  her  faithful  soldiers, 
Thus  far  prevailed  with  me  that 

Ord.  Reverend  father, 

I  am  much  hehblden  to  your  high  opinion, 
Which  so  overprizes  my  light  services. 

[then  to  Alhadfu. 
I  would  that  I  could  serve  you ;  but  in  Iruth 
Your  faee  is  new  to  me. 

Mon.  My  mind  fi>retold  me, 

That  such  would  be  the  event.     In  truth.  Lord  Yaldez, 
'Twas  little  probable  that  Don  Ordonio, 
That  your  illustrious  son,  who  fought  so  bravely 
Some  four  years  since  to  quell  these  rebel  !tf oors 
Should  prove  the  patron  of  this  infidel ! 
The  warranter  of  a  Moresco's  faith  ! 
Now  I  return. 

Alh.  My  Lord,  my  husband's  name        ' 
Is  Isidore.  (Ordonio  starts.) — ^You  may  iremember  it : 
Three  years  ago,  three  years,  this  very  week, 
You  left  him  at  Almeria. 

Man,  Palpably  false ! 

This  very  week,  three  years  ago,  my  lord, 
(You  needs  must  recollect  it  by  your  wound) 
You  were  at  sea,  and  there  engaged  the  pirates. 
The  murderers  doubtless  of  your  brother  Alvar ! — 
What,  is  he  ill,  my  Lord  ?  how  strange  he  looks  \ 

Vol,  You  pressed  upon  him  too  abniptly,  father, 
The  &te  of  one,  on  whom,  you  know,  he  doted.  * 

Ord.  0  heavens  !  I  ?— I  doted  ?— 
Yes !  I  doted  on  him. 

[Ordonio  tvalks  to  the  end  of  the  stage,  Vatdez  foUows. 

Ter.  I  do  not,  Can  not  love  him.     Is  my  heart  hard  ? 
Is  my  heart  hard  ?  that  even  now  the  thought 
Should  force  itself  upon  me  ? — ^Yet  I  feel  it ! 

Mon.  The  drops  did  start  and  staiid  upon  his  forehead  I 
I  will  return.     In  very  truth,  I  grieve 
To  have  been  the  occasion.  Ho !  attend  me,  woman ! 

Alh.  {to  Teresa.)  0  gentle  lady !  make  the  father  stay 
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Until  my  lord  recover.     I  am  snre 

That  he  will  say  he  is  my  husband's  friend. 

Ter,  Stay,  father !  stay  !  my  lord  will  soon  recover : 

Ord,  {a^tkey  return  to  Valdez.)  Strange,  that  this  Monviedro. 
Should  have  the  power  so  to  distemper  me  ! 

Val.  Nay,  'twas  an  amiable  weakness,  son  ! 

Man.  My  lord,  I  truly  grieve 

Ord.  Tut !  name  it  not. 

A  sudden  seizure,  father  !  think  not  of  it. . 
As  to  this  woman's  husband,  1  do  know  him. 
I  know  him  well,,  and  that  he  is  a  Christian. 

Man.  1  hope,  my  lord,  your  merely  human  pity 
Doth  not  prevail 

Ord.  *Tis  certain  that  he  was  a  catholic  ; 
"What  changes  may  have  happened  in  three  years, 
I  can  not  say  ;  but  grant  me  this,  good  father  :     '' 
Myself  ril  sifl  him  :  if  I  find  him  sound. 
You'll  grant^me  your  authority  and  name  *     ' 

To  liberate  his  house. 

Man.  Your  zeal,  my  lard. 

And  your>4ate  merits  in  this  holy  warfare 
Would  authorize  an  ampler  trust — you  have  it. 

Ord.  I  will  attend  you  home  within  an  hour. 

Val.  Meantime  return  with  us,  and  take  refreshment. 

Alh.  Not  till  my  husband's  free  !  I  may  not  do  it. 
I  will  stay  here. 

Ter.  (aside.)  Who  is  this  Isidore  ? 

Vid.  Daughter! 
.  Ter.  With  your  permission,  my  dear  lord, 
I'll  loiter  yet  awhile  t'  enjoy  the  sea  breeze. 

[Exeunt  Valdez^  Monviedro^  and  Ordonio. 

Alh.  Hah  !  there  he  goes  !  a  bitter  curse  go  w^th  kim, 
A  scathing  curse  !  '      ' 

You  hate  him,  don't  you,  lady  ? 

Ter.  Oh  fear  not  me  !  my  heart  is  sad  for  you 

Alh^  These  fell  inquisitors !  these  sons  of  blood 
As  I  came  on,,  his  face  so  maddened  me. 
That  ever  and  anon  I  clutched  my  dagger 
And  half  unsheathed  it 

Ter.  Be  more  calm,  I  pray  you. 
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Alh.  And  as  he  walked  along  the  narrow  path    - 
Close  by  the  mountain's  edge,  my  sout^rew  eager  ; 
'Twas  with  Jiard  toil  I  made  myself  remember 
That  his  Familiars  held  my  babes  and  husband. 
To  have  leapt  upon  him  with  a  tiger's  plunge., 
And  hurl'd  him  down  the  rugged  precipice, 
O,  it  had  been  most  sweet ! 

Ter,  Hush  !  hush,  for  shame  1 

Where  is  your  woman's  l^eart  ? 

Alh.  ^  0  gentle  lady! 

You  have  no  skil)  to  guess  my  many  wrongs, 
Many  and  strange !     Besides,  I  am  a  Christian, 
And  Christians  never  pardon — *tis  their  faith ! 

Ter,  Shame  fall  on  those  who  so  have  shown  it  to  thiee  I 

Alh,  I  know  that  rtian ;  'tis  well  he  knows  not  me. 
Five  years  ago  (and  he  was  the  prime  agent). 
Five  years  ago  the  holy  brethren  seized  me. 

Ter.  What  might  your  crime  be  ?       .         . 

Alh.  ' '      I  was  a  Moresco' ! 

They  cast  me,  then  a  young  and  nursing  mother, 
Into  a  dungeo|i  of  their  prison  house ; 
Where  was  no  bed,  no  fire,  no  ray  of  light, 
No  touch,  no  sound  of  comfort !  The  black  air. 
It  was  a  toil  to  breathe  it !  when  the  door, 
Slow  opening  at  the  appointed  hour,  disclosed 
One  human  countenance,  the  lamp's  red  flame 
Cowered  as  it  entered,  and  at  once  sank  down. 
Oh  miserable  !  by  that  lamp  to  see 
My  infant  quarrelling  with  the  coarse  hard  bread 
Brought  daily :  for  the  little  wretch  was  sickly — 
My  rage  had  dried  away  its  natural  food. 
In  darkness  I  remained — ^the  dull  bell  counting, 
Which  haply  told  me,  that  the  all-cheering  sun 
Was  rising  on  our  garden.     When  I  dozed) 
My  infant's  moanipgs  ^ningled  with  my  slumbered, 
And  waked  me. — If  you  were  a  mother,  lady, 
I  should  scarce  dare  to  tell  you,  that  its  noises 
And  peevish  cries  so  fretted  on  my  brain, 
That  I  have  struek  the  innocent  babe  in  anger. 

Ter.  0  Heaven !  it  is  tpo  homble  to  hear. 
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Alh,  What  was  it  then  |o  fofier  ?  'Ti«  moit  right 
That  such  as  you  should  hear  it. — Kjoow  J9Vl  mU 
What  nature  makes  you  nwum,  she  bids  you  heal? 
Gceat  evils  ask  great  pasiiDiis  to  redress  them, 
And  wlutiwiniU  fitliest  scatter  pestilence. 
Ter.  You  were  at  leiigth  rdeased  ? 

Alh.  Yes,  at  length 

I  saw  the  blessed  arch  of  the  whole  heaven  ! 
*Twas  the  first  time  my  ia&nt  smiled.     No  mor»-r- 
For  if  I  dwell  upon  that  moment,  Lady, 
A  trance  comes  on  which  makes  me  o'er  again 
All  I  then  was — my  knees  hang  loose  and  drag. 
And  my  lip  falls  with  such  an  idiot  laugh, 
That  you  would  start  and  shudder  ! 

Terr  But  your  husband — 

Alh.  A  month's  imprisonment  would  kill  him,  Lady. 

Ter.  Alasj  poor  man  I     ' 

Alh.  He  hath' a  lion's  courage, 

Fearless  in  act,  but  feebto  in  endurance ; 
Unfit  for  boisterous  times!,  with  gentle'heart. 
He  worships  mature  iQ  the  hill  and  valley, 
N'ot  knowing  what  he  loves,  but  loves  it  all — 
^  Enter  Alvar  disguised  as- a  Moresco,  and  in  Moorish  gar- 
ments. 

Ter.  Know  you  that  stately  Moor  ? 

Alh.  I  know  him.  not : 

But  doubt  not  he  is  som^  Moresoo  chieftain, 
Who  hides  himself  among  the  Alpujarras. 

Ter.  The  Alpn^acras  ?  Does  be  know-  his  danger, 
So  near  this  seat  ? 

Alh.  He  wears  the  Moorish  robes  too, 

As  in  defiance  of  the  royal,  edict. 

{Alhadra  advance  to  Alvar,  toho  has  walked  to  thefiack  qf 
the  stage,  near  the  rocki^     Teresa  droj»  her  veil. 

Alh.  Gallant  Moreseo  I  An  in<|uisitoir, 
Monviedro^  of  known  hatmd  to  our  nuie-^ 

Alv.  You  have  mistaken  me.    I  am  a  Ghnstiaa. 

Alh.  He  deems,  thiat  we  are  plol^Sig  te  ensat^r^  h^n  • 
Speak  to  him,  Lady-— none  can  hear  you  speak, 
And  not  believe  yon  imieoeiit  of  guile. 
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Ter.  tf  aught  enforce  you  to  concetlmenti  Sir-— 

Alh,  He  trembles  Btrangfely. 

[Alvar  sinks  doum,  and  hides  bis  face  in  his  robe. 

Te9\  See,  we  haye  disturbed  him.' 

[approaches  nearer  to  him: 
I  pray  you  think  us  friends — ^uncowl  your  face, 
For  you  seem  faint,  and  the  night  breeze  blows  healing. 
I  pray  you  think  us  fViendS ! 

Alv.  {raising  his  head).  Calm,  very  calm  ! 
'Tis  all  too  tranquil  for  reality  I 
And  she  spoke  to  me  with  her  innocent  voice, 
That  voice,  that  innocent  voice  !  She  is  no  traitress  ! 

Ter.  Let  us  retire,  (haughtily  to  Alhadra,) 

Alh.  He  is  indeed  a  Christian. 

Alv.  {aside.)  She  deems  me  dead,  yet  wears  no  mourning  gar- 
ment I 
"Why  should  my  brother's — ^wife — wear  mourning  garments  ? 

{To  Teresa.) 
Your  pardon,  noble  dame  !  that  I  disturbed  you : 
I  had  just  started  from  a  frightful  dream. 

Ter^  Dreams  tell  but  of  the  pasti  and  yet  'tiff  said. 
They  prophesy—  \ 

Alv.  The  Past  lives  o*er  again 

In  its  efiects,  and  to  the  guilty  spirit 
The  ever  frowning  Present  is  its  image. 

Ter.  Traitress!  {then  aside.) 

What  sudden  spell  overmasters  me  t 
Why  seeks  he  me,  shunning  the  Moorish  woman  ? 

Alv.  I  dreamt  I  had  a  friend,  on  whom  I  lean*d 
With  blindest  trust,  and  a  betrothed  maid. 
Whom  I  was  wont  to  call  not  mine,  but  me  * 
For  mine  own  self  seemed  nothing,  lacking  her. 
This  maid  so  idolized,  that  trusted  friend 
Dishouored  in  iny  absence,  soul  and  body  ! 
Fear,  following  guilt,  tempted  to  blacker  guilt. 
And  murderers  were  suborned  against  my  life. 
But  by  my  looks  and  most  impassioned  words, 
I  roused  the  virtues  that  are  ^ad  in  no  man, 
Even  in  the  assassins'  hearts  !  they  made  their  tbrmis, 
And  thanked  me  for  redeeming  them  from  murder. 
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Mh,  You  are  lott  in  thought :  hear  him  no  moire,  sweet  Lady ! 

Ter.  From  mom  to  night  I  am  inyaelf  a  dreamer, 
And  slight  things  hvingion  me  the  idle  mood  I 
Well,  Sir;  what  happened  then  ? 

Alv.  Oa  a  rude  rock, 

A  rock,  methought,  fast  hy  a  grove  of  firs, 
Whose  thready  leaves  to  Uie  low-breathing  gale 
Made  a  soft  sound  most  like  the  distant  ocean, 
I  stayed,  as  though  the  hour  of  death  were  passed. 
And  I  were  sitting  in  the  world  of  iqpirits — 
For  all  things  seemed  unreal  I  there  I  sate — 
The  dews  fell  clamioy,  and  the  night  descended. 
Black,  sultiy,  close  !  and  ere  the  midnight  hour 
A  storm  came  on,  mingling  all  sounds  of  fear,. 
That  woods,  and  sky,  and  mountains,  seemed  one  havoc.. 
The  second  flash  of  lightning  showed  a  tree 
Hard  by  me,  newly  scathed.     I  rose  tumultuous  : 
My  soul  worked  high,  I  bared  my  head-  to  the  storm, 
And  with  loud  voice  and  clamorous  agony, 
Kneeling  I  prayed  to  the  great  Spirit  that  made  me. 
Prayed,  that  Remorse  might  fasten  on  their  hearts, 
And  cling  with  poisonous  tooth,  inextricable 
As  the  gored-'s  lion's  bite  I 

Ter*  A  fearful  curse  ! 

Alh.  Bat  dream'd  you  not  that  you  returned  and  killed  them  ? 
Dreamed  you  of  no  revenge  ? 

AJh.  She  would  have  died, 

Died  in  her  guilt— perchance  by  her  own  hands  ! 
And  bending  o'er  her  seli-inflioted  wounds,^ 
I  might  have  met  the  evil  glance  of  frenzy. 
And  leapt  myself  into  an  unblest  grave  ! 
I  prayed  ibr  ^e  punishment  that  cleanses  hearts  ; 
For  still  I  loved  her  ! 

Alh.  And  you  dream'd  all  this  ? 

Ter.  My  soul  is  full  of  visions  all  as  wild  ! 

Alh,  There  is  no  room  in  this  heart  for  puling  love  tales. 

Ter.  {lifts  up  her  veil  and  advances  to  Mvaa-.)    Stranger, 
farewell ;  I  guess  not  who  you  are. 
Nor  why  you  so  addressed  your  tale  to  me. 
Your  mien  is  noble«  and*  I  own, 'perplexed  me 
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Which  rtill  eseaped  my  dfinte,  or  ] 

Tfiefci  of  a  £uicj  pampered  with  long  - 

If,  M  it  loiiietimes  happens,  our  nde  starthng, 

Whilst  your  full  heart  was  diaping  oat  its  dream, 

Diore  you  to  this,  your  not  nngeatle,  wildneas— 

Yon  hare  my  sympatic,  and  so  fiuewell! 

Bat  if  some  andiworered  wrongs  oppiess  yon. 

And  yoa  need  strength  to  drag  them  into  light. 

Hie  generous  Yaldez,  and  my  Lord  Oidonio, 

Hare  arm  and  will  to  aid  a  nobk  sufieror. 
Nor  shall  yoa  want  my  farorable  pleading. 

\Exeuni  Teresa  and  Alkadra. 
Alv.  (alone.)  'Tis  strange!    It  can  not  be!  my  Lord  Oideiiio! 
Her  Loid  Ordonio !     Nay,  I  wiU  not  do  it ! 
I  cursed  him  once--and  one  corse  is  enough ! 
How  sad  she  looked,  and  pale  !  bat  not  like  guilt—* 
And  her  cahn  tones— sweet  as  a  song  of  mefcy ! 
If  the  bad  spirit  retain'd  his  angel's  Toice, 
Hell  scarce  were  Hell.     And  why  not  innoceat  ? 
Who  meant  to  murder  rae,  might  well  dwat  her  ? 
But  ere  she  married  him,  he  had  stained  hear  hooor ;  .  - 
Ah !  there  I  am  hampered.    What  if  this  were  a  lie 
Framed  by  the  assassin  ?    Who  should  tell  it  him, 
If  it  were  truth  ?     Ordonio  would  not  tell  him. 
Yet  why  one  lie  ?  all  else,  I  know,  was  truth. 
No  start,  no  Jealousy  of  stirring  conscience  I 
And  she  referred  to  me-^fondly,  methooght  I 
Could  she  walk  here  if  she  had  been  a  traitress  ? 
Here,  where  we  played  together  in  our  i^ldhood  ? 
Here,  where  we  plighted  tows  ?  where  hereold  cheek 
Received  my  last  kiss»  when  witli  suppseased  fediiogs 
She  had  fainted  in  my  arms  ?     It  can  not  be  I 
'Tis  not  in  nature  !  I  will  die  beHeva^, 
That  I  shall  meet  her  wheare  ne  evil' is. 
No  treachery,  no  cup  dsahed  from  the  li|Mr. 
ril  haunt  this  scene  no  more  I  live  she  in;  peaeer! 
Her  husband — aye  her  hue^and  1     May  this  aagpl 
New  mould  his  canker'd  heart  I    Assist  n»s  hsaveiH. 
Thatlmayprayfotrmypoorgmttyfaxathtoi  ifisn^ 
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Scene  I. — A  unld  and  mountainous  Country.  Ordonio  and 
Isidore  are  discovered,  supposed  at  a  little  distance  fr^  Isi- 
dore's house. 

Ord.  Here  we  may  atop ;  your  house  distinct  in  view, 
Yet  we  gecurcd  from  listeners. 

Isid,  Now  indeed  ^ 

My  house  !  and  it  looks  cheeribl  as  the  Masters 
Basking  in  sunshine  on  yon  vine-clad  rock, 
That  overbrows  it !     Patron  !  Friend !  Preserver  i 
Thrice  have  you  saved  my  life.     Once  in  the  battle 
You  gave  it  me  :  next  rescued  me  from  suicide  : 
When  for  my  follies  I  was  made  to  wander,         '         ' 
With  mouths  to  feed,  and  not  a  morsel  fer  them  : 
Now,  but  for  you,  a  dungeon*s  slimy  stones      ' 
Had  been  my  bed  and  pillow.  .  .  r 

Ord.  Good  Isidoire*T  "^^      - 

Why  this  to  me  !    It  is  enough,  you  know  it. 

Isid.  A  common  trick  of  gratitude,  my  lord, 
Seeking  to  ease  her  own  full  heart — • — 

Ord.  Enough ! 

A  debt  repaid  ceases  to  be  a  debt. 
Yon  have  it  in  your  power  to  serve  me  greatly. 

Isid.  And  how,  my  lord*?    I  pray  you  to  name  the  thing. 
I  would  climb  up. an  ice-glazed  precipice 
To  pluck  a  weed  you  fancied ! 

Ord.  Why— fhat— Lady— 

Isid.  *Tis  now  three  years,  my  lord,  since  last  I  saw  yon  : 
Have  you  a  son,  my  lord  ? 

Ord.  ^  0  miserable —  [aside. 

Isidore  I  you  are  a  man,  and  know  mankind. 
I  told  you  what  I  wished — ^now  for  the  truth — 
She  loved  the  man  you  kill'd. 

Isid.  You  jest,  my  lord  ? 

Ord.  And  till  his  death  is  proved  she  will  not  wed  me. 

Isid.  You  sport  with  me,  my  lord  ?    \ 

Ord.  Come,  eome  !  this  foolery 

lives  only  in  thy  looks,  thy  heart  disowns  it ! 
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Isid.  I  can  bedr  this,  and  any  tiling  more  grievous 
Fropa.  you,  my  lord;— but  how  can  I  serve  you  here  ? 

Ord.  Why,  you  can  utter  with  a  solenm  gesture 
Oracular  sentences  of  deep  no-meaning, 
Wear  tf  quaint  garment,  make  mysterious  antics — 

Isid,  I  am  dull,  iny  lord !  I  do  not  comprehend  you. 

Ord.  In  blunt  terms,  yoii  can  play  the  sorcerer. 
She  hath  no  faith  in  Holy  Church,  'tis  true  ; 
Her  lover  schooled  her  in  some  newer  nonsense  ; 
Yet  still  a  tale  of  «pirit8  works  upon  her. 
8ke  is  a  lone  enthusiast,  sensitive. 
Shivers,  and  can  not  keep  the  tears  in  her  eye  : 
And  such  do  love  the  marvellous,  too  well 
Not  to  believe  it.     We  will  wind  up  her  fancy 
With  a  strange  music,  that  she  knows  not  of — 
With  fumes  of  frankincense,  and  mummery. 
Then  leave,  as  one  sure  token  of  his  death. 
That  portrait,  which  from  off  the  dead  man's  neck 
I  bade  thee  tal^e,  the  trophy  of  thy  conquest. 

Isid,  Will  that  be  a  sure  sign  ? 

Ord.  .  Beyond  suspicion. 

Fondly  caressing  him,  her  favored  lover, 
(By  some  base  spell  he  had  bewitched  her  senses) 
She  whispered  such  dark  fears  qf  me  forsooth. 
As  made  this  heart  pour  gall  into  niy  veims. 
And  as  she  coyly  bound  it  round  his  neck 
She  made  him  promise  silence  ;  and  now  holds 
The  secret  of  the  existence  of  this  portrait 
Known  only  to  her  lover  and  herself 
But  I  had  traced  her,  stolen  unnotic'd  on  them, 
And  unsuspected  saw  and  heard  the  whole. 

Isid.  But  now  I  should  have  cursed  the  man  who  told  me 
You  could  ask  aught,  my  lord,  and  I  refuse- 
But  this  I  can  not  do. 
Ord.  Wliere  lies  your  scrapie  ? 

Isid.  Why — ^why,  my  lord  I 
You  know  you  told  me  that  the  lady  lov'd  you, 
Had  loved  you  with  incaiyious  tenderness  ; 
That  if  the  young  man,  her  betrothed  husband, 
Betumed,  yourself,  and  she,  and  the  honor  of  both 
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Must  perish.     Now  though  with  no  iendertr  aenipies 
Thao  those  which  heing  native  to  the  heart, 
Than  thofie^^iBy  lord,  which  merely  being  a  huol-** 

Ord,  This  fellow  is  a  man — he  killed  for  hire 
One  whom  he  knew  not,  yet  has  tender  scruj^es ! 

{  Then  turning  to  Jbidore. 
These  doubts,  these  leart,  thy  whide,  thy  ataiiimerin|^ 
Pish,  fool !  thou  blimd'rest  through  the  book  of  guilt, 
Spelling  thy  yiUany. 

Isid.       ^  My  lord-— my  lord, 

I  can  bear  much — ^yes,  very  mach  from  you ! 
But. there's  a  point  where  sufierauce  is  meanness :    . 
I  am  no  villain — never  kiU'd  for  hire — 
My  gratitude — 

Ord.  0  aye— your  gratitude ! 

Twas  a  well-soundidg  word— ^what  have  you  .done  with  it  ? 

Isid,  Who  proffers  his  past  favors  for  my  virtue— 

Ord,     ,  .     Virtue 

Isid,  Tries  to  overreach  me — ^is  a  very  sharper. 
And  should  not  spea)^  of  gratitude,  my  lord,     r 
I  knew  not  'twas  your  brother  1 

Ord,  And  who  told  you  ? 

Isid.  He  himself  told  me. 

Ord,  Ha  !  you  talk'd  with  him  ! 

And  those,  the  two  "Morescoes  who  were  with  you  ? 

Isid.  Both  fell  in  a  night  brawl  at  Malaga. 

Ord,  (inciimvake,)  My  brother— 

Ind.  Yes,  my  Jord,  I  could  not  tell  you ! 
I  thrust  away  the  thought — ^it  drove  me  wild. 
But  listen  to  me  now — ^I  pray  you  listen- 

Ord,  yilULin  I  no  more.     Til  hear  no  more  of  it. 

Isid,  My  lord,  it  much  imports  your  future  safety 
That  you  should  hear  it 

Ord,  {turning  off ftom  Isidore.)    Am,  not  I  a  man ! 
Tis  as  it  should  be  I  tut--«;th^  deed  itself 
Was  idle,  and  these  s^fleir-pangs  still  idler  I       .      ^ 

Isid.  "Vy^  rpi.ftt  h^im  in  t V  very  place  you  mentioned. 
Hwd  \^  «v  grove  of  firfl-« 

Ord,  .  Enough — enough — 

YQt.  y«,  Q 
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Istd.  He  fengbt  tu  Taliantly,  and  wounded  all ; 
In  fine,  compelled  a  pariey. 

Ord.  Alvar !  brother  I 

Isid,  He  ofi^ied  me  his  purse — 

Ord.  Yes?  ^ 

Jsid.  Yes — ^I  spumed  it — 

He  promised  us  I  know  not  what — ^in  vain  !  - 
Then  with  a  look  ai^d  voice  that  overawed  me,    ^ 
He  said,  What  mean  you,  friends  ?     My  hfe  is  dear  : 
I  have  a  brother  and  a  promised  wife. 
Who  make  life  dear  to  mo^-and  if  I  fall, 
That  brother  will  roam  earth  and  hell  for  vengeance. 
There  was  a  likeness  in  his  face  to  yours  ; 
I  asked  his  brother's  name  :  he  said-^-Ordonio, 
Son  of  Lord  Yaldez !  I  had  well.  nigh,  fainted. 
At  length  I  said  (if  that  indeed  I  said  it, 
And  that  no  spitit  made  my  tongue  its  organ), 
That  woman  is  dishonored  by  that  brother. 
And  he  the  man  who  sent  us  to  destroy  you. 
He  drove  a  thrust:»at  me  in  rage.     I  told  him. 
He  wore  her  portrait  rotmd  his  neck.     He  look'd 
As  he  had  been  made  of  the  rock  that  propt  his  back- 
Aye,  just  as  you  look  now — only  less  ghastly ! 
At  length  recovering  from  his  trance,  he  threw 
His  sword  away,  and  bade  us  take  his  life, 
It  was  not  worth  his  keeping.  . 

Ord,  And  you  killM  him  ? 

Oh  blood-hounds  !  may  eternal  wrath  flanie  round  you ! 
He  was  his  Maker's  image  undefac*d ! 
It  seizes  me — ^by  Hell  I  will  go  on ! 

What— would'st  thou  stop,  man  ?  thy  pale' looks  won't  save  thee  ? 
Oh  cold — cold — cold  !  shot  through  with  icy  cold ! 

Isid.  {aside.)  Were  he  alive  He  had  returned  ere  now. 
The  consequence  th^  same — dead  thro'  his  plotting  1 

Ord.  0  this  unutterable  dying  away-^-here— 
This  sickness  of  the  heart ! 

What  if  I  went 
And  liv*d  in  a  hollow  tppab,  and  fed  on  weeds  ? 
Aye  !  that's  the  road  to  heaven !     0  fool  {  fool  I  fool ! 
What  have  I  done  but  that  whioh  nature  destined, 
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Or  the  blind  elements  stirred'  up  within  me  ? 

If  good  were  meant,  why  were  we  made  these)  beings  ? 

And  if  not  meant — 

Isid.  You  are  disturbed*  my  Idrd  ! 

Ord.  (starts.)  A  gust  of  the  soul !  i'faith  it  overset  me. 

0  'twas  all  foUy— all !.  idle  as  laughter ! 
Now,  Isidore  !.  I  swear  that  thou  shalt  aid  me. 

Isid.  (in  a  low  voice.)  VU  perish. first! 

Qrd.  What  dost  thou  mutter  of  ? 

Isid.  Some  of  your  servants  -(enow  me,  I  am  certain. 

Ord.  There's  some  sense  in  that  scruple  ;  but  we'll  mask  you. 

JsiV^.  They'll  know  my  gait  i  but  stay !  last  night  1  watched 
A  stranger  near  the  ruin  in  the  wood, 
Who  as  it  seemed  was  gathering  herbs  and  wild  flowers. 

1  had  followed  him  at  distance  seen  him.  scale 
Its  wefitem  wall,  and  by  an  easier  eirtrance    . 
Stole  after  him  unnoticed.     There  I  marked. 
That  mid  the  chequer  work  of  light  and  shade  ' 
With  curious  choice  he  plucked  no  other  flowers, 
But  xthose  on  which  the  moonlight , fell :  and  once 

I  heard  him  muttering  o'er  the  plant.     A  wizard^— 
SoJEne  gaunt  slave  prowling  here  for  dark  employment 

Orrf^  Doubtless  you  question'd  him  ?  . 

Isid.  'Twas  my  intention,  - 

Having  first  traced  him  homeward  ta  his^  haunt. 
But  lo !  the  stern  Dominican,  whose  spies 
Lurk  everywhere,  already  (as  it  seemed) 
Had  given  commission  to  his  apt  familiar 
To  seek  and  sound  the  Moor ;  who  now  returning, 
Was  by  this  trusty  agent  stopped  midway. 
I,  dreading  fresh  ^suspicion  if  found  near  him 
In  that  lone  place,  again  concealed  myself ;. 
Yet  within  hearing.     So  the  Moor  was  question'd. 
And  in  your  name,  as  lord  of .  this  domain^ 
Proudly  he  answered,  *'  Say  to  the  Lord  Ordonio, 
He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again !" 

Ord.  A  strange  reply  I . 

Isid.  Aye,  all  of  him  is  strange. 

He  called  himself  a  Christian,  yet  he  weiurs 
Th«  Moorish  robes,  as  if  he  courted  death. 
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Ord.  Where  does  this  wusatd  live  ? 

tsid.  {pnnting  to  the  distance.)     Ydu  «ee  that  bro^ot  ? 
Trace  its  coarse  backward  :  thro'  a  narrow  opening 
It  leads  you  to  the  place.  . 

Ord.  How  shaUI  know  it  ? 

Isid:  You  cut  not  err.  .  It  ia  a  small  g;reea  daU 
Built  all  around  witk  high  off*«loping  hills, 
And  from,  its  shape  our  peassuaita  aptly  call  it 
The  (xiant's  Cradle.     There's  a  leke  in  the  midst, 
And  round  its  banks  tall  wood  that  branoiies  over, 
And  makes  a  kind  of  faery  forest  grow  • 
Down  4n  the  water.     At  the  fiitther  end 
A  puny  cataract  falls  on  the  lake ; 
And  there,  a  curious  sight !  yon  see  its  ahadow 
Forever  curling,  like  a  wreath  of  smoke, 
Up  through  theibliage  of  those  iaery  trees. 
His  cot  stands  opposite.     You  can  not  miss  it. 

Ord.  \in  retiring  stops  suddenly  at  the<edgeof  the  scene,  and 
then  turning  round  to  Isidof€.y  Ha  l^^who  lurks. there  I 
Have  we  been  overheard  ?  ,  . 

There  where  the  smooth  high  wall  of  slate^rodc  glittar»— ^*r« 

Isid'  'Neath  those  tall  stones,  which  proj^ng  each  tine  oddier, 
Form  a  mock  portal  with  their  pointed  arch  ? 
Pardon  my  smiles !     'Tis  a  poor  idiot  boy,  - 
1^'ho  sits  in  the  sun,  and  twirls  a  bough  about, 
His  weak  eyes  seeth'd  in  loost  unmeaning  tears.  / 

And  so  he  sits,  sM^aying  his  cone-like  head, 
And,  staring  at  his  bough  from  morn  to  sunset, 
See-saws  his  voice  in  inarticulate  nois^. 

Ord.  "iris  well !  and  now  for  this  same  wizard's  lair. 

Isid.  Some  three  strides  up  the  hill,  a  mdantaitt-ash 
Stretches  its  lower  boughs  and  scarlet  clostexs 
O'er  the  old  ihatoh. 

Ord.  I  shall  not  fail  to  find  it 

[Emunt  Qrdomo^  and  Isidore* 
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Scene  1L — The  inside  of  a  Cottage,  around  which  flowers  And 
plants  of  various  kinds  are  seen. 

Discovers  Alvar,  Zulimez  and  Alhad^-a,  a*  on  the  paint  of 

leaving, 

Alh.  (addressing  Al^r.)  Farewell  then !  9nd  thougii  many 
thoughts  perplex  me, 
Aught  evil  or  ignohle  never  can  I 
Suspect  of  thee  f    If  what  thou  seem'st  thou  art, 
The  oppressed  brethren  of  thy  blood  have  need 
Of  such  a  leader. 

AIv.  Nobly  minded  woman  I 

Long  time  against  oppre^ion  have  L  fought, 
And  for  thp  native  liberty  of  faith 
Have  bled  and  suffered  bonds.     Of  this  be  certain  : 
Time,  as  he  courses  onward/ still  unrolls  - 
The  volume  of  concealment.     In  the  future, 
As  in  the  optician's  glassy  cylinder. 
The  indistinguishable  blots  and  colors 
Of  the  dim  past  collect  and  shape  themselves 
Upstarting  in  their  own  completed  image 
To  scare  or  to  reward. 

I  sought  the  guilty. 
And  what  I  sought  I  found  :  but  ere  the  spear  " 
Flew  finom  my  hand,  there  rose  an  angel  fbtm 
Betwixt  me  and  my  aim.     With  baffleid  purpose 
To  the  Avenger  I  leave  vengfeatice,  and  depttrt  I 

Whate'er  betide,  if  anght  my  ana  may  aid,  ; 
Or  power  pioteet,  my  word  is  pledged  to  thee  : 
For  many  are  thy  wrongs,  and  thy  soul  noUe. 
Onoe  more,  farewell.  [Eait  AlMfra. 

Yes,  to  the  Bel^ic  states 
"We  wffl  letnm.     These  robes,  this  stained  complexion, 
Akin  to  fidsehood,  weigh  upon  my  sjurit. 
Whatever  befall  us^  the  heroic  Manrice 
Will  grant  us  an  aaylom,  in  remembrance 
Of  our  past  seiviisai. 

Zid.  And  all  tk^  wealth,  power,  infiueoice  which  it  youn, 
You  let  a  murderer  hold  ? 
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Alv,  O  faithful  Zulimez  ' 

That  my  return  involved  Ordonio's  death, 
I  trust,  would  give  me  an  unmingled  pang, 
Yet  bearable  : — but  when  I  see  my  father 
Strewing  his  scant  gray  hairs,  e'en  On  the  ground, 
Which  soon  must  be  his  grave,  and  ray  Teresa — 
Her  husband  proved  a  murderer,  and  her  infants: — 
His  infants — ^poor  Teresa  ! — all  would  perish, 
All  perish — all ;  and  I  (nay  bear  with  me) 
Could  not  survive  the  complicated  ruin ! 

Ztd.  Nay  now  !  ,1  have  distress' d  you — ^you  weH  know, 
I  ne'er  wiU  quit  yeur  fortunes.  •  True,  'tis  tiresome  : 
You  are  a  painter,  one  of  many  fancies ! 
You  can  call  up  past  deeds,  and  make  them  live 
On  the  blank  canvas  !  and  each  little  herb, 
That  grows  on  mountain  Ideak,  or, tangled. forest 

You  have  learnt  to  name 

Hark  I  heard  you  not  some  footsteps  ? 

Alv.  What  if  it  were  my  brother  coming  onwards  ? 
I  sent  a  most  mysterious  message  to  him. 

Enter  Ordonio,  , 

Alv.  It  is  he  ! 

Ord.  {to  himself  as  he  enters.)  If  I  distinguished  right  her 
gait  and  s^^^ture, 
It  was  the  Moorish  woman,  Isidore's  wife, 
That  passed  me  as  J  entered.     A  lit  taper, 
In  the  night  air,  doth  not  more  naturally 
Attract  the  night  flies  round  it,  than  a  conjurer 
Draws  round  him-  the  whole  female  neighborhood. 

[Addressing  Alvar. 
You  know  my  name,  I  guess,  if  not  my  pex^aon. 
I  am  Ordonio,  son  of  the  Lord  Yalde^. 
*     Alv.  The  son  of  Valdez  ! 

[Qrdonio  loalks  leisurdy  round  the  room,  and  looks  ai^ 
tentiveVy  at  the  plants. 
Ztd.  {to  Alvar.)  Why,  what  ails  you  now  ? 
How  your  hand  trembles  !  Alvar,  speak  I  what  wish  you  ? 
Alv.  To  fell  upon  his  neck  and  weep  forgiveness  \ 
Ord.  {returning  and  aloud.)  Hucked  in  the  moonlight  ikom 
a  ruin'd  abbey — 
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Those  only,  which*  the  pale  rays  visited  ! 

0  the  unintelligible  power  of  weeds, 

When  a  few  odd  prayers  hava  been  muttered  o*er  them  : 

Then  they  work  nnracles  !  I' warrant  you, 

There's  not  a  leaf,  but  underneath  it  lurks  • 

Some  serviceable  imp.  "^ 

There's  one  of  you 
Hath  sent  me  a  strange  message. 

Alv.  1  am  he. 

Ord.  With  you,  then,  I  am  to  speak  : 

(Haughtily  waving  his  hand  to  ZtUimez.) 
And  mark  you,  alone.  [JSxit  Zulimez, 

"  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again  !"— 
Such  was  your  message.  Sir  !  You  are  no  dullard, 
But  One  that  strips  the  outward  rind  of  things ! 
'  Ah^.  'Tis  fabled  there  are  fruits  with  tempting  rinds, 
That  are  all  dyst  and  rottenness  within. 
Wbuld'st  thou  1  should  strip'  such  ? 

Ord.  Thou  quibbling  fool, 

What  dost  thou  mean  ?     Think' st  thou  I  journeyed  hither 
To  sport  with  thee  ? 

Alv.  O  no,  my  lord !  to  sport 

Best  suits  the  gayety  of  innocence. 

Ord.  (aside.)  0  what  a  thing  is  man !  the  wisest  heart 
A  fool !  a  fool  that  laughs  at  its  own  folly. 
Yet  still  a  fool !      ^  [Looks  rotmd  the  cottage. 

You  are  poor  I"  '  '- 

Alv.  What  follows  thence  ? 

That  you  would  fain  be  richer 
The  Inquisitioii  too — You  comprehend  me  ? 
You  are  poor,  in  peril.     I  have  wealth  and  power. 
Can  quench  the  flame?,  and  oure  your  poverty  ; 
And  for  the  boon  I  ask  of  you  but  this, 
That  you  should  serve  rae— ^nce — ^for  a  few  hours. 

Alv.  Thou  art  the  son  of  Valdez  !  would  to  Heaven 
That  I  could  truly  and  forever  serve  thee. 

Ord.  The  slave  begins  to  soften.  [aside. 

You  are  my  friend, 
'  ''  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again  ;" 
Nay,  no  defence  to  me  !  The  holy  brethren 
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Believe  these  calumnies — I  know  thee.betterif 
Thou  art  a  man,  and  as  a  man  I'll  tnist  thiee  !' 

Alv.  (aside.)  Alas  I  this  hollow  oiirth-r-Declaw  your  busiiiesB. 

Ord.  I  love  a  lady;  and  shfe  would  love  me      -    > 
But  fox  an  idle  and  fantastic  scruple. 
Have  you  no  servants  here,  no  listeners  ? 

[Ordonio  ^eps  to  the  door. 

Alv.  What,  faithless  too  ?  Pake,  to  hi»  angel  wife  ? 
To  such  a  wife  ?  Well  might'st  thou  look  so  wan, 
Ill-starr'd  Teresa  ! — r— Wretch  I  my  softer  soul 
Is  pass'd  away,  and  I  will  probe  bis  cpnsci^ce  ! 

Ord.  In  truth  this  lady  lov'd  another  man. 
But  he  has  pecish^d. 

Alv.  What  1  you  kiird  him  ?  hey  ?    - 

Ord.  Til  dash  thee  to  the  earth,  if  thou  bUt  think'st  it  I 
Insolent  slave  !  how  dar'dst  thou—  . 

[turns  a^mptly  from  Alvar,-and  then  to  himself. 
Why!,  what's  this? 
'Twas  idiocy  !  I'll  tie  myself  to  an  aspen, 
And  wear  a  fool's  cap — 

Alv.  Fare  thee  well — 
I  pity  thee,  Ordonio,-  even  to  anguish. 

,      \  [Alvar  i&  retiring. 

Ord.  Ho!  [ooMing  to  Alvar. 

Alv.  Be  brief,  what  wish  you  ? 

Ord.  You.are  d^ep  at  bartering-r-^ou  charge  yowrself 
At  a  round  sum.     Come,  come,  I  spake  unwisely. 

Alv.  I  listen  to  you. 

Ord.  In  a  suddeti  tempest, 

Did  Alvar  perish — he,  I  mean — the  lover — = 
The  fellow 

Alv.  Nay,  speak  out  I  itwill  ease  your  heart ' 
To  call  him  villain  I — ^Why  stand' st  thou  aghast  ? 
Men  think  it  natural  to  hate  their  rivals..  .  -        " 

Ord.  Now,  till  she  knows  him  dead,  she  will  ntot  wed  me. 

Alv.  Are  you  not  wedded,  then  ?  Merciful  Heaven i 
Not  wedded  to  Teresa  ? 

Ord.  Why,  what  ails  thee  ? 

What,  art  thou  mad  ?  why  look'fit  thou  upward  so  ? 
Dost  pray  to  Lucifer,  Prince  i»f  the  Air  f 
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^il/r.  Proceed,  I  liiall  be  Bilent. 

Ord.  To  Texem? 

Politic  wizard  \  ere  you  Bent  that  meaaage, 
You  had  oonn'd  your  Idflion,  made  youieelf  proficient 
In  all  my  fortunes.     Hah  !  you  prophesied 
A  golden  crop  I  Well,^you  have  not  miatakeil^^ 
fie  faithful  to  me,  and  Til  pay  thee'  nobly.. 

Alv.  Well!  and  this  lady! 

Ord,  If  we  oould  naake  her  oe^ain  of  his  deaths 
She  needs  must  wed  me.     Bre  her  lover  left  her« 
She  tied  a  little  portrait  round  his  ne^, 
Entreating  him  to  wear  it.         ; 

Alv,  Yes !  he  did  so  ! 

Ord,  Why  no  :  he  was  aiVaidof  Aceidents, 
Of  robberies,  aad  shipwreeka,  and  the  like. 
In  secrecy  he  gave  it  me  to  keep, 
Till  his.  return.  , 

Alv,  What  I  he  was  youv  fhend  thsftl 

Ord,  I  was  his  friend.-—  * 

Now  thii^  he  g»TB  it  me. 
This  lady  knows  not.     You  are  a  mighty  wizard-*- 
Can  call  the  dead  man  up—he  will  not  come-^ 
He  is  in  heaven  then — there  you  have  no  influence, 
Still  there  are  tokens — and  your  imps  may  bring  you 
Something  he  wore  about  him  when  he  died. 
And  when  the  smoke  of  the  incense  on  the'  altar 
Is  pass'd,  your  spirits  will  have  left  this  picture. 
What  say  you  now  ? 

Alv,  \    Ordonio,  I  will  do  it 

Ord.  We'U  hazard  no  delay.     Be  it  to-night, 
In  the  early  evening. '  Ask  for  the  Lord  Yaldesr. 
I  will  prepare  him.     Music  too,  and  incense, 
(For  I  have  arranged  it — ^music,  altar,  incense) 
All  shall  be  ready.     Here  is  this  same  pieftiue. 
And  here,  what  you  will  value  more,  a  purse. 
Come  early  for  your  magio  oenmonies. 

Alv,  I  will  not  fail  to  meet  you.  . 

Ord.  Till  next  we  moety  fiurew^ ! 


[Smt  Ordomo, 
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(Alv.  (alone,  indignantly  JUngs  the  purse  atpcuf,  and  gazes 
pasnonatdy  at  the  portrait,) 
And  I  did  corse  thee  !    ^ 
At  midnight !  on  my  knees !  and  I  believed 
Thee  perjur'd,  thee  a  ttaiiress  !     Thee  dishonor'd  ! 

0  blind  and  credulous  food  !     O  guilt  of  folly  \ 
Should'not  thy  inarticulate  fondnesses, 

Thy  infant  loves — should  Hot  thy  maiden  vows 

Have  come  upon  my  heart  ?     And  this  sweet  image 

Tied  round  my  neck  with  many  a  tshaste  endearment. 

And  thrilling  hands,  that  made  me  weep  and  trembler— 

Ah,  coward  dupe  1  to  yield  it  to  the  miscreant, 

Who  spake  pollution  of  thee!  barter  for  Hfe 

This  farewell  pledge,  which  with  impassioned  vow 

1  had  sworn  that  I  would  grasp~~ev'n  in  my  death-pang  I 

I  am  on  worthy  of  thy  love,  Teresa,  ' 

Of  that  unearthly  smile  upon  those  lips^ 

Which  ever  smiled  on  me !     Yet  do  not  scorn  me— 

I  lisp*d  thy  name,  ere  I  had  learnt  my, mother's.  * 

Dear  portrait !  rescued  frojn  a  traitor's  keeping, 
I  will  not  now  profane  thee,  holy  image. 
To  a  dark  trick.     That  worst  bad  man  shall  find 
A  picture,  which  will  wake  the  bell  within  faim, 
And  rouse  a  fiery  whirlwind  in  his  conscience. .  . 

ACT  HL 

Scene  I. — A  HaU  ofarmoryt  ^witk  an  akar  at  the  back  of  the 
stage.     Soft  music  frotH  an  instrument  of  glas^  or  sted, 

Valdez,  Ordonio,  and  Alvar  in  a  Sorcerer's  robe,  are  discovered. 

Ord.  This  was  too  melancholy,  fatiier. 

Val.  Nay. 

My  Alvar  lov'd  oad -music  from  a  child. 
Once  he  was  lost ;  and  after  weary  seaich 
We  found  him  in  an  open  place  in  the  wood, 
To  which  fpot  he  had  followed  a  blind  boy. 
Who  breath'd  into  a  pipe  of  sycamore 
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Some  strangely  moying  notes :  and  these,  he  said, 
Were  taught  him  in  a  dream.     ISim  we  first  saw 
Stretch'd  on  the  broad  top  of  a  sunny  heath*bank ;  > 
And  lower  down  poor  Alvar,  fast  asleep, 
His  head  upon  the  blind  boy's  dog.     It  pleas'd  me 
To  mark  how  he  had  fastened  round  tbci  pipe 
A  silver  toy  his  grandara  had  lat;e  given  him. 
Methinks  1  see  him.  now  as  he  then  look'd — 
Even  so ! — He  had  outgrown  his  infant  dressy 
Ye  still  he  wore  it. 

Alif,  (aside.)        My  tears  must  not  flow ! 
1  must  not  clasp  his  knees,  and  cry,  My  father  ! 
Enter  Teresa  avd  AUendants. 

Ter,  Lord  Ysildez,  you  have  asked  my  presence 
And  I  submit ;  but  (Heaven  bear  witness  for  me) 
My  heart  approves  it  not !  'tis  mockery. 

Ord.  Believe  you  then  no  preternatural  influence  X 
Believe  you  not  that  spirits  throng  around  us  ? 

l^er.  Say  rather  that  I  have  imagined  it 
A  possible  thing  !  and  it  has  sooth'd  my  soml 
As  other  fancies  have  ;  but  ne'er  seduced  me 
To  traffic  with  the  black  and  frenzied  hope, 
That  the  dead  hear  the  vjoice  of  witch  or  wizard. 
(  To  Alv.)  Strangef,  I  mourn  and  blush  to  see  you  here, 
On  such  employment !     YiTith  far  other  thoughts 
I  lefl  you. 
'    Ord.  (aside,)  Ha  !  he  has  been  tampering  with  her  ? 

Alv.  0  high-sourd  maiden !  and  more  dear  to  me 
Than  suits  the  stranger's  name  !— r 

I  swear  to  thee 
I  will  uncover  all  concealed  guilt. 
Doubt,  but  decide  not !     Stand  ye  from  the  altar. 

[Here  a  strain  of  mime  is  heard  from  behind  the  scetie, 

Alv,  "With  no  irreverent  vqice  or  uncouth  charm, 
I  call  up  the  departed  ! 

SoulofAlvarl 

Hear  our  sof^  suit,  and  heed  my  milder  spell ; 

So  may  the  gates  of  Paradise,  unbarr'd, 

Cease  thy  swift  toils  I     Since  haply  thou  art  one 

Of  that  innumerable  company 
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Who  in  broad  ciide,  lovelier  thitii  the  rainbow* 

Girdle  this  round  earth  in  a  disszy  motion; 

With  noise  too  vast  and.  constant  to  be  .heard ; — 

Fitliest  unheard  !     For  oh,  ye  numberless, 

And  rapid  travellers  !  what  ear  unstann'd/^ 

What  sense  unmadden'^d,  might  bear  up.  against    , 

The  rushing  of  your  congregated  wings  ?  \MMsic 

Even  now  your  living  wheel  turns  o*er  my  he&d  ! 

Ye,  as  ye  pass,  toss  high  the  desert  sands,. 

That  roar  and  whiten,  like  a  burst  of  waters, 

A  sweet  appearance,  but  a  dread  illusion 

To  the  parch'd  caravan  that  roams  by  night !  -  -      ^ 

And  ye  upbuild  on  the  becalmed  waves 

That  whirling  pillar,  which  from  earth  to  heaven 

Stands  vast,  and  moves,  in  blaclAiess!     Ye  too  split 

The  ioe  mount  1  and  with  fragments  m$iny  and  huge 

Tempest  the  new^thawM  sea,  whose  sudden  gulfs- 

Suck  in,  perchance,  some  Lapland  wizard's  skiff! 

Then  round  and  round  the  whirlpoors  marge  y^  dance, 

Till  from  the  blue  swo]n  corse  the  soul  toils  out, 

And  joins  your  mighty  army. 

[Here,  behind^  the  scenes,  a  voice  sings  the  three  tffords^ 
**  Hear,  stveet  spirit." 

Soul  of  Alvar ! 
Hear  the  mild  spell,  and  tempt  no  blacker  charm  ! 
By  sighs  unquiet,  and  th$  sickly  pang  > 

Of  a  half  dead,  yet  still  undying  hope, 
Pass  visible  before  our  mortal  sense  ! 
So  shall  the  Church's  cleansing  rites  be  thine, 
^er  knells  and  masses  that  redeem  the  dead  ! 

Soi70. — Behind  the  Scenes,  acoompanied  b^  the  sa/me  Instru* 
ment  as  before. 

Hear,  sweet  spirit,  hear  the  spell, 
Lest  a  blacker  charm  compel ! 
So  shall  the  midnight  breezes  swell 
With  thy  deep  long-lingering  knell. 


And  at  evening  evermom. 
In  a  chapel  on  the  sh(»re, 
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Shall  the  ohanter,  sad  and^saifttly,    • 
Yellow  tapers  burning  ikintiy, 
Doleful  masses  chaht  for  thjee, 
Miserere  Domine !  *     '     . 

r-  " 

Hark !  the  cadenee  die»  away 

On  the  quiet  moonlight  sea  : 
The  boatmen  rest  their  oars  and  say, 

Miserere  Domine  !  [A  long  pome, 

Ord, '  The  innocent  obey  nor  charm  Aor  spell ! 
My  brother  iw  in  heaven.     Thou  sainted  spirit, 
Burst  on  otir  sight,  a  passing  visitant ! 
Onee  more  to  hear  thy  voice,  onee  more  to  see  tbetf, 
O  'twere  a  joy  to  me  ! 
"  Alv.  A  joy  to  thee  \\ 

What  if  thou  heard'st  him  taavr  ?     What  if  hia  spirit 
Re-eater'd  it«  cold  corse,  and  came  upon  thee 
With  many  a  stab  from  many  a  murderer's  pionavd  ? 
What  (if  his  steadfast  eye  still  beaming  pity 
And  brother's  love)  he  tum'd  his  head  aside, 
Lest  he  should  look  at  thee,  and  with  one  look 
Hurl  thee  beyond  all  power  of  penitence  ? 

Vol.  These  are  unholy  fanoies !  ^ 

Ord,  tes,  my  fkther, 

He  is  in  Heaven !  .  ' 

Alv,  (still  to  Ordonio.)  l&\xt  what  if  he  had  a  bn>th«f!, 
Who  had  lived  even  so,  that  at  his  dying  hour. 
The  name  of  Heaven  would  have  convulsed  his  face, 
More  than  the  death-pang ! 

Vol,  Idly  prating  man ! 

Thou  hast  guess*d  ill :  Don  Ahrar's  only  brother 
Stands  here  befi»«  thee — a  father's  blessing  on  him  ! 
He  is  most  virtuous. 

Mv.  {still  to  Ordomo,)  What,  if  his  very  virtue 
Had  pampered  his  swoln  heart  and  made  him  proud  ? 
And'  what  if  pride  had  doped  him  into  guilt  ? 
Yet  still  he  stalked  a  self-created  god, 
Not  very  bold,  but  exquisitely  cunning ; 
And  one  that  at  his  mother's  lookiiig-glasB 
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Would  foroe  his  featiures  to  a  frowmng  gtertiness  ? 

Young  Lord  !  I  tell  thee,  that  there  are  such  beings — 

Yea,  and  it  gives  fierce  merriment  to  the  damn'd, 

To  see  these  most  proud  men,  that  loathe  mankind, 

At  every  stir  and  buzz  of  coward  conscience, 

Trick,  cant^  and  He,  most  whining  hypocrites  ! 

Away«  away  !     Now  let  me  hear  more  music.        [tmisic  agam. 

Ter.  'Tis  strange,  I  tremble  at  my  own  conjectures  ! 
But  whatsoe'er  it  ntiean,  I  dare  no  longer 
Be  present  at  these  lawless  mysteries, 
This  dark  provoking  of  the  hidden  Powers ! 
Already  I  affiont — ^if  not  high  Heaven — 
Yet  Alvar's  memory  * — Hark !  I  make  appeal 
Against  the  unholy  rite,  and  hastmi  hence 
To  bend  before  a  lawful  shrine,  and  seek 
That  voice  which  whispers,  when  the  still  heart  listens, 
Comfort  and  fiuthful  hope !     Let  us  retire. 

Alv,  {to  Teresa.)  0  full  oi  fiuth  aiid  guileless  love,  thy  spirit 
Still  prompts  thee  wisely.     Let  the  pangs  of  guilt  ^ 
Surprise'  the  guilty  :  thou  art  innocent !  . 

[Exeunt  Teresa  and  Attendant.    Music  as  before. 
The  spell  is  mutter'd — Come,  thou  wandering  shape. 
Who  own'st  no  master  in  a  human  eye, 
Whatever  be  this  man's  doom,  fair.be  it,  or  ibul, 
If  he  be  dead,>0  come !  and  bring  with  thee, 
That  which  he  grasp'd  in  death !     But  if  he  live. 
Some  token  of  his  obseure  pexiloos  life. 

.  [the  svhole  music  ciashe»  into  a  Chorus. 

CHOEUS. 

Wandering  demons  hear  the  spell ! 
Lest  a  blacker  charm  compel — 
[The  incense  on  the  altar  takes  fire  suddenty,  and  an 
illuminated  picture  of  Alvar's  assassination  isr  dis- 
covered, and  having  remained  a  few  seconds  is  then 
hidden  by  the  ascending  flames, 
Ord.  {starting.)  Duped  !  duped !  duped  !^-*-the  traitor  Lddoxe ! 
[At  this  instant  the  doors  are  forced  open,  Monviedtv 
and  the  familiars  of  the  Inquisition,  servants,  ijfc, 
enter  andfiU  the  stage.  ^  i 
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Mon.  Pirst  seize  the^sorcerer  !  .sitfier  him  not  t6  speak  \  - 
The  holy  judges  of  the  Inquisition 

Shall  bear  his  first,  words. — Look  you  pale,  Lord  Yaldez  ? 
Plain  evidence  have  we  here  of  most  foul  soxscery. 
There  is  a  dungeon  underneath  this  castle, 
And  as  you  hope  for  mild  interpretation, 
Surrender  instantly  the  keys  find  chajrge  (^  it. 

Ord,  {recovering  himself  as  from  stupor ^  to  servants.)  "Why 
haste  yoji  not  ?     Off  wi^  him  to  the  dungeon ! 

[dU.  rush  out  in  tumult. 

Scene  II. — Interior  of -a  chapel]  ttnth  painted  mndows. 

Enter  Teresa.. 
When  first  I  entered  thi&  pure  spot,  forebodings 
Press'd  heavy  on  my  heart :  but  as  I  knelt, 
Such  calm  uwonted  bliss  possessed  my  spirit, 
A  trance  so  cloudless,  that  those  sounds^  hard  by, 
Of  trampling  uproar  fell  upon  mine  ear 
As  alien  and  unnoticed  as  the  rain-storm 
Beats  on  the  roof  of  some'  fair  banquet  room,     . 

WhUe.  sweetest  melodies  are  warbling 

Enter  Valdez. 

VaL  Ye  pitying  saints,  forgive  a  father's  blindness, 
And  extricate  us  from  this  net  of  peril ! 

Ter,  Who  wakes  an^w  my  fears,  and  speaks  of  peril  ? 

Vol,  0  best  Teresa^  wisely  wert  thou  prompted ! 
This  was  no  feat  of  mortal  agency !   . 
That  picture — Oh*  that  picture  tells  me  all ! 
With  a  flash  jof  light  it  came,  in  flames  it  vanished. 
Self-kindled,  self-consum'd :  bright  as.  thy  life. 
Sudden  and  unexpctcted  as  thy  fate, 
Alvar !  My  son  I  my  son ! — The  Inquisitor — f- 

Ter.  Torture  me  not!     But  Alvar— Oh  of  Alvar  ? 

Val.  IIqw  of^n  would,  he  plead  for  these  Morescoes  I 
The  brood  accurst !  remorseless,  coward  murderers ! 

Ter.  So  ?  so  ? — I  comprehend  you — he. is     ■ 

Val.  He  is  no  more !  •  . 

Ter.  0  sorrow !  that  a  father's  voice  shoidd  say  this, 
A  father's  heart  believe  it ! 
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Vol.  A  worae  sonow 

Are  fancy's  wild  kopes  to  a  heart  dei^pairiog ! 

Ter,  Tbeee  rays  thai  slant  in  through  those  goigeoiis  irindows^ 
From  yon  bright  orb— thoogti  colored  as  they  pa»; 
Are  they  not  light  ? — Even  so  that  TtMoe,  Lord  Yakte^l 
Which  whispers  to  my  soul,  though  haply  varied 
By  many  .a  fancy,  many  a  wisfafal  hope, 
Speaks  yet  the  truth :  and  Alvar  lives  for  me ! 

Vol.  Yes,  for  three  wasting  yean,  thus  and  no  otheCi^ 
He  has  lived  for  thee — a  spirit  for  thy  spirit ! 
My  child,  we  must  not  give  reHgious  faith 
To  every  voioe  which  makes  the  heart  a  listeser 
To  its  own  wish. 

Ter,  I  breatVd  to  the  Unerring 

Pennitted  prayers.     Must  those  remain  unanswer'd, 
Yet  impious  sorcery,  that  holds  no  commune    \ 
Save  with  the  lying  spirit,  claim  beliefs? 

Vol,  0  not  toKlay,  not  now  lot  the  first  time 
Was  Alvaf  lost  to  thee —  '  - 

-  Aeeursed  assassins' I 

Disarmed,  overpowered,  despairing  of  defence, 
At  his  bared  breast  he  seem'd  to  grasp  some  reliqne 
More  dear  than  was  his  life-      > 

Ter.  0  Heavens!  my  portrait! 

And  he  did  grasp  it  in  his  death-pang ! 

OfF>  fAlse  demon. 
That  beat'st  thy  black  wings  dose  above  my  head  ! 

[Ord(mio  enters  tvith  the  keys  ofthe4kmgeonm^M»  hand. 
Hush  !  who  comes  here  ?     The  wizard  Moor's  empl^^  I 
Moors  were  his  murderers,  you  say  %    Saints  shield  os^ 
Frem  wicked  thoughts— r-^ 

[  Valdez  wov^  totmrds  the  6aek  &fthe  ^tatge  to  meet  Or- 
donior  and  during  the  oonduding  Urns  of  Tefeuis 
speech  uppears  as  eagerly  eonveridng  vfith  h4n^. 
Is  Aivar  dead  ?  what  ^^  t 
The  nnptial  rites  and  ^neral  shall  be  one ! 
Here's  no  abiding-jdace  for  thee,  T^resa.-^ 
Away  !  they  see  me  not — Thou  seest  me,  Alvar  I 
To  thee  I  bend  my  course. — Bat  first  one  question, 
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One  question  to  Ordonio. — ^My  limbs  tremble — 
There  I  may  sit  unmark'd — a  moment  will  restore  me. 

[Retires  out  of  sight.   . 

Ord.  {a$  he  advances  toithValdez.)    These  are  the  dungeon 
keys.     Monviedro  knew  not, 
That  I  too  had  received  the  wizard's  message, 
"  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again.** 
But  now  he  is  satisfied,  I  plann'd  this  eksheme 
To  work  a  full  conviction  on  the  culprit, 
And  he  intrusts  him  wholly  to  my  keeping. 

Vol.  'Tis  well,  my  son  I     But  have  you  yet  discovered — 
(Where  is  Teresa  ?)  what  those  speeches  meant — 
Pride,  and  hypocrisy,  and  guilt,  and  cunning  ? 
Then  when  the  wizard  fix*d-  his  eye  on  you, 
And  you,  I  know  not  why,  look'd  pale  and  trembled — 
Why — why,  what  ails  you  now  ? — 

Ord.  Me  ?  what  ails  me  ? 

A  pricking  of  the  blood — It  might  have  happen*d 
At  any  other  time.— Why  scan  you  me  ? 

Vol.  His  speech  about  the  corse,  and  stabs  and  iriurderers 
Bore  reference  to  the  assassins — —  - 

Ord.  Dup'd  !  dup*d  !  dup'd  !     * 

The  traitor  Isidore !  ^  [a  jKiusCy  themoildly. 

I  tell  thee,  my  dear  father  ! 
I  am  most  glad  of  this. 

Vol.  '  True— sorcery 

Merits  its  doom  ;  and  this  perchance  may  guide  us 
To  the  discovery  of  the  murderers. 
\  have  their  statures  and  their  several  faces 
So  present  to  me,  that  but  once  to  meet  them 
Would  be  to  recognisSe. 

Ord.  '  Yes' !  yes  !  we  recognize  theifn. 

I  was  benumb'd,  and  staggered  up  and  down 
Through  darkness  without  light — dark — dark— dark  1 
My  flesh  crept  chill,  my  limbs  felt  manaded, 
*  Ab  had  a  snake  coil'd  round  them  ! — Now  His  sunshine, 
And  the  blood  dances  freely'through  its  channels  ! 

•  {then  to  himsdf. 
This  is  my  virtuous,  grateful.  Isidore  ! 

[then  mimicking  Isidore's  manner  and  voice. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


878  BXHOBSB. 

"  A  common  trick  of  gratitude,  my  lord  !**    . 

Old  Gratitude  !  a  dagger  would  dissect 

His  "  own  full  heart" — *twero  good  to  see  its  color. 

Val.  These  magic  sights  1  0  that  I  ne'er  had.  yielded 
To  your  entreaties  !  Neither  had  I  yielded,    . 
But  that  in  spite  of  yopr  own  seeming  faith 
I  held  it  for  some  innocent  stratagem, 
Which  love. had  prompted,  to  remove  the  doubts 
Of  wild  Teresa — by  fancies  queJling  fancies  I 

Ord.  Love !  love  !  and  then  we  hate  !  and  what  ?  and  where- 
fore ? 
Hatred  and  love  !  fancies,  opposed  by  fanjciesj 
What,  if  one  reptile  sting  another  reptile  ? 
Where  is  the  crime  ?  The  goodly  face  j)f  nature 
Hath  one  disfeaturing  stain  the  less  upon.  it. 
Are  We  not  all  predestined  transiency, 
And  cold  dishonor  ?  Grant  it,  that  this  hand 
Had  given  a  morsel  to  the  hungry  worms. 
Somewhat  too  early^Where's  the  crime  of  this  ? 
That  this. must  needs  bring  on  the  idiocy 
Of  moist-eyed  penitence — 'tis  like  a  dream  I 

Val.  Wild  talk,  my  son  !  But  thy  excess  of  feeling 
Almost  I  iear  it  hath  unhinged  his  brain. 

Ord.  (  Teresa  reappears  g,nd  advances  slowly.)  < 
Say,  I  had  laid  a  body  in  the  sun ! 
Well!  iti  a  month  there  swarms  forth  from  the  corse 
A  thousand,  nay,  ten  thousand  sentient  beings 
In  place  of  that  one  man.. — Say,  I  had  kill'd  him  !    - 

.[  Tfiresa  stops  H^ening. 
Yet  who  shall  tell  me,  that  each  one  and  all     , 
Of  these  ten  thousand  lives  ijs  not  as  happy,  _  .       ■ 

As  that  one  life,  which  being  push'd  aside, 
Made  room  for  these  unnumbered 

Vol.  .0  mere  madness !     .  ^ 

[  Teresa  moves  hastily  forwards,  and  places  herself  di* 
reedy  before  Ordonio. 

Ord.  Teresa  ?  or  the  phantoih  of  Teresa  ? 

TVr.  Alas !  the  phantom  only,  if  in  truth 
The. substance  of  her  being,  her  life's  life, 
Have  ta'en  its  flight  through  Alvar's  death-woun,d— 
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(a  pause.)  Where— 

(Even  coward  mnrder  frrants  the  dead  a  grave) 
0  tell  me,  Yaldez ! — answer  me?  Ordonio ! 
Where  lies  the  corse  of  my  betrothed  husband  ? 

Ord.  There,  where  Ordonio  likewise  would  fain  lie  ! 
In  the  sleep-compelling  earth,  in  un{Merc*d  darkness  I 
For  while  we  live — 
An  inward  day  that  never,  never  sets. 
Glares  round  the  soul,  and  mocks  the  closing  eyelids ! 

Over  his  rocky  grave  the  fir-gro^  sighs 

A  lulling  ceaseless  dirge  !  'Tis  well  with  him. 

[  Strides  off  towards  the  altar,  hut  returns  as  Vcddez  is  speaking. 

Ter.  The  rock  1  the  fir-grdve  !  [To  Valdez. 

Did'st  thou  hear  him  say  it  ? 
Hush  !  I  wLlI  ask  him  I 

Vcd,  Urge  him  not— -not  now  1 

This  we  beheld.  Nor  he  nor  I  know  more, 
Than  what  the  magic  imagery  revealed. 
The  assassin,  who  pressed  foremost  of  the  three    ■       . . 

Ord.  A  tender-hearted^  scrupulous,  grateful  villain, 
Whom  I  will  strangle !  ,    - 

VaL  While  his  two  companions — 

Ord,  Dead  !  dead  already !  what  care  we  for  the  dead  ? 

Vol.  {to  Teresa,)  Pity  him !  soothe  him !  disenchant  his  spirit : 
These  supernatural  shows*  this  strange  disclosurej^ 
And  this  too  fond  afiection,  which  still  -broeds 
O'er  Alvar's  fate,  and  still  burns  to  avenge  iU^ 
These  struggling^  lyith  his  hopeless  love  for  you,  • 
Distemper  him,  and  give  reality 
To  the  creatures  of  his  fancy. - 

Ord.  Is  it  so?  .     , 

Yes !  yes !  even  like  a  child,  that  too  abruptly 
Housed  by  a  glare  of  light  from  deep^t  sleep 
Starts  up  bewildered  aiid  talks  idly. 

Father!- 
What  if  the  Moors  that  made  my  brother's  grave, 
Even  now  were  digging  ours  ?  What  if  the  bolt. 
Though  aim'd,  I  doubt  not,  at  the  son  of  Valdez, 
Yet  miss'd  its  true  aim  when  it  fell  pn  Alvar.? 
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Val.  Alvar  ne'er  fought  against  the  Moon,-— «ay  xather, 
He  was  their  advocate  ;  hut  you  had  march'd 
With  fire  and  desolation  tiiyough  their  TiUages.-^ 
Yet  he  hy  chance  was  captured. .        . 

Ord.  Unknown,  peihapa, 

Captured,  yet  as  the  son  of  Yaldez,  murdered. 
Leave  all  to  me.     Nay,  whither,  gentle  lady  ? 

Vol.  What  seek  you  now  ? 
,  Ter.  A  hetter,  auaer  tight 

To  guide  me 

Both  Vol.  and  Ord.  Whither  ? 

Ter.  To  the  only  place 

Where  life  yet  dwells  for  me,  and  ease  of  heart. 
These  walls  seem  threatening  to  fall  in  upon  me  i 
Detain  m.e  not !  a  dim  power  driyes  m6  hence,' 
And  that  will  be  my  guide. 

Val.  To  find  a  lover! 

Suits  that  a  high-born  maiden's  modesty  ? 
Q  folly  and  shame !  Tempt  not  my  irage,  Teresa ! 

Ter.  Hopeless,  I  fear  no  human  being's  rage. 
And  am  I  hastening  to  the  arms  ■  Q  Heaven  ! 
I  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  my  beloved  I 

[ExUf  Vcddez  foUawing  after  her. 

Ord.  This,  then,  is  my  reward !  and  i  must  Xove  her  ? 
Scom'il !  shudder'd  at !  yet  love  her  still  ?  yes  \  yes  4 
By  the  deep  feelings  of  reveng«  and  hate 
I  will  still  love  her— woo  her^-win  her  toe  I 
{a  pattse)  Isidore  safe  and  silent,  and  the  portrait 
Found  on  the  wizard — ^he,  belike,  self-poison'd    . 

To  escape  the  crueller  flames ^My  soul  shouts  triumph  i 

The  mine  is  undermined  !  blood  !  blood  1  bl<Kod  I 
They  thirst  for  thy  bloo^  !  thy-hlood,  Ordpnio ! 


The  hunt  is  up  I  and  in  the  ipidnight  wood 
With  lights  to  dazzle,  and  with  niets  they  seek 
A  timid  prey  :  and  Jo  I  the  tiger's  eye 
Glares  in  the  ted  flame  of  his  honter'a  toteh ! 

To  Isidore  I  will  despatch  a  messagig, 

And  lure  him  to  the  oav«m4  aye,  tteteatrtml 


{a  jpatiM. 
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He  can  not  fail  to  find  it.     Thither  I'll  lure  him, 
Whence  he  Bhall  never,  never  more  return  1    . 

>    [Jjooks  through  the  side  toindoto, 
A  rim  of  the  sun  lies  yet  upon  the  aefa, 
And  now  'tui  gone  \  All  shall  be  done  to-iiight. 

[JEa*. 


Apr  IV. 

Scene  I. — A  caventy  dark,  except  where  a  gleam  of  moonlight 
is  seen  on  one  side  at  the  further  end  of  it;  supposed  to  be 
oast  on  it  from  a  crevice  in  a  part  of  the  cavern  out  of  sight, 

Isidore  alone,  an  extinguished  torch  in  his  hand, 

Isid.  Faith  'twas  a  moving  letter^ — very  moving  1 
"  His  life  in  danger,  no  place  safe  but  this  1  / 

Twas  his  turn  now.  to  talk  of  graUtude." 
And  yet — ^but  no  1  there  c^'t  be  such  a  villain. 
It  can  not  be  I  ~   .  <      . 

Thanks  to  that  little  crevice, 
Which  lets  the  moonlight  in !  I'll  go  and  sit  by  it. 
To  peep  at  a  tree,  or  see  a  he-goat's  beard, 
Or  hear  a  cow  or  two  breathe  loud  in  their  sleep-^ 
Any  thing  but  this  crash  of  water  drops  I 
Thesb  dull  abortive  sounds  that  fret  the  silence 
With-^uny  thwartings  and  mock  opposition  j 
So  beats  tl^e  death-watch  to  a  sick  man's  ear. . 

[He  goes  out  pf  sight,  opposite  to.  the  patch  of  moonlight^ 
and  returns, 
A  bellish>pit !  T^e  very  same  I  dreamt  of! 
I  was  just  in — and  those  damn'd  fingers  of  ice. 
Which  clutch'd  my  hair  up !  ^a^'^*-what's  that — it  mov'd. 

[Isidore  stands  staring  at  another  recess  in  the  cavern.    In 
the  mean  time  Ordonio  enters  with  a  torch,  and  halloef 
to  Isidore. 
Isid,  I  swear  that  I  saw  something  moving  there. 

The  moonshine  came  and,  went  like  a  fiash  of  lightning - 

I  swear  I  saw  it  moye. 
Ord,  {goes  into  the  recess,  then  returns,)  4ittttm&  ckjiitoiif» 
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Drops  on  tlie  long  lank  weed,  that  groves  beneath : 

And  the  weed  nods  and  drips.  ^ 

Isid,  A  jest  tp  laugh  at ! 

It  was  not  that  which  scar'd  me,  good  my  lord. 

Ord.  What  scared  yott,  then^? 

Idd.  .  You  see  that  little  rift  t 

But  first  permit  me ! 

[Lights  his  torch  at  Ordonio's,  and  while  lighting  it. 
(A  lightetl  torch  in  the  hand 
Is  no  unpleasant  object  here— one's  breath 
Floats  round  the  flame,  and  makes  as  many  colors 
As  the  thin  clouds  that  travel  near  the  moon.) 
You  see  that  crevice  there  ? 
My  torch  extinguished  by  these  water  drops, 
And  marking  that  the  moonlight  came  from  thence, 
I  Btept  in  to  it,  meaning  to  sit  there ; 
But  scarcely  had  I  measured  twenty  ^aces — 
My  body  bending  forward,  yea  o'erbalanced 
Almost  beyond  recoil,  on  the  dim  brink 
Of  a  huge  chasm  I  stepL     The  shadowy  moonshine 
Filling  the  void  so  counterfeited  substance, 
That  my  foot  hung  aslant  adown  the  edge. 
Was  it  my  own  fear  ? 

^  Fear  too  hath  its  instincts  ! 
(And  yet  such  dens  as  these  are  wildly  told  of,) 
And  there  are  beings  that  live,'  yet  not  for  the  eye. 
An  arm  of  frost  above  and  from  behind  me 
Pluck'd  up  and  snatched  me  backward.     Merciful  Heaven  ! 
You  smile !  ftlas,  even  smi|te  look  ghastly  here  1 
My  lord,  I  pray  you,  go  yourself  and  view  it. 

Ord.  It  must  have  shot  some  pleasant  feelings  through  you. 

Isid.  If  every  atom  of  a  dead  man*«  flesh 
Should  creep,  each  one  with  a  particular  life, 
Yet  an  as  cold  as  ever^*twas  just  so  F 
Or  had  it  driz^ed  needle  points  of  froist 
TJpon  a  feverish  head  made  suddenly  bald — 

Ord.  Why,  Isidore, 

I  blush  for  thy  cowardice.-   ft  might  haVe  startled, 
I  grant  you,  even  a  brave  man  for  a  moment— 
But  such  a  panio-^ 
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Isid, :  When  a  boy,  my  lord ! 

I  could  have  sate  wbble  hou»  beside  that  chasm, 
Pushed  io.  huge  stones  and  heard  them  strike' and  rtittle 
Against  its  hqrrid  sides  :  then  htmg  my  head 
Low  down,  and  listened  till  the  heavy  fragments 
Sank  with  faint  crash  m  that  still  groaning  well,   - 
Which  never  thirsty  pilgrim  blest,  which  never 
A  living  thing  came  near-v-unless,  perchance, 
Some  blind- worm  battens  on  the  ropyiftoiild 
Close  at  its  edge.  ^      '        *  - 

Ord,  Art  thou  mrore  coward  now  ? 

Isid.  Call  him  that  fears  his  feliow-mah  a  coward  ! 
I  fear  not  man — -l>ut  this  inhuman  cavern,  ' 
It  were  too  bad  a  prisbn  house  for  goblins.  -   • 

Beside,  (you'll  smile,  my  lord)  but  true' it  is, 
My  la.st  night's  sleep  was  very  sorely  haunted 
By  what  had  passed  between  us  in  tho.  morning. 

0  sleep  of  horrors  I     Now  run  down  and  stared  at 
By  forms  so. hideous  that  they  mock  remembrance-* 
Now  seeing  nothing  and  imagining  nothing. 

But  only  being  afraid — stifled  with  fear !  - 

While  every  goodly  or  familiar  form- 
Had  a  strange  power  of  breathing  terror  sound  me  I 

1  saw  you  in  a  thousand  fearful  shapes ; 
And  I  entreat  your  lordship  to  believe  mej 

In  my  last  dream - 

Ord.  Well? 

Isid.  I  was,  in  the  act 

Of  falling  down  that  chasm,  when  Alhadra 
Wak'd  me :  she  heard  my  heart  beat. 

Ord.     .  Strange  enough  ! 

Had  you  been  here  before  ? 

Jsid.  Never,  my  lord  I    . 

But  mine  eyes  do  not  see  it  now  more  clearly,       • 
Than  in  my  dream  I  saw — ^that  very  chasm. 

Ord.  {after  a  pause,)  I  know  not  why  it  should  be  !  yet  it 

Jsid.     What  is,  my  lord  ? 

Ord.  Abhorrent  from  our  nature, 
To  kill  a  man— 

Isid.    '  Except  in  8elf«defdnee! 
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Ord,  Why  that's  my  case;  and  yet  the  flonl  recoils  (rem 
^Tis  so  with  me  at  least.     Bat  jou,  perhaps, 
Have  steroer  feelings  ? 

Isid.  Something  troubles  you. 

How  shall  I  serve. you  ?     By  the  life  you  gave  me« 
By  all  that  makes  that  life  of  value  jto  me, 
My  wife,  my  babes,  my  honor,  I  swear  to  you,  - 
Name  it,^and  I  will  toil  to  dp  the:thii\g>        ^ 
If  it  be  innocent !     But  thia,  my  lord ! 
Is  not  a.  place  where  you  could  perpetrate, 
No,  nor  propose  a  wicked  thing.     The  darkness. 
When  ten  strides  off  we  know  *tis  cheerful  moonlight,    , 
Collects  the  guilt,  and  crowds  it  round  tKe  heart.  ... 
It  must  be  innocent.  ... 

Ord,  Thyself  be  judge,  r' 

One  of  our  family  knew  this  place  well?    •_  ^    _    . 

Jsw^.  Who  ?  when  ?  my  lord  ? 
Ord.  What  boots  itj  who  or  when  ? 
Hang  up  thy  torchr-^I'll  tell  his  tale  to  thee. 

[  They  hang  up  their  torches  on  some  ridge  m  the  cavern* 
He  was  a  man  different  from  other  men, 
And  he  despised  them,  yet  jnevered  himself 

Isid.  {aside,)  He  ?  He  despise  ?  Thou'rt  speaking  of  thyself! 
I  am  oir  my  guard  however :  no  ^urpri8e.  « 

[  Then  to  Ordomo. 
What,  he  was  iaaad  ?  .         .  : 

Ord,  All  men  seemed  mad  to  him ! 

Nature  had  made  him  for  Qome,  other  planet. 
And  pressed  his  soul  inta  a  human  shape 
By  accident  or  malice.     In  this  world 
He  found  no  fit  companion. 

Isid.  Of  himself  he  speaks,  [aside, 

Alas  I  poor  wretch ! 
Mad  men  are  mostly  proud. 

Ord.  He^  walked  alone. 

And  j>hant(Ka  thoughts  unsought-for  troubled  him. 
Something  within  would  still  be  shadowing  out 
All  possibilities ;  and  with  these  shadows 
His  mind  held  dalliance.     Once,  as  so  it  happened* 
A  fanqy  crossed  him  wilder  than,  the  rest ; 
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To  this  in  moody  mmtnur^  and  low  voice 
He  yielded  utterance,  as  some  talk  in  sleep : 
The  man  who  heard  him. — 

Why  didst  thou  look  round  ? 

Isid.  I  have  a  prattler  three  years  old,  my  lord  ! 
In  truth  he  is  my  darling*.     As  I  went 
From  forth  my  door,  he  made  a  moiin  in  sleep-^ 
But  I  am  talking  idly — pray  proceed  ! 
And  what  did  this  man  ? 

Ord,  With  this  human  h^nd 

He  gave  a  suhstance  and  reality  ' 

To  that  wild  fancy  of  a  possible  thing. — 
Well  it  was  done  ! 

Why  babblest  thou  of  guiltl 
The  deed  was  done,  and  it  passed  fairly  ofi*. 
And  he  whose  tale  I  tell  thee— dost  thou  listen  ? 

Isid.  I  would,  my  lord,  you  were  by  my  fireside, 
I'd  listen  to  you  with  an  eager  eye-,     ~ 
Though  you  began  this  cloudy  tale  at  midnight. 
Bat  I  da  listen — ^pray  proceed,  my  lord. 

Ord.  Where  was  1 1 

Isid,  He  of  whom  you  tMl  the  tale — 

Ord.  Surveying  all  things  with  a  quiet  scorn, 
Tamed  himself  down  to  living  purposes, 
The  occupations  and  the  semblances 
Of  ordinary  raen-^and  such  he  seemed ! 
But  that  same  over  ready  agent — ^he — 

Isid.  Ah !  what  of  him,  my  lord  ? 

Ord.  He  proved  a  traitor^ 

Betrayed  the  mystery  to  a  brother  traitor, 
And  they  between  them  hatched  a  damned  plot 
To  hunt  him  ddwn  to  infamy  and  death. 
What  did  the  Valdez  ?  I  am  proud  of  the  name 
Since  he  dared  do  it. —  , 

[Ordanio  grasps  his  sword,  and  turns  off  from  Isidore,  then 
after  a  pause  returns. 

Our  links  burn  diftily. 

I9id.  A  dark  tule  darkly  finished  !     Nay,  my  lord ! 
Tell  what  he  did. 

Ord,  That  which  his  wisdom  prompted — 

VOL.  vn.  ^  R 
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He  made  the  traitor  meet  him  in  this  caveni, 
And  here  h»  kill'd  the  traitor. 

Isid.  No  I  the  fool! 

He  had  not  wit  enough  to  be  a  traitor. 
Poor  thick-e3red  beetle !  not  to  have  forea^n     ^ 
That  he  who  gulled  thee  with  a  whimpered  lie 
To  murder  his  own  brother,  would  not  scruple 
To  murder  thee,  if  e'er  his  guilt  grew  jealous, 
And  he  could  steal  upon  thee  in  the  dark !         , 
Ord,  Thou  wOuldst  not  then  have  come,  if — 
Isid.  Oh  yes,  my  lord !  .  i 

I  would  have  met  him  arm'd,  a^d  scared  the  coward. 

[Isidore  throws  off  his  robe;  shows  himself  armed,  and 
draws  his  sword.  - 
Ord,  Now  this  is  excellent  and  warms  the  blood  t 
My  heart  was  drawing  back,  drawing  me  back  . 
With  weak  and  womanish  scruples.     Now  my  vengeance 
Beckons  me  onwards  with  a  warrior's  mien. 
And  claims  that  life,  my  pity  robbed  her  of — i 
Now  will  I  kill  thee,  thankless  slave,  and  count  it 
Among  my  comfortal>le  thoughts  hereafter. 
Isid.  And  all  my  little  ones  fatherless — 

Die  thou  first. 
[They  figlU,  Ordonio  disarms  Isidore,  and  in  disarming 
him  throws  his  sword  up  tJuU  recess  opposite  to  which 
they  were  standing,       Isidore  hurries  into  the  recess 
with  his  torch,  Ordonio  follows  him  ;   a  loud  cry  of 
"  Traitor  f  Monster  T*  is  hea^d  from  the  cavern,  and 
in  a  mommt  Ordonio  returns  alone. 
Ord,  I  have  hurled  him  down  the  chasm  !  treason  for  treason. 
He  dreamt  of  it :  henceforward  let  him  sleep, 
A  dreamless  sleep,  from  which  no  wife  can  wake  him. 
His  dream  too  is  made^  out — ^how  for  his  friend. 

[Exit  Ordonio, 

Scene   H.*  —  The  interior  Court  of  a  Saracenic  or  Gothic 
'  Cattle,  vnth  the  iron  gate  of  a  dungeon  visible, 
Ter,  Heart-chilling  superstition !  thou  t^anst  glaze  . 
Ev*n  pity's  eye  with  her  own  frozen  tear. 
*  See  Appendix,  p.  40& 
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In  vain  I  uxge  the  tortures  that  await  him  : 
£  vem  Selma,  reverend  guardian  of  mj  childhood, 
My  second  mother,  shuts  her  heart  against  me  ! 
Well,  I  have  won  from  her  what  most  imports 
The  present  need,  the  secret  of  the  dungeon 
Known  only  to  herself.— ^A  Moor  !  a  Sorcerer  t 
No,  I  have  faith,  that  natuxe  ne'er  permitted 
Baseness  to  wear  a  £>rm  so  noble.     Tme, 
I  doubt  not,  that  Ordonio  had  suborned  him 
To  act  some  part  in  some  unholy  fraud  ;      ' 
As  little  doubt  that  fbr  some  unknown -purpose 
He  hath  baffled  his  suborner,  terror-struck  him. 
And  that  Ordonio  meditates  revenge  !  *        '      ' 
But  my  resolve  is  fixed  !  myself  will  rescue  him. 
And  learn  if  haply  he  knew  aiight  of  Alvar. 
Enter   Valdez. 

Vol.  Still  sad  ?-^aLnd  gazing  at  the  massive  door 
Of  that  fell  dungeon  which  "thou  ne'er  had'st  sight  of. 
Save  what,  perchance,  thy  infant  fancy  shap'd  it 
When  the,  nurse  still'd  thy  cries  with  unmeant  threats. 
Kow  by  my  faith,  girl !  this  same  wizard  haunts  thee ! 
A  stately  man,  and  eloquent  and  tender— 
Who  then  need  wonder  if  a  lady  sighs 
Even  at  the  thought  of  what  these  stem  Dominicans-^ 

Ter,  The  horror  of  their  ghastly  punishments 
Doth  so  o'ertop  the  height  of  all  compassion. 
That  I  should  feel  too  little  for  mine  enemy, 
If  it  were  possible  I  could  feel  more. 
Even  though  the  dearest  inmates  of  our  hottseh(4d 
Were  doom'd  to  suffer  tiiem.     That  su^  things  are—* 

Vbil.  Hush)  thoughtless  woman  1 

Ter.  Nay;  it  wikes  within  me 

More  than  a  woman's  spirit. 

Vol,  No  more  of  thi*-*« 

What  if  Monviedro  or  his  creatures  hear  us  ! 
I  dare  not  listen  to  you. 

Ter,  My  honored  lord, 

These  were  my  Alvar's  lessons,  and  whene'er 
I  bend  me  o^er  his  portrait,  I  repeat  them, 
As  if  to  give  a  voice  to  the  mute  ioiag^. 
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Vol,  We  h&Te  mourned  for  Alv&r. 

Of  his  sad  fate  there  now  remauui  no  doubt. 
Have  I  no  other  son  ? 

Ter.  Speak  not  of  him ! 

That  low  imposture !  That  mysterious  picture  ! 
If  this  be  madness,  must  I  wed  a  ipadman  ? 
And  if  not  madness,  there  is  mystery, 
And  guilt  doth  lurk  behind  it. 

Val.  Is  this  well? 

Ter,  Yes,  it  is  truth  :  saw  you  his  countenance  ? 
How  rage,  remorse,  and  scorn,  and  43tupid  fear 
Displaced  each  other  with  swift  interchanges  ? 

0  that  I  had  indeed  the  sorcerer's  power.— 

1  would  call  up  before  thine  eyes  the  image 
Of  my  betrothed  Alvar,  of  thy  iirst-bom  ! 
His  own  fair  countenance,  his  kingly  forehead. 
His  tender  smiles,  love's  day-dawn,  on  his  lips^! 
That  spiritual  and  almost  heavenly  light    -      .  ._ 
In  his  commanding  eye — ^his  mien  heroic, 
Virtue's  own  native  heraldry  I  to  man 

Genial,  and  pleasant  to  his  guardian  angel. 
Whene'er  he  gladden'd,  how  the  gladness  spread 
Wide  round  him  !  and  when  oft  with  swelling  tears, 
Flashed  through  l>y  indignation  he  bewailed 
The  wrongs  of  Belgium's  martyr'd  patriots, 
Oh,  what  a  grief  was  there— -for  joy  to  eni^, 
Or  go^e  upon  enamor'd  ! 

0  my  father  I 
Eecall  that  morning  when  we  knelt,  together. 
And  thou  didst  bless  our  loves  1  0  even  npw, 
Even  now,  my  sire  !  to  thy  mind's  eye  present  him, 
As  at  that  moment  he  rose  up  before  thee, 
Stately,  with  beaming  look  I  Place,  place  beside  him 
Ordonio's  dark  perturb^  countenance  ! 
Then  bid  m^  (0  thou  coi:^'st  not)  bid  me  tunl 
From  him,  the  joy,  the  tnimph  of  our  kind  !    . 
To  take  in  exchange  that  brooding  man  who  never 
Liils  up  his  eye  frcHn  the  earth,  unless  to  scowl. 

Vol,  Ungrateful  woman  I  I  have  tried  to  stifle 
An  old  man's  passion  I  was  it  not  enough,  ^ 
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That  thou  hast  made  my  son  a  restless  man, 
Banish'd  his  health.-  and  half  unhing'd  his  reason  ; 
Bat  that  thou  wilt  insult  him  with  suspicion  ! 
And  toil  to  blast  his  honor  ?     I  am  old, 
A  comfortless  old  man ! 

Ter,  0  grief!  to  hear 

Hateful  entreaties  from  a  voice  we  love  I 

Bnter  a  Peasant  and  presents  a  letter  fo  Valdez, 

Val.  {reading  tt.)  *'  He  dares  not  venture  hither  1"      Why 
what  caa_thi8  ^lean  ? 
"  Lest  the  FamiliaTs  of  the  Inquisition, 
That  watch  around  my  gates,  should  jntdrcept  him  ; 
But  he  conjures  me,  that  without  delay 
1  hiftten  to  him — for  my  own  sake  entreats  me 
,To  guard  from  danger  him  t  hold  imprison'd — 
He  will  reveal  a  secret,  the  joy  of  which 
Will  even  outweigh  the  sorrow." — ^Why  what  can  thisbe? 
Perchance  it  is  some  Moorish  stratagem, 
To  have  m  me  a  hostage,  for  his  safety. 
Nay,  that  they  dare  not !  Ho  !  collect  my  servants  ! 
I  -will  go  thither— ^let  them  arm  themselves.  • 

[Exit  Valdez. 

Ter.  (alone.)  The  moon  is  high  in  heaven  and  all  is  hush'd. 
Yet  anxious  listener  !  I  have  seem'd  to  hear 
A  low  dead  thunder  mutter  thro'  the  night, 
As 'twere  a  giant  angry  in  his  sleep. 

O  Alvar  !  Alvar !  that  they  could  return 

Th^se  hlessed  days  that  imitated  heaven. 

When  we  two  wont  to  walk  at  eventide 

When  we  saw  naught  but  beauty ;  when  we  heard 

The  voice  of  that  Almighty  One  who  loved  us 

In  every  gale  that  breathed,  and  wave  that  murmur'd  I 

O  we  have  listened,  even  till  high-wrought  pleasure, 

Hath  half  assumed  the  countenance  of  grief, 

Ai)d  the  deep  sigh  seemed  to  heave  up  a  weight 

Of  bliss,  that  pressed  too  heavy  oa  the  heart. 


And  this  majestic  Moor,  seems  he' not  one 
Wiu)  oit  and  long  commnning  with  my  Alvar, 


[a  pause. 
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Hath  drunk  in  kindred  lust^  from  his  presence, 

And  guides  roe  to  him  ivith  reflopted  light  ? 

What  if  in  yon  dark  dungeon  coward  treachery 

Be  groping  for  him  with  envenomed  poniard — 

Hence  womanish  fearsi  traitors  to  love  and  duty-^ 

ril  free  him.  [Exit  Teresa. 

Scene  III. — The  motmtaim  by  mponlight. 

^  Alhadra  alone  in  a  Moorish  dress. 

Alh.  Yon  hanging  woods,  that  touched  by  autumn  seem 
As  they  were  blossoming,  hues  of  fire  and  gold  ;^ 
The  flower-like  woods,  most  lovely  in  decay, 
The  many,  clouds,  the  sea,  the  rock,  the  sands, 
Lie  in  the  silent  moonshine  :   and  the  owl, 
(Strange  !  very  strange  I)  the  scritch^owl  only  wakes  ! 
Sole  voice^  sole  eye  of  all  this  world  of  beauty  1 
Unless,  perhaps,  she  sing  her  screeching  song 
To  a  herd  of  wolves,  that  skulk  athirst  for  blood. 
Why  such  a  thing  am  I  ? — ^Where  are  these  men  ? 
I  need  the  sympathy  of  human  faces, 
To  beat  away  this  deep  contempt  for  all  things, 
Which  quenches  my  revenge.     Oh  !  would  to  Alia, 
The  raven,  or  the  sea-mew,  were  appointed 
To  bring  me  food  !  pr  rather  that  my  soul 
Could  drink  in  life  from  the  universal  air  I  ' 
It  were  a  lot  divine  in  some  small  skiff 
Along  some  Ocean's  boundless  solitude. 

To  float  forever  with  a  careless  course,  « 

And  think  myself  the  only  being  alive ! 

My  children ! — Isidore's  children  ! — Sou  of  Vildez, 

This  hath  n&w  strung  mine  arm.     Thou  coward  tyrant ! 

To  stupefy  a  womaa's  heart  with  anguish. 

Till  she  forgot — even  that  she  was  a  mother  ! 

[She  fixes  her  eye  on  the  earth.  Then  drop  in  one  after 
another,  from  different  parts  of  the  stage,  a  considerable 
number  of  Morescoes,  aU  in  Moorish  garments  and  Moor- 
ish armor.  They  form  a  circle  at.  a  distance,  round 
Alhadra,  and  remain  silent  lill  Naomi  enters. 
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Nao.  WoQian  !  Ha^r  Alia  aad  the  prophet  ble«i  thee  ! 
We  have  obeyed  thy  c|iil.     Where  ia  our  chief  ? 
And  why  didst  thou  enjoin  these  Moorish  garments  ? 

ALh.  {raising  her  eyes,  ani  looking  round  on  the  cirde.) 
Warriors  of  Mahomet!  fkithijiil  in  the  battle  I 
My  countrymen  !  Come  ye  prepared  to  work  ' 
An  honorable  deed  ?     And  would  ye  work  it 
In  the  slave's  garb  ?     Curse  4)n  those  Christian  lobes  !  * 
They  are  speU-%lasted :  and  whoever  wears  themr 
His  arm  shrinks  withered,  his  heart ^mdts  away, 
And  his  bones  soften. 

iVao.  Where  is  Isi4ofe  ? 

Alh.  This  night  I  went  from  forth  my  house,  and  left 
His  children  all  asleep  :  and  he  was  living  1 
And  I  return'd  and  found  them  still  asleep, 
But  he  had  perished 

All  Morescoes.^  Perished? 

Alh,  -  He  had  perished ! 

Sleep  on,  poor  babes  I  not  one  of  j^u  doth  know 
That  he  is  fatherless— a  desolate  orphan  ; 
Why  should  we  wake  them  ?     Can  an  infant's  arm 
Revenge  his  murder  ? 

One  Morescoe.  {to  another.)  Did  she  say  his  murder  ?  a 

JNao.  Muriier  ?     Not  murdered  ? 

Alh,  Murdered  by  a  Christian ! 

[They  aU  at  once  draia  their  sah'e$, 

Alh.  (To  Naxmd,  who  advances  from  the  circle,)  Brother  of  I 

Zagri  I  fling  away  thy  sword  ;  f 

This,  is  thy  chieftain's  I  [He  steps  forward  to  take  it. 

Dost  thou  dare  receive  it  ? 
For  I  have  sworn  by  Alia  and  the  Prophet, 
No  tears  shall  dim  these  eyes,  this  woman's  heart 
Shall  heave  np  groan,  till  I  have  seen  that  sword 
Wet  with  the  life-blood  of  the  son  of  Valdez !       *     [a  patMe. 
Ordonio  -^as  your  chieftain's  murderer  1 

^ao.  He  dies,  by  Alia  ! 

AU.  (kneeling.)  ByAUa!  ^ 

Alh.  This  night  your  chieftain  armed  himself;  ^M 

And  hurried  from  me.     But  1  followed  him  ^^ 

At  diftance,  till  I  saw  him  enter— there. 
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Ncu>.  Tlie  caTem? 

Alh,  Yes,  the  mouth  of  yonder  cavern. 
Afler  a  while  I  saw  the  son  of  Yaldez 
Bush  by  with  flaring  torch  |  he  likewise  entered. 
There  was  another  and  a  longer  pause ;. 
And  once  methought  I  heard  the  clash  of  swords ! 
And  soon  the  son  of  Yaldez  re-appeared  : 
'  He  flung  his  torch  towards  the  moon,  in  sport. 
And  seemed  aa  he  were  mirthful !     I  stood  listening. 
Impatient  for  the  footsteps  of  my  husband  I 

Nao.  Thou  called'st  him  ? 

Alk.  I  crept  ipto  the  cavern — 

'Twas  dark  and  very  silent. 

What  saidst  thou? 
No !  UQ !  I  did  not  dare  call,  Isidore,  - 
Lest  I  should  hear  no  answer  I     A  l^ief  while, 
Belike,  I  lost  all  thought  and  menlory 
Of  that  for  which  I  came  !     After  that  pause, 

0  Heaven !  I  heard  a  groan,  and  followed  it ; 
And  yet  another  groan,  which  guided  me 
Into  a  strange  recess — and  there  was  light,  . 
A  hideous  light !  his  torch  Jay  on  the  ground  ; 
Its  flame  burnt  dimly  o'er  a  chasm's  brink  : 

1  spake ;  and  whilst  1  «pake,  a  feeble  groan 

Came  from  that  «hasm  !  it  was  his  last !  his  death-groan  I 

Nax).  Comfort  her,  Alia. 

Alh.  I  stood  in  unimaginable  trance 
And  agony  that  can  not  be  remembered, 
Listening  with  horrid  hope  to  he^ar  a  groan  I 
But  I  had  heard  his  last :  my  i^usband's  death  groan  I 

Nao,  Haste  I  let  tis  onward. 

jAlh.  I  looked  far  down  the  |»t-^ 

My  sight  was  bounded  by  a  jetting  fragment : 
And  it  was  stained  with  blood.     Then  first  I  shrieked. 
My  eyeballs  burnt,  my  brain  grew  hot  as  fire, 
And  all  the  hanging  drops  on  the  wet  roof 
i'urned  into  blood — I  saw  them  turn  to  blood  ! 
And  I  was  leaping  wildly  down  the  chasm, 
When  on  the  farther  bank  I  saw  his:  sword. 
And  it  said,  Yengeance  !-^Cuxses  on  my  tongue  ! 
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The  moon  hath  moved  in  Heayen,  and  I  am  heie, 
And  he  hath  not  had  vengeance  1  Isidore  1 
Spirit  of  Isidore  !  thy  murderer  lives^  I 
Away  I  away ! 

AU.  Away !  away  ! 

[She  rushes  off,  uUfoUamng  her,    . 


ACT  V. 

.  Scene  I. — A  Dungeon.  - 

Alvar  {aUme)  rises  dowly  from  a  bed  of  reeds, 

Alv.  And  this  place  my  forefathers  made  for  man  1 
This  is  the  process  of  oar  love  and  v  wisdom  > 
To  each  poor  hrother.who  offends  against  us— 
Most  innocent,  peBhap»*«-and  what  if  guilty  ? 
Is  this  the  only  cure  !     Merciful  God  ! 
Each  pore  and  naturaji  outkt  shrivelled  np 
By  ignorance  and  paxohing  poverty, 
His  eneigies  roll  hack  upon  Jiia  heart 
And  stagnate  and  corrupt,  till  chang'd  to  poison, 
They  hreak  out  on  ^m>  like  a  loathitome  plagueirspot  t 
Then  we  call  in  our  pampelwd  mountehanks ;— « 
And  this  is  their  best  cnne  j  uneomibrted 
And  friendless  solitude,  groaning  and  teajs 
And  savage  facea»  at  the  olanking  houn . 
Seen  through  the  steam  and  vapors  of  hi^  dungeon 
By  the  lamp's  dismal  twilight  1  ^  So  he  lies. 
Circled  with  evil,  till  his  very  fiouj 
Unmoulds  its  essence  hopelessly  dei*ormed 
By  sights  of  evermore  deformity  1 — 
With  other  ministrations  thou,  P  Nature  I 
Healest  thy  wandering  and  distenjperiSd  child  : 
Thoa  potirest  on  hint  thy  sofl  influences,    . 
Thy  sunny  hues^  fair  fonns,  and  breathing  sweets  ; 
Thy  melodies  of  woods,  apd  winds,  and  waters  L 
Till  he  relent,  and  can  no  more  endure 
To  be  a  jarring  and  a  dissonant  thing : 
Amid  this  general  dance  and  minstrelsy  ;    . 
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Buif  bunting  into  team,  wins  back  hiB  way, 
His  angry  spirit  healed  and  harmonized 
By  the  benignant  touch  of  love  and  beauty. 

I  am  chill  and  weary  I     Yon  rude  bench  of  stone, 
In  that  dark  angle,  the  sole  resting^-place  I 
But  the  self-approving  mind  is  its  own  light, 
And  life's  best  warmth  still  radiates  from  the  heart 
Where  love  sits  brooding,  and  in  honest  purpose. 

[retires  out  of  sight. 
Enter  Teresa  with  a  taper, 

Ter.  It  has  chilled  my  very  life — ^my  own  voice  scares  me ; 

Yet  when  I  hear  it  not  I  seem  to  lose 
The  substance  of  my  being — my  strongest  grasp 
Sends  inwards  but  weak  witness  that  I  am.    . 
I  seek  to  cheat  the  echo.— How  the  half  sounds 
Blend  with  this  strangled  tight !     Is  he  not  here — 

[looking,  round. 
O  for  one  human  face  heren— but  to  see 
One  human  face  here  to  sustain  me. — Courage  ! 
It  is  but  my.  own  fear !     The  life  within  me, 
It  sinks  and  wavers  like  this  cone  of  flame, 
Beyond  which  I  scarce  da)e  look  onward  !     Ob  I  ^ 
If  I  faint  ?     If  this  inhuman  den  should  be 
At  once  my  death-bed  and  my  buhal, vault  ? 

[Faintlif  screams  as  Alvar  emerges  from  the  recess. 

Alv.  (rushes  towards  her,  and  catches  her  as  she  is  fiUUng,) 
0  gracious  heaven !  it  is,  it  is  Teresa ! 
Shall  I  reveal  myself?     Th6  sudden  shock 
Of  rapture  will  blow  out  this  spark  of  tife, 
And  joy  complete  what  tenor  has  begun. 

0  ye  impetuous  beatings  here,  be  still ! 
Teresa,  best  beloved !  pale,  pale,  and  cold  ! 
Her  piilse  doth  flutter  I     Teresa !  my  Teresa  ! 

Ter.  (recovering.)  I  heard  a  voices  but  often  in  my  dreams 

1  hear  that  voice  \  and  wake  and  try-*-and  try- 
To  hear  it  waking  I  but  I  never  could — > 

And  His  so  now — even  so !     Well !  he  is  dead— ^ 
Murdered  perhaps !     And  I  am  faint  and  feel 
As  if  it  were  no  painful  tubing  to  die  ! 
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Alv.  DeUere  it  not,  sweet  maid !     BelieTe  it  not. 
Beloved  woman !     'Twas  a  low^  imposture 
Flamed  by  a  guilty  wretch. 

Ter,  Ha!     Who  art  tbou  ? 

Alv.  Suborned  by  his  birother — 

Ter,  Didst  thou  murder  him  ?  . 

And  dost  thou  now  repent  ?     Poor  troubled  man, 
I  do  forgive  thee,  and  may  Heavei^  ibigive  thee ! 

Alv.  Ordonio — he— ^ 

Ter.  If  thou  didst  murder  him — 

His  spirit  ever  at  the  throne  of  (rod 
Asks  mercy  for  thee, — prays  for  mercy  for  thee,- 
With  tears  in  Heaven  1 

Alv..,  Alvar  wafr  not  murdered. 

Be  calm  !  be  calm,  sweet  maid ! 

Ter.  Nay,  nay,  but  tell  me  !  [a  pcmse. 

O  'tis  lost  again ! 
This  dull  confused  pain —  [a  pause 

Mysterious  man  \ 
Methinks  I  can  not  fear  thee  :  for  thine  eye 
Doth  swim  with  love  and  pity — Well !  Ordonio^-*- 
Oh  my  foieboding  heart !     And  he  suborned  thee, 
And  thou  didst  spare  his  life  ?     Blessings  shower  on  thee, 
As  many  as  the^rops  twice  counted  o'er 
In  the  fond  faithful  heart  of  his  Teresa  I 

Alv,  I  can  endare  no  more.     The  Moorish  soxoeter 
Exists  but  in  the  stain  upon  his  faoe. 
That  picture — 
.    Ter,  Ha!  speak  on! 

Alv.  Beloved  Teresa  1 

It  told  but  half  the  truth.     0  let  this  portrait 
Tell  all — ^that  Alvar  lives — ^that  -he  is  here  I 
Thy  much  deceived  but  ever  faithful  Alvar. 

[takes  ker  portrait  from  his  neck  and  gives  it  her, 

Ter.  (receiving  the  portrait.}    The  same — ^it  is  the  same.. 
Ah!  Who  art  then?- 
Nay,  I  will  call  thee,  Alvar-!  [she  falls  on  his  neck. 

Alv.  O  joy  nnntteraUe  I 

But  hark !  a  sound  as  of  removing  bars 
At  the  dungeon's  outer  door.     A  bnef,  brief  whik 
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Conceal  thyself,  my  love  I    It  is  Ordonio. 

For  the  honor  of  our  race,  for  oar  dear  father ; 

0  for  himself  too  (he  is  still  my  brother) 

Let  me  recall  him  to  his  nobler  nature. 

That  he  may  wake  as  from  a  dream  of  murder  !.  v 

0  let  me  reconcile  him  to  himself, 

Open  the  sacred  source  of  penitent  tears, 

And  be  once  more  his  own  beloved  Alvar. 

Ter.  0  my  all  virtuous  love !     1  fear  to  leave  thee 
With  that  obdurate  man. 

Mv.  Thou  dost  not  leave  lyte  ! 

But  a  brief  while  retire  into  the  darkness  : 

0  that  my  joy  could  spread  its  sunshitie  round  thee  ! 
Ter.  The  sound  of  thy  voice  shall  be  my  music  ! 

Alvar !  my  Alvar  !  am  I  sure  I  field  thee  ? 

Is  it  no  dream  ?  thee  in  my  arms,  my  Alvar  I  \EqM' 

\A  noise  at  the  dungeon  door.     It  opens,  and  Ordonto 
enters,  vrith  a  goblet  in  his  hand,     . 
Ord.  Hail,  potent  wizard !  in  my  gayer  mood 

1  poured  forth  a  libation  to  old  Pluto,    . 

And  as  I  brimmed  the  bowl,  I  thought  on  thee. 

Thou  hast  conspired  against  my  life  and  honor, 

Hast  tricked  me  foully  ;  yet  I  hate  thee  not. . 

Why  should  I  hat^  thee  ?  this  saine  world  of  ours, 

'Tis  but  a  pool  amid  a  storm  of  rain,    -^  .  ^  .  - 

And  we  the  air  bladders  that  -course  up  and  down, 

And  joust  and  tilt  in  merry  tournament ; 

And  when  one  bubble  runs  foul  of  another 

The  weaker  needs  must  break.  , 

Alv,  I  see  thy  heart  I 

There  is  a  frightful  glitter  in  thine  eye 
Which  doth  betray  thee.     Inly-tortured  man, 
This  is  the  revelry  of  a  drunken. anguish, 
Which  fain  woidd  scoff  away  the  pang  of  guilt. 
And  quell  each  human  feeling. 

Ord.  Feeling  I  feeling  1 

The  death  ef  a  mdn — ^the  breaking  of  a  bubble —    , 
'Tis  true  I  can  not  sob  for  such  misfortunes  ; 
But  faintness,  cold  and  hunger— -^mrses  on  me 
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If  willingly  I  e'er  inflicted  them ! 

Cotne,  take  the  beverage  ;  tlus^  chill  place  demands  it. 

[Ordonio  profers  the  goUeC. 

Alv.  'Yon  insect  cm  the  vmH, 
Which  moTes  this  way  and  that  its  hundred  limbs, 
Were  it  a  toy  of  mere  mechanic  crafV, 
It  were  an  infinitely  carious  thing ! 
But  it  has  life,  Ordonio  !  life  !  enjoyment ! 
And  by  the  power  of  its  miraculous  will 
Wields  all  the  complex  movements  of  its  frame 
Unerringly  to  pleasurable  ends  ! 
Saw  I  that  insect  on  this  goblet's  brim 
I  would  remove  it  with  an  anxious  pity  I 

Ord.  What  meanest  thou  ?         ^ 

Alv.  There's 'poison  in  the  wine. 

-  Ord.  Thou  hast  guessed  right ;  there's  poison  in  the  wine. 
There's  poison  in't--^which  of  us  two  shall  drink  it  ? 
For  one  of  us  must  die  !  ^ 

Alv.  Whom  dost  thou  think  me  ? 

Ord.  The  acccHOoplice  and  sworn  friend  of  Isidore. 

Alv» .  I  know  him  not. 

And  yet  methinks',  I  have  heard  the  name  but  lately, 
Means  he  the  husband  of  the  Moorish  .wcman  ? 
Isidore  ?  Isidore  ?      .  ' 

Ord.  Good !  good !  that  lie  I  by  heaven  it  has  restored  me. 
Now  I  am  thy  master !     Yillain !  thou  shalt  drink  it, 
Or  die  a  bitterer  death. 

Alv.  What  strange  solution 

Hast  thou  found  out  to  satisfy  thy  fears,       c  * 
And  drug  them  to  unnatuml  sleep  ?         . 

[Alvar  tak^  the  goblet\  and  tHrows  it  to,  the  grownd. 

My  master ! 

Ord.  Thou  mountebank ! 

AId.  '     Idountebank  and  vitiain ! 

What  then  axt  thou  ?     For  shame,  j^ut  up  thy  sword  1 
What  boots  a,  weapon  in  a  withered  arm  ? 
I  fix  mine  eye  upon  thee,  and  thou  tremblest !  - 
I  speak,  and  fear  and  iiironder  crush  thy  rage, 
And  turn  it  to  a  zHbtionless  distraction! 
Thou  Uind  self-worshiper  1  thy  pride,  thy  cunning. 
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Thy  faith  in  uniyenal  villany, 

Thy  shallow  Bophisma,  thy  pretended  aoom 

For  ail  thy  human  l^etfaren — out  upon  them  i 

What  have  they  done  for  thee  ?  have  they  given  thee  peace  f 

Cured  thee  of  starting  in  thy  sleep  1  or  made 

The  darkness  pleasant  when  thou  wak'st  at  midnight  ? 

Art  happy  when  alone  ?     Canst  walk  by  thyself 

With  even  step  and  quiet  cheerfulness  ? 

Yet,  yet  thou  may'st  be  saved 

Ord,  Bavdd?  saved? 

Alv.  One  pang  i 

Could  I  call  up  one  pang  of  true  remone  1 

Ord.  He  told  me  of  the  babes  that  jnrattled  to  him, 
His  fatherless  little  ones  !  remorse !  remorse ! 
Where  gbt'st  thou  that  fool's  word  ?     Curse  on  remorse  ! 
Can  it  give  up  the  dead»  or  lecompact  ^ 
A  mangled  body  ?  mangled— dashed  to  atoms! 
Not  all  the  blessings  of  a  host  of  angels 
Can  blow  away  a  desolate  widow's  curse  ! 
And  tho'  thou  spill  thy  heart's  blood  for  atonement, 
It  will  not  weigh  against  an  orphan's  tear  ! 

Alv.  ButAlvar 

Ord.  .    Ha  I  it  chokes  thee  in  the  throat, 

Even  thee  ;  and  yet  I  pray  thee  speak  it  out. 
Still  Alvar  I— rAlvar-^howl it  in  mine  earl 
Heap  it  like  coals  of  fife  upon  my  heart. 
And  shoot  it  hissing  through  my  brain ! 

Alv.  Alas! 

That  day  when  thou  didst  leap  from  off  the  rook 
Into  the  waves,  and  grasp  thy  sinking  brother, 
And  bore  him  to  the  strand  ;  then,  son  of  Valdes, 
How  sweet  and  ndusieal  the  name  of  Alvar ! 
Then,  then,  Ordonio,  he  was  dear  to  tiiee. 
And  thou  wert  dear  to  him  J     Heaven  only  knows 
How  very  dear  thou  wert  I    Why  didst  thou  hata  hikn  ! 
0  heaven !  how  he  would  iall  upon  thy  neck 
And  weep  forgiveness  I 

Ord.  Spirit  of  the  dead  I 

Mothinks  I  know  thee  I  ha !  my  brain  turns  wild 
At  its  own  dreams  I-^ff---Qfi;  faatastk  ahadowl 
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Alv.  I  fain  would  tell  thee  what  I  am,  but  dare  net ! 

Grd.  Cheat !  villain !  traitor!  whatsoever  thou  be — 
I  fear  thee,  man  I- 

Ter,  {rushing  out  OTid  falling  on  Alvar's  neck )  Ordonio  I 
'tis  thy  brother. 

[Ordonio  runs  tipon  Alvar  with  his  sword.      Teresa 
flings  herself  on  Ordonio  and  arrests  his  arm. 
Stop,  madman,  stop ! 
.  Alv.  Does  then  this  thin  disguise  impenetrably 
Hide  Alvar.  from  thee  ?     Toil  and  painfiil  wounds- 
And  long  imprisonment  in  unwholesome  dnngettu, 
Have  marred  perhaps  all  trait  and  lineament 
Of  what  I  was  t    But  chiefly,  chiefly,  brother, 
My  anguish  for  thy  guilt !     . 

Ordonio-'-brother  I 
Nay,  nay,  thou  shalt  embrace  me. 

Ord,  (dratoing  back  and  gazing  at  Alvar)  Touch  me  not. 
Touch  not  pollution,  Alvar !  I  will  die. 

[He  attempts  to  fall  on  ?Us  stoord,  Alvar  and  Teresa  jwe- 
vent  him, 

Alv.  We  will  find  means  to  save  your  honor.     Live, 
Oh  live,  Ordonio !  for  our  father's  sake  I 
Spare  hifr  gray  hairs  I 

Ter,  And  you  may  yet  be  happy  I 

Ord.  0  horror  !  not  a  thousand- years  in  heaven 
Could  recompose  this  miserable  heart. 
Or  make  it  capable  of  one  brief  joy ! 
live !  live  I    Why  yes !     'Twere  well  to  live  with  you  : 
For  is  it  fit  a  villain  should  be  proud  ? 
My  brothe/ !  I  will  kneel  to  you^  my  brother  I  [kneeUng. 

Forgive  me,  Alvar  I — Cunse  me  with  foigtveness ! 

Alv.  Call  back  thy  soul,  Ordonio,  and  k>dL  around  thee  !^ 
Now  is  the  time  for  greatness !     Think  that  heaven*-* 

Ter.  O  marie  his  eye !  he  hears  not  what  yon  say. 

Ord.  Yes,  mark  his  eye  I  there's  &sci nation  in  it  I 
Thou  saidst  thou  didst  not  know  him — That  is  he  I 
He  comes  upon  me  1  "^ 

Alv.      '  "   -        '   Heal,  0  heal  him,  heaven  I 

Ord.  Nearer  and  Hearer  I  and  I  can  not  stir  ! 
Will  no  one  hear  these  stifled  gMans,  and  wake  me  ? 
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He  would  have  died  to  sare  me,  and  I  killed  him — 
A  huBband  and  a  £itber  I— > 

TVr.  Some  secret  poison 

Drinks  up  his  spirits  ! 

Ord,  Let  the  eternal  justice 

Prepare  my  punishment  in  the  obscure  woidd — 
I  will  not  bear  to  live— *to  live — 0  a^ony  I 
And  be  myself  alone  my  own  sore  torment ! 

[the  doors  of  the  dungeon  are  broken  open^  and  in  rtuh 
Alhadra,  and  the  band  of  Morescees. 

Alh  Seize  fiist  ^at  man  1 

[Alvar  presses  onward  to  defend  Ordonio. 

Ord.  Off,  ruffians!     Ih&ve  flung  away  my, sword. 
Woman,  my  life  is  thine  !  to  thee  I  give  it ! 
Off  I  he  that  touches  |ne  with  hk  hand  of  flesh, 
m  rend  his  limbs  asunder  !     I  have  strength 
With  this  bare  armto  scatter  you  like  ashes. 

Alh,  My  husband — 

Ord.  Yes,  I  murdered  him  most  foully.^ 

Alv.  and  Ter,  0  horrible ! 

Alh,  Why  didst  then  leave  his  children? 

DemonI  thou  should'st  have  sent  thy  dogs  of  hell 
To  lap  their  blood.     Then,  then  I  might  haye  hardened  . 
My  soul  in  misery,  and  have  had  ootnfort. 
I  would  have  stood  far  off,  quiet  though  dark. 
And  bade  the  race  of  m^n  raise  up  a  mourning 
For  a  deep  horror  of  desolation. 

Too  graat  to  be  one  soul's  particular  Tot !  r  *> 

Brother  of  Zagri !  let  me  lean  upon  thee. 
Th«  time  is  not  yet  oome  for  woinan's  anguish, 
I  have  not  seen  his  blood — ^Within  an^ur 
Thos^  little  ones  will  crowd  around  and  ask  me. 
Where  is  our  father  ?     I  shall  cur^e  the^  then  \ 
Wert  thou  in  heaven,  my  curse  would  pluck  thee  thence  1 

Ter,  Ue  doth  repent  I    See,  see;  I  kneed  to  thee !    . 
0  let  him  live !    That  aged  man  his  fathei: — ^ 

Alh,  Why  had  he  such  a  son  ? 

[Shouts  frmi  thediitanceofBjnouel  Rescue  I  Alvmr! 
Alvar !  and  the  voice  of  Vaidez  heard. 
Rescue  ? — ^and  Isidexe'9  iq^irit  unavenged  ?-^ 
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The  deed  be  mine !  [suddenly  stabs'  Ordonio* 

Now  take  my  life  I 
Ord.  {^4zggering  from  the  wound.)  Atonement! 
Alv.  {while  tvith  Teresa  supporting  Ordonio.)  Arm  of  aveng- 
ing Heaven, 
Thou  hast  snatched  ham  me  my  most  cherished  hope-— 
Bat  go  !  my  word  was  pledged  to  thee. 

Ord.  Away  I 

Brave  not,  my  father*s  rage  !     I  thank  thee !     Thou — 

[then  fuming  his  eyes  languidly  to  Alvar^ 
She  hath  avenged  the  blood  of  Isidpre ! 
I  stood  in  silence  like  a  slave  before  her 
That  I  might  taste  the  wormwood  and  the  gall» 
And  satiate  this  self-accusing  heart 
With  bitterer  agonies  than  death  can  give. 
Forgive  me,  Alvar ! 

Oh ! — oouldst  thou  forget  me  !  [Dies 

[Alvar  and  Teresa  bend  over  the  body  of  Ordonio. 
Alh.  {to  the  Moors.)  I  thank  thee,  Heaven !  thou  hast  ordained 
it  wisely, 
That  still  extremes  bring  their  own  cure.     That  point 
In  misery,  which  makes  the  oppressed  man 
Regardless  of  his  own  life,  makes  him  too 
Lord  of  the  oppressor's — JCnew  I  a  hundred  men 
Despairing,  but  nojb  palsied  by  despair, 
This  arm  should  shake  the  kingdoms  of  the  World  ; 
The  deep  foundation&  of  iniquity 
Should  sink  away,  earth  groaning  from  beneath  them  : 
The  strongholds  of  the  cruel  jmen  should  fall, 
Their  temples  and  their  mountainous  towers  should  fall ; 
Till  desolation  seemed  a  beautiful  thing. 
And  all  that  were  and  had  the  spirit  of  life, 
Sang  a  new  song  to  her  who  had  gone  forth, 
Conquering  and  still  to  conquer  I 

[Aihadra  hurries  off  unth  the  Moors  ;  the  stage  fits  tvith 
armed  peasants,  and  servantSy  Zulimez  and  Valdez 
at  their  head.     Valdez  rushes  into  Alvar*s  arms. 
Alv.  Turn  not  thy  face  that  way,  my  father. !  hide, 
Oh  hide  it  from  his  eye !     Oh  let  thy  joy 
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Flow  in  nmniiiglad  ttream  Uirough  thy  first  blesaiiig. 

[both  kned  to  Vcddez. 

Vol.  My  Son  *  My  Alv&r !  Uew,  Oh  bless  him,  heaven  I 

Ter,  Me  too,  my  father  ? 

Vol.  Bless,  Oh  bless  my  children !  [both  rise, 

Alv.  Delinphts  so  full,  if  unalloyed  with  grief. 
Were  ominous.     In  these  strange  dread  events    . 
Just  Heaven  instructs  us  with  an  awful  voice, 
That  Conscience  rul^  us  e'en  against  our  choice. 
Our  inward  monitress  to  guide  or  warn, 
If  listened  to  ;  but  if  repelled  with  scorn, 
At  length  as  dire  Remorse,  she  reappears,  .     . 

Workii  in  our  guilty  hopes,  and  selfish  fears ! 
Still  bids,  Remember !  and  still  cries.  Too  late  !     . 
And  while  she  scares  us,  goads  us  to  our  fate. 
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Thb  foEowiDg  Scene,  aft  unfit  for  the  gtsge,  waa  taken  from  the  tmgedjp 
in  the  year  1797,  and  published  in  the  Lyrical  BallAds. 

^nier  Terma  und  Selma, 

Ter.  Tis  wid.lie  spake  of  you  fitmiliarly, 
As  mine  and  Alvar^a  eommoa  foater-iiiotber. 

jS^;.  Now  blessings  on  the  man,  whoe'er  he  be 
That  joined  your  names  with  mine  I     O  ray  Bweet  Lady, 
As  often  a&  I  think  of  thosse  dear  times^ 
When  you  two  little  ones  would  stand,  at  eve^ 
On  each  aide  of  my  cliair^  and  make  me  learn 
All  you  had  learnt  in  the  day  ;  and  how  to  talk 

In  gentle  phraae ;  then  bid  me  iing  to  you 

Tis  more  like  heaven  to  come^  than  what  has  been  I 

Tet.  But  that  entrance,  Selma  ? 

Bel.  Caa  no  one  hear  \    It  ia  a  perilom  tale  1 

Tit.  No  one, 

BbL  Hy  husband's  father  told  it  me, 

Poor  old  Seeina-^angela  rest  his  soul ; 
Hft  was  a  woodman,  and  eould  fell  and  saw 
With  lusty  arm.     You  know  that  huge  round  beam 
Which  props  the  hanging  wall  of  the  old  chapel  \ 
Beneath  that  tree,  while  yet  it  was  a  tree, 
He  found  a  baby  wrapt  in  moaaea,  lined 
With  thistle- beards,  and  snch  am  all  loeka  of  wool 
Aft  hang  on  bramblea.     Well,  he  brought  him  home/ 
And  reared  him  at  the  then  Lord  Valdez'  cost 
And  80  the  babe  grew  up  a  pretty  hoy, 
A  pretty  boy,  but  moat  tinteachable — 
And  never  learn'd  a  prayer,  nor  told  a  b«ad. 
But  knew  the  names  of  hirda,  and  mocked  their  note% 
And  whistled,  as  he  were  a  bird  himsel£ 
And  all  the  autumn  'twaa  bis  only  play 
To  gather  seeds  of  wild  flowers,  and  to  plant  them 
With  earth  and  water  oa  the  stumps  of  trees. 
A  Friar,  who  gathered  simples  in  the  wood, 
A  gray-hairsd  man,  he  loved  this  little  boy : 
the  hoy  h>v«d  him,  aiid  wh«n  th«  friar  taught  him. 
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He  foon  oould  write  wiUi  the  pen ;  and  from  that  time 

lived  chiefly  at  the  convent  or  the  castle. 

So  he  became  a  rare  and  learned  youth : 

But  0 1  poor  wretch !  he  read,  and  read,  and  read. 

Till  hie  brain  turned ;  and  ere  hU  twentieth  year 

He  had  unlawful  thoughts  of  many  things : 

And  though  he  prayed,  he  never  loved  to  pray 

With  holy  men,  nor  in  a  holy  place. 

But  yet  hie  epeech,  it  was  so  soft  aad  sweet, 

The  late  Lord  Valdez  ne'er  was  wearied  with  him. 

And  once,  as  by  the  north  side  of  the  chapel 

They  stood  together  chained  in  deep  discourse, 

The  earth  heaved  under  them  with  such  a  groan, 

That  the  wall  tottered,  and  had  well  nigh  fallen 

Right  on  their  heads.    My  Lord  was  sorely  frightened; 

A  fever  seized  him,  and  he  made  confession 

Of  all  the  heretical  and  lawless  talk 

Which  brought  this  judgment ;  so  the  youth  was  seised^ 

And  cast  into  that  hole.     My  husband's  father 

Sobbed  like  a  child — it  almost  broke  his  heart: 

And  once  as  he  was  working  near  this  dungeon, 

He  heard  a  voice  distinctly ;.  'twar  the  youth's, 

Who  sung  a  doleful  song  about  green  fields, 

How  sweet  it  were  on  lake  or  wide  savanna 

To  hunt  for  food,  and  be  a  naked  man. 

And  wander  up  and  down  at  liberty. 

He  always  doted  on  the  youth,  and  now 

His  love  grew  desperate ;  and  defying  death, 

He  made  that  cunning  entrance  I  described, 

And  the  young  man  escaped. 

Ter,  Tis  a  sweet  tale: 

Such  as  would  lull  a  listening  child  to  sleep. 
His  rosy  face  besoiled  with  unwiped  tears. 
And  what  became  of  him  ? 

SeL  ~  He  went  on  shipboard 

With  those  bold  voyagers  who  made  discovery 
Of  golden  lands.    Sesina's  younger  brother 
Went  likewise,  and  when  he  return^sd  to  Spain, 
He  told  Sesina,  that  the  poor  mad  yonth. 
Soon  after  they  arrived  in  that  new  world, 
'  In  spite  of  his  dissuasion,  seized  a  boat. 
And  all  alone  set  sail  by  silent  moonlight 
Up  a  great  river,  great  as  any  sea. 
And  ne'er  was  heard  of  more :  but  tis  sujppoaed 
He  lived  aad  died  among  the  savage  men. 
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JVbfo  to  the  wards  ''You  are  a  painter,"  p.  860,  Scene  ii,  Act  il 
Hie  following  lines  I  have  preserved  in  this  place,  not  so  mach  as  explan- 
atory of  the  picture  ol  the  assassination,  as  to  gratify  my  own  feeUogsy 
the  passage  beiug  no  mere  fancy  portrait ;  but  a  slight,  yet  not  unfaithAil, 
profile  of  the  late  Sir  George  Beaumont. 

ZuL  {speaking  of  Alvar  in  the  third  pereon,)  Such  was  the  noble  Span- 
iard's own  relation. 
He  told  me,  too,  how  in  his  early  youth, 
And  his  first  travels,  'twas  his  choiee  or  chanee 
To  make  long  sojourn  in  sea-wedded  Venice ; 
There  won  tne  love  of  that  divine  old  man, 
Courted  by  mightiest  kings,  the  fiunous  Titian  t 
Who,  like  a  second  and  more  lovely  Nature, 
By  the  sweet  mystery  of  lines  and  colors 
Changed  the  blank  canvass  to  a  magic  mirror. 
That  made  the  absent  present ;  and  to  shadows 
Gave  light,  depth,  substance,  bloom,  yea,  thought  and  motion. 
He  loved  the  old  man,  and  revered  his  art : 
And  though  of  neblest  birth  and  ample  fortune. 
The  young  enthusiast  thought  it  no  scorn 
But  an  iualienable  ornament. 
To  be  his  pupil,  and  with  filial  zeal 
By  practice  to  appropriate  the  sage  lessons 
Which  the  gay,  smiling  old  man  gladly  gave. 
The  art,  he  honored  thus,  requited  him : 
And  in  the  following  and  calamitous  years 
Beguihed  the  hours  of  his  captivity. 

Alh.  And  then  he  framed  this  picture  ?  and  unaided 
By  arts  unlawful,  spell,  or  talisman  I 

Alv,  A  potent  spell,  a  mighty  talisman  I 
The  imperishable  memory  of  the  dead. 
Sustained  by  love,  and  grief^  and  indignation  I 
So  vivid  were  the  forms  within  his  brain. 
His  very  eyes,  when  shut,  made  pictures  of  them  t 
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Z  AP  0  L  Y  A. 

A  CHRISTMAS  TALE.     IN  TWO  PARTS. 


n^  rrvpl  xph  Toiavra  2iy^iv  x^H^o^  tif  dp^. 

APUD  ATEEDfJSmL 


PART    I. 

THE  PRELUDE,  ENTITLED  THE  "USURPER'S  FORTUNE.** 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  form  of  the  following  dramatic  poem  is  in  hmnble  imitation  of  the 
Winter's  Tale  of  Shakspeare,  except  that  I  have  called  the  first  part  a 
Prelude  instead  of  a  first  Act,  as  a  somewhat  nearer  resemblance  to  the 
plan  of  the  ancients,  of  which  one  specimen  is  left  us  in  the  ^schyleao 
Trilogy  of  the  Agamemnon,  the  Orestes,  and  the  Eamenides.  Though  a 
matter  of  form  merely,  yet  two  plays,  on-  different  periods  of  the  same 
tale,  might  seem  less  bold,  than  an  interval  of  twenty  y^ears  between  a  first 
and  second  act.  This  b,  however,  in  mere  obedience  to  custom.  The  effect 
does  not,  in  reality,  at  all  depend  on  the  time  of  the  interval  ;'but  on  a  very 
different  principle.  There  are  cases  in  which  an  interval  of  twenty  hours 
between  the  acts  wo«id  have  a  worse  effect  (t.  e,  render  the  imagination  leas 
disposed  to  take  the  position  required)  than  twenty  years  in  other  cases. 
For  the  rest,  I  shall  be  well  content  if  my  readers  wUl  take  it  up,  read  and 
judge  it  as  a  Christmas  tale. 


CHARACTERa 

Emeriok,  Usurping  King  of  Illyria, 
Raab  KiuPaiLi,  an  lllyrian  Chieftain, 
CAsncn,  8<m.  of  Kiuprill 
Chef  Ragozzi,  a  Military  Co7nmander, 
Zapolta,  Queen  of  lUyria. 
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ZAPOLTA. 

Scene  L—:JPro»e  of  the  Palace  toilh  a  magnificent  Colonnade. 
On  one  side  a  military  Gzeard-hou^.  Sentries  pacing  back- 
ward and  forward  be/are  the  Bcdace, 

Chef  Ragozzi,  at  the  door  j^  the.  Quard-JtousCt  as  looking 
for,wards  at  some  object  in  the  distance. 

C.  Bag,  Mt  eyes  deceire  xa6  not,  it  ipust  1)^  he, 
Who  but  our  chief,  my  more  than  father,  who 
But  Kaah  &i2prili  moves  with  such  a  gait? 
Lo  1  e'en  ihi*  eager  and  unwonted  haste 
Bat  agitate*,  not  qaell8,'^its  majesty. 
My  patron  )  my  commander!  yes,  'tis  he ! 
Gall  oat  the  guards.     The  Lord  KiapriU  comes. 

[Drums  beat,  ^c,  the  Gtcard  turns  out.     Enter  Raab 
KiuprUi. 

R,  Kiu,  {maMng  d  signal  to  stop  the  drums,  ^c)  Silence  I 
enough !     This  is  no  time,  young  friend  ! 
For  ceremonious  dues.     Th6  sun^oning  drum, 
Th'  air  shattering  trumpet,  and  the  horseman's  clatter, 
Are  insults  to  a  dying  sovereign's  ear.  . 

Soldiers,  'tis  well  !  Retire!  your  G.eneral  greets  you, 
His  loyal  fellow-warriors.    ^  '  [Guards  retire,  - 

C  Bag.  *  Pardon  my  surprise. 

Thus  sudden  from  the  camp,  and  unattended  ! .        . 
What  may  these  wonders  prophesy  ?     . 

B.  Kiu,  Tell  mp  first, 
How  fares  the  king  ?  His  majesty  still  lives  ? 

C,  Bag,  We  know  no,otherwise  ;  bui  Emerick*s  friends 
(And  none  bt)t  ^ey  approach  him)  scoff  at  hope. 

Ju.  Kiu.  Bagozzi  \  I  have  reared  thee  from  a  child, 
And  as  a  child  1  have  reared  thee.     Whence  this  air 
Of  mystery  ?  Tbat  face  was  wont  to  open 
OL.  vn.  S 
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Clear  as  the  moniing  to  me,  showing  all  things. , 
Hide  nothing  firom  me. 

C  Rag.  0  most  loved«  most  honored, 
The  myatoiy,  that  Btrnggles  in  my  looks,  . 

Betrayed  my  whole  tale  io  thee,  if  it  told  thee 
That  I  am  ignorant ;  hut  fear  the  worst. 
And  mystery  ig  eontagious.    Ail  things  here 
Ajre  fiill  of  motion  :  and  yet  all  is  silent : 
Ajid  had  men's  hopes  infect  the  good  w>th  fears. 

R,  Kiu.  I  have  tremhHng  proof  within,  how  tme  then  speakest. 

C.  Rag.  That  the  prince  Emerick  feasts  the  soldiery,' 
Gives  splendid  arms,  pays  the  commanders'  debts. 
And  (it  is  whispered)  by  sworn  promises 
Makes  himself  debtor — ^hearing  this,  thon  hast  heard 

AJl 

But  what  my  lord  will  leam  too  soon  himselC  .  > 

R,  Kiu.   Ha !    well  >then,  let  it  come !    Worse  scarce  can 
come. 
This  letter  written  by  the  trembling  hand  ^ 

Of  royal  Andreas  calls  me  ficoqi  ^e  camp 
To  his  inunediate  presence. .   It  appoints  me, 
The  Clueen,  and  Emerick,  guardians  of  the  realm, 
And  of  the  royal  infant.     Day  by  day,  . 

Bobbed  ef  Zapolya's  soothing  cares,  the  king 
Yearns  only  to  behold  one  ptecious  boon, 
And  with  his  life  breathe  forth  a  father's  blessing. 

C.  Rag,  Eemember  you«  my  lord !  that  Hebrew  leech. 
Whose  fece  so  much  distempered  you? 

R.  Kiu.  Barzoni  ? 

I  held  him  for  a  spy ;  but  the  proof  failing 
(More  courteously,  I  own,  than  pleased  myself) 
I  sent  him  from  the  camp* 

C.  Rag,  To  him,  in  chief, 

Prince  Emerick  ^sts  his  royal  brother's  health. 

R.  Kiu.  Hide  nothing,  I  coiyure  you  !  What  of  him  ? 

C.  Rag.  With  pomp  of  words  beyond  a  soldier's  cunn^g,  ^ 
And  shrugs  and  wrinkled  brow,  he  smiles  and  whispers  I 
Talks  in  dark  words  of  women's  fancies ;  hints 
1!!hat  'twere  a  useless  and  a  cruel  zeal 
To  rob  a  dying  man  of  any  hope, 
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Ho^verer  vain*  tliat  tooilifif  him :  «iid,  in  fiM»  > 
Beoiefl  all  ehaiiee  of  offipring  from  the  Cliieen. 
R.  JTiu.  The  yenomaua  ttOlke !  Hy  heel  waa  on  its  heiid,  • 

And  (fool  I)  I  did  not  cmah  it  1      .  .  i.      .  ^    ^. 

CRag.  Nay,7h6fiMunh 

Zapelya  iviil  net  long  aarvive  her  hoaband. 

jS.  Kiu,  Manileat  tveaacMK  !  Sven  this  biief  delay. 
Half  makea  me  an  aceomplieo    "        (If  he  ]xff^t)> 

[Is  moving  towards  the  palace. 
If  he  but  live- and  know  ine^.alljanay 

C.  Rag.    .  Halt  I         [St4fps  him.  . 

Oa  pain  of  death,  my  Lord !  am  I  Qommanded 
To  stop  all  higress.^  the  palaoe. 

R.Kiu.  Thou!       .        .♦ 

C.  Rdgi  No  place,  no  nam^  no  rank'exoeptedr- 

R,Kiu,       ...  Thonl 

C:  Rag,  This-Iife  of  ming»..0  take  it.  Lord  Kiuprili !   • 
I  give  it  as  a^  veapoii,  to  thy  hands^  .    - 

Mine  own  no  longer.  '  Guardian  of  lUj^dA,* 
Useless  to  thee,  'tis  worthless  to  myself. 
Thou  art  the  iiramer  oi'  n^  nobler  being ;  * 

Hor  does  there  live  one  virtue  in  my  soul. 
One  honorable  h<)pe,  but  calls  thee  fathpr.   \  ■      ' 
Yet  ere  thou  dost  resolve,  know  that  ycm  palace  .  \ 

It  guarded  from  within^  ^at  each  access 
Is  thronged  by  armed  conspirators,  watched  by  ruffiaoa 
PaiSpered  with  gift$,  and  hot  upcm  the  spoil        . 
Which  that  fake  promiser  dtiU  .trails-  before  them 
I  ask  but  this  one  boon — ^reserve  my.  life 
Till  I  can  lose  it  for  the  realm  and  thee  I  ^  '. 

R.  Kiu,  My  heart  is  reni  asunder.  O  my  country, 
O&UenlUyiia,  stand  I  here  speUrbound?   .     ^ 
Bid  my  King  love  me  1  Did  I  eamhis  l^ve  ? 
Have  we  embraced  as  brothers  would  embrace  ? 
Was  I  his  arm,  hia.ibnnder-bolt  ?  And  now ' 
Most  I,  hag-ridden,  pant  as  in  a  dream  ? 
Or,  like  an  eagle,  whose  strong' wings  press  up 
Against  a  coiling  serpent's  folds,  can  I 
Strike  but  for  mockery,  and jvvith  restless  beak 
Gore  my  own  Inreast  T-^Bagoazi,  ti^ii'ait  faithful  ? 
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C.  Rag,  Here  before  Revren  I  dedicate  taj  faith 
To  the  royal  line-  of  Andreas; 

JR.  Ktu.   .    '        '        '    Hark;  Ragozztt 
Guilt  is  a  timoroiu  thing  ere  perpetration : .  ^      * 

Despair  alone  makes  wicked  men  be  l)old. 
Come  thou  with  me  I     They  har^  heard  my  vdic6  in  flifbt^' 
Have  faced  roiiiid,  terror^strudc,  and  feamd  no'kmgM^ 
The  whistling  jaTehns  of  their  Mi  pursuers.^ 
Ha!  what  is  this?  V 

[Black  flag  dispUtyed  from  the  tdWer  of  the ' Palace :  a 
death  tdl  tolls,  ^.       - 
Vengeance  of  heaven  1  He  is  dead. 

C.  Rag,  At  length  then  'tis  annouaoed.  Aias^  lieir, 
That  these  black  death  Hags  are  but  treason's  signals. 

R.  Kiu.  A  prophecy  too  soon  fnlfilied !  See  yondw  I      ' 

0  rank  and  rayenous  wolyer!  the  death  beir  echoes        - 
Still  in  the  doleful 'air — and  see ! -they  eome. 

C  Rag.  Precise  and  fiuthful'  in  their  ^llany     ^ 
Even  to  the  moment,  that  the  master  traitor 
Had  pre-ordained  them.  ,  "" 

R.  Kiu.  Was  it  over-haste, 

Or  is  it_8corn,  that  in  thki  race  of  treason 
Their  guilt  thus  drops  its  mask,  and  blazons  iisis^  •  .  ■'  -  ^ 
Their  ihfamous  plot  even  to  an  idiot's  sense. ' 

C.  Rag.  Doubtless  they  deem  HeaVeii  too  usnq^'d  !  Heaven's 
justice  '   . 

Bought  like  themselves ! 

V  Being  equal  $^  in  crime^' 
Do  you  press  on,  ye  spotted  parricides  ! 
For  the  one  sole  pre-eminence  yet  doubtful,   ■ 
The  prize  of  fovemdst  impudence-in  guiit  ? 

R.  Kiu.  The  bad  man's  cunning  still' prepares  the  way 
For  its  own  outwitting.  I  applaud,  Ragozzi  I  . 

\    ^  Rago2zi,  I  applaud, 

In  thee,  the  virtuous  hope  that  dares  look  onward 
And  keeps  the  life-spark  warm  of  future  action 
Beneath  the  cloak  of  patient  snfl^ranoe.  ; 
Act  and  appear,' as  time  and  prudence  prompt  thee  : 

1  shall  not  misconceive  the  part  thou  playest. 
Mine  is  an  easier  part-^to  borave  lihe  usurper-. 
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[Enter  a  procession  qf^Emerid^s  adherents^  nMe&,  chief- 
tains,  and  sMierh  with  music,  The^  advance  toward 
the  front  of  the  stage.  Kiuprili  maTces  the  signal  for 
them  to  stop. — The  music  ceases. 

Leader  of  the  Procession..  The  Lord  Kiuprill  !-«-Wolcome  frohi 
the  camp, 

R.>Kiu,  Grave  magistrates  and  ^^hieilains  of  Ulyria, 
In  good  time  eome  ye  hither,  if  ye  come 
As  loyal  men  with  honorable  purpose  ^ 
To  mourn  what  can  alone  be  moumed ;  but  chiefly 
To  enfi>rQe  the  last  commands  of  royal  Andreas 
And  slueld  the  Cloe^,  Zapolya  :  haply  makmg 
The  mother's  joy  light  up  the  widow's,  tears. 

Leader.  Our  purpose  demands  speed.  .  Grace  our  procession ; 
A  Tvarrior  best  will  greet  a  warlike  king. 

jB.  Kiu.  This  patent  written  by  your  lawful  king, 
(Lo  !  his  own  seal  and  signature  attesting) 
Appoints  as  guardians  of  his  realm  and  offspring, 
The  dueen,  and  the  Prjnce  Emeriek,  and  myself 
[  Voices  of  Live  King  Emerick  !  an.Emerick  I  an  Emerick  f 
What  means  this  clamor  ?     Are  these  madmen's  voices  ? 
Or  is  some  knot  of  riotous  slanderers  leagued 
To  infamize  the  name  of  the  king's  brother 
With  a  lie  black  as  H^l  ?  unmanly  cruelty,  > 

Ingratitude,  and  most  unnatural  Reason  ?         ^    ^^  [murmurs. 
What  mean  these  murmurs  ?     Dare  then  ^ny  here 
Proclaim  Prince  EmericjE  a  spotted  traitor  ?  _ 
One  that  has  taken^from  you  your  sworn  faith, 
And  given  yoU  in  return  a  Judas'  bribe 
Infamy  now,  oppression  in  reversion, 
And  heaTen's  inevitable  curse  hereafler  ? . 

[LouS  murmurs,  foUoiced  by  cries-r-Emerick  f    JSb  Baby^ 
Frineef    No  Changelings! 
Yet  bear  with  me  awhile  !     Have  I  fcr  this  '  '  . 

Bled  for  your  safety,  conquered  for  your  honor ! 
Was  it  for  this,  lUyrians !  that  I  forded 
Your  thaw-swoln  torrents,  when  the  shouldering  ice 
Fonght  with  the  foe,  and  stained  its  jagged  points 
With  gore  from  wounds,  I  felt  not^     Did  the  blast 
Beat  on  this,  body,  froot-and-famine-numbed. 
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Till  my  hard  flesh  dbtlngaished  not  itself 

From  the  insensate  mail,  its  fellow- warrior  ?  . 

And  have  I  hrought  home  with  me  Victory, 

And  with  her,  hand  in  hand,  fifni-fobted  Peace, 

Her  countenance  twice  lighted  up  with  glory,  . 

As  if  I  had  charmed  a  goddess  down  from  HeaVen  t' 

But  these  will  flee  ahhorfent  from  the  throne  ^ 

Of  usurpation ! 

[Murmurs  increase — and  cries  of  onward  f  onward  ! 
Have  you  then  thrown  off*  shame, 
And  shall  not  a  dear  friend,  a  loyal  subject,      ^ 
Throw  ofl*^l  fear?     I  tell  ye,  the  fair- trophies 
Valiantly  Ivrested  from  a  valiant  fbei      :      '      ^ 
Love's  natural  oflerings  to  a  rightful  ting, 
.  Will  haug  as  ill  on  this  usurping  traitor,  '   ' 

This  brother-blight,  this  Emerick,  as  robes^. 
Of  gold  plucked  from  the  images  of  gods 
Upon  a  sacrilegidus  robber's  back. 

Enter  L&rd  Casimir: 

Cas.  Who  is  thid  factious?  insolent,  that  dares  l}rand 
The  elected  King,  our  chosen  Emerick  7 
My  father! 

R,  Kiu.    Casigiir  !     He,  he  a  traitor !  ^ 
Too  soon,  indeed,  Ragozzi !  have  I  learnt  iX,  [aside. 

Cas.     My  father  and  my  lord  !  ^ 

R,  Kiu.  I  kiiow  thee  hot  ^ 

Leader.  Yet  the  rem^mbrancing  did  sound  right  filial. 
•    R,  Kiu.  A  holy  name  and  words  of  natural  duty 
Are  blasted  by  a  thankless  traitor's  utteraiice. 

Cas.  0  hear  me,  Sir«!  not  lightly  have  Ts Worn 
Homage  to  Emerick.     Illyria's  sceptre    .  ^    ^ 

Demands  a  manly  hand,  a  wartrior*a  grasp. 
The  queeu  Zapolya's  self-e3Cpected  offspring    ^ 
At  least  is  doubtful :  and  of  all  our  nobles. 
The  king  inheriting  his  brother'*  heart, 
Hath  honored  us  the  most.     Tour  rank,  my  lord! 
Already  eminent,  is — ^all  it  can  be-^     '        ' 
Confirmed  :  and  me  the  king's  grace  htfth  appk)inted 
Chief  ef  his  eouncil  and  the  lord  high  steward. 

R.  Kiu.  (Bought  by  a  bribe !)    1  kiidw  thee'uotr  still  less. 
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Cas.  Bo  much  of  B4iab  Kiuppli's  blood  flows  hei^, 
That  no  power,  save  that  holy  name  of  father, 
Could  shield  the  man  who  «o  dishonored  me. 

K.  Kiu*  The  son  of  Raab  Kiuprili  a  bought  tmnd-fllave, 
Guilt's  pander,  treason's  mouth-piece,  a  gay  jparrot^ 
Schooled  to  shxiO  forth  his  feedef  s  usur]»'4  titlefl,  ^ 
And  scream,  Long  live  king  Emeiick  ! . 

Leaden.  Aye,  kkig  Bmerick ! 

Stand  bade,  my  lord !     Lead  us,  of  let  us  pass* 

Soldier,  Nay,  let  the  general  speak ! 

Soldiers.  -^       Hear  him !  hear  him !  * 

R?  Km.         '  . .  ^  .        «.  Hea^  mo, 

Assembled  lords  and  warriors  of  Illyria,   • 
Hear  and  avenge  me^    Twice  ten  years  have  I 
Stood  in  your  presence,  honored  by  the  king ; 
Beloved  and  tiyisted.     Is  there  one  among  you. 
Accuses  Raab  Kiuprili  of  a  Ivibe?      ' 
Or  one  false  whisper  in  his  sovereign's  ear  ?  > 

Who  here  dares  charge  me  with  an  orphan's  rights 
Outfaced,  or  widow's  plea  left  undefended  ? 
And  shall  I  now  be  branded  by  a  traitor, 
A  bought,  bribed  wretch,  who,  being  calfed  my  flon« 
Doth  libel  a  chaste  matron's  iiome,  and  plaait 
Hensbane  and  aconite  on. a  mother^s  grave? 
The  underling  accomplice  pf  a  robber,  - 

That  £(*om  a  widow  and  a  widoVs.  oflspring 
Would  steal  their  heritage  ?     To  God  a  rebelj 
And  to  the  common  father  of  his  country.  . 
A  recreant  ingrate !  -  ' 

Cas.  Sire !  your  words  grow  dangwcoiw. 

High-flow^  romantio  fanciesill'beseem  ^  -  v. 
Your  age  and  wisdom.  'Tis.  a  Statesman's  virtue,  . 
To  guard  his  country's  safety  by  what  means  .  . 

It  b^st  may  be  protected— come  what  will 
Of  theito  mohk'iB  morals  I  .  .  .  .   . 

R.  Kiu.  (aside.)  Ha !  the  elder  Brutus  « 

Made  his  soul  iron,  though  his  sons  repented,    v  ^ 
They  boasted  not  their  baseness.  [dfaufi  his  ««wrrf. 

Infamous  ehangeling ; . 
Secant  this  instant,  and  swear  loyalty,     '    ^    ■   ' 
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And  strict  obedienco  to  thy  sovereiga's  will ; 

Or,  by  the  spirit  of  departed  Andress,  -    .    . 

Thou  diest - 

[Chiefs,  Jfc^ruik  to  interpose;  during  tke  tumult,  enter 
Emerick  cUarmed. 

Erne,  Call  oxxir  the  guard !  Ragozzi !  seize  the  assassift. 

KiupJrili?    Hal 

[making  signs  to  the  giuird  to  retire. 
Pass  on,  friends !  to  the  palace. 
[Music  recommences.'^The  ^Procession  passes  into  the 
Palace, 

Erne,  What!  £aab  Kiuprili!     What!  a  father's  sword 
Against  his  own  son's  breast  ?  . 

R,  Kiu.  'Twould  best  excuse  him, 

Were  he  tfiy  son,  Prince,  Emerick.     I  algure  him. 

Erne.  This  is  my  thanks,  then,  that  I  have  eoramenced 
A  reign  to  which  the. free  voice  of  the  nobles  ^ 
Hath  called  me,  and  the  people,  by  regards 
Of  love  and  grace  to  Raab  Kiuprili's  house  ? 

R.  Kiu.  What  right  hadst  thou,  Prince  Enierick,  to'bestow  themf 

Erne,  By  what  right  dares  Kiuprili  question  me  ? 

R.  Kiu.  By  a  right  dommon  to  all  loyal  subjects-;^ 
To  me  a  duty !     As  th»  realm's  co-regent 
Appointed  by  our  eovejpeign's  last  free  act, 
Writ  by  himself — {Grasping  the  Patent.) 

Erne,     Ay  I- — Writ  in  a  delirium  ! 

R,  Kiu,  1  likewise  ask,'  by  whose  authority 
The  access  to  the  sovereign  was  refused  fne  ? 

Erne.  By  whose  authority  dared  the  general  leave 
His  camp  and  army,  like  a  fugitive  ? 

R,  Kiu.  A  fugitive,  who,  with  victory  fbt  his  comrade, 
Ran,  open-eyed-,  upon  the  face  of  death  ! 
A  fugitive,  with  no  other  lear,  than  bodements 
To  be  belated  in  a  loyal  purpose—- 
At  the  command,  Prince  !  of  my  king  and  thine, 
Hither  I  came  :  and  now  again  require 
Audience  of  Clueen  Zapolya  ;  -and  (the  States 
Forthwith  convened)  that,  thou  dost  show  at  large. 
On  what  ground  of  d^ct  thou'st  dared  annul 
This  thy  King's  last  and  solemn  act^^hast  daied 
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Ascend  the  throne,  of  which  the-law  had  namedr 
And  conscienee  should  have  made  thee  a  protector. 

JBme.  A  fiorweiga's  ear  ill  brooks  a  sobject'i  questioning  l^ 
Yet  for  thy  past  ivettrdoiogr — and  beeanse; 
'Tis  hard  to  erase  at  once  thocfend  belief. 
Long  cherishedr  that  Biyxia  had  in  thee   - 
No  dreaming  priest's  ilaVe,  but  a  BomMi  loyer 
Of  her  trae  weal  and  freedom*— and  for  this,*toD, 
That,  hoping  to  call  forth  to  the  broad  daylight  ... 

And  fostering  breeze  of  glory  all  deservings* 
I  still  had  placed  thee  fox'eznpet.  ^ 

IL  Kiu.      -  Prince !  I  Usten. 

Enie.  Unwillingly  I  tell  thee,  that  Zapdya, 
Maddened  with  grie^  her  erring  hopes  jffoved  idle-^- 

Cos,  Sire!  speak  the  whole  truth!     Say,  heriraud  detected ! 

Erne.  According  to  the  sworn  attests  in  council    .  • 

Of  her  physrcian— 

R.  Kiu.  (aside.)  Yes  !  the  Jew,  Baizoni  ! 

Erne.  Under  the  imminent  risk  of  death  she  lies. 
Or  irrecoverable  loss  of  reason,  '- 

K  known  friend's  face  or  voice  renew  the  frenzy. 

Cos.  {i^  KiupriHJ}  Trust  me,  my  lord  !  a  woman's  tnck  haa 
duped  you — ;  ^        -  - 

Us  too — bat  most  of  all,  tiie  sainted  Andreas, 
Even  for  his  own  fair  fame,  hia  graee  jNrays  hourly 
For  her  recovery,  that  (the  states  convened)       - 
She  may  take  counsel  of  her  friends. 

Erne,  Ri^t,  Casirair  !  - 

Receive  my  pledge,  lord  general.     It  shall  stand    .    ' 
In  her  own  wiH  to  appear  and  voice  her  claims  ;         -> 
Or  (which  in  truth  I  hold  th^  wiser  course)        '-'':. 
With  all  the  past  passed  by^  as  family  quarrels^  '   ' 
Let  the  Qneen  Dowi^er,  with  unblenohed  honors,    -  « 

Besume  her  state,  our  first  Illy rianmatrout 

R.  Kiu.  Prince  Emerick !  you  speak  fairly^  and  your  pledge 
too  - 

is  such,  as  well  would  suit  an  honest  meaning. 

Cos.  My  lord  !  you  scarce  know  half  his  grace's  goodness. 
The  wealthy  heiress,  hi^-bom  fair  Sarolta» 
Bred  in  the  convent  of  our  noble  ladies, 

s* 
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Her  relative,  the  Te&eifilila  alibesg, 

Hath,  at  hii  grace's  urgenoe,  wooed  and  won  ist  nte. 

Efne.  Long  may  the  rae««  and  long  may  that  namie  ^onrnh, 
Which  your  heroic  deed*>  hralre  ehief,  hare  rendered  . 
Dear  and  illnstrious  to  all  true  Dlyrians.         > 

R,  Kiu.  The  longest  liae  that  ever  tmeing  herald 
Or  found  or  feigned,  placed  by  a  beggsgr's  soul, 
Hath  but  a  mushroom's  date  in  the  comparison ; 
And  with  the  soul,  the  conscience  is  coeval, 
Yea,-  the  soul's  essence.  '    -  ^ 

Erne.  Conscience,  good  my  lord. 

Is  but  the  pulse  of  reason.   .  Is  it  conscience; 
That  a  free  nation  should  be  handed  down,  ~ 
Like  the  dull  cloda  beneath  our  feet,  by  ohanee 
And  the  blind  law  of  lineage:?     That  whe^er  infimt. 
Or  man  matured,  a  wise  man  or  an  idiot. 
Hero  or  natural  coward,  shall  have  guidance    < 
Of  a  free  people's  destiny,  should  fall  x)ut  .     . 

In  the  mere  lottery  of  a  redcless  nature, 
Where  few  the  prizes  and  the  blanks  are  countless  ? 
Or  haply  that  a  nation's  fate  should  hang 
On  the  bald  accident  of  a^midwife's  handling 
l^e  unclosed  sutures  of  an  infant's  skull  ? 

Cas.  What  better  chum  can  sovereign  wish  or  need» 
Than  the  free  voice  of  men  who  love  their  country  ? 
Those  chiefly  wh&  have  fiiught  for't  ?     Who  by  right. 
Claim  for  their  monarch  one^  who  having  obeyed, 
Soliath  best  learnt  to  govern  ;  who  having  sufiered. 
Can  leel  for  each  brave  sufierer  and  reward  him  ? 
Whence  sprang  the  name  of  Emperor  ?     Was  it  not 
By  nature's  fiat  ?     In  the  storm  of  triumph, 
^Mid  warriors'  shouts,  did  her  oraeular  voice 
Make  itself  hearJ  :  I^t  the  commanding  Bfixit 
Possess  the  station  of  ccmmiand  !    ' 

'  H.  Kiu,  Prince  Emerick, 

Your  cause  will  prosper  best  in  your  own  pleading. 

Erne,  {aside  to  Gasimir,)  Ragoaszi  was  thy  sehooiom»t»-« 
bold  spirit  1   ,         . 
Bind  him  to  us ! — Thy  iathex  thaws  ajpace ! 

[then  aloud. 
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Leare  us  awhile,  my  lord  !-^Tour  firiend>  Bagozzi, 
Whom  you  have  not  yet  seen  nuce  \ub  letnni^ 
Oommands  the  guard  to*<lay.  ^ 

^    {CastwUr  retires  to  the  Gwrd-house  ;  and  of tef  a  time 
appears  before  it  with  Chef,  JRagozzi, 
We  are  alone; ' 
What  further  pledge  or  proof  desires  Eauprili?        ~      , 
Then,  with  yoUr  assent- 

R,  Kiu.  Mistake  not  for  aas^t 

The  unquiet  sileno^  of  a  stern  resolve 
Thi^ottling  the  impatient  voice.     I  have  heard  thee,  Prince  ! . 
And  I  have  watched  thee,  too.;  hut  have  small  faith  in 
A  plausible  tale  UAd  with  a  flitting  eye. 

[Emeridt  turns  as  about  to  coil  for  the  GiSird, 
In  the  next  moment  I  am  in  thy  power, 
In  this  thou  art  in  mme.     Stir  but  a  step, 
Or  iQake  one  sign — ^I  swear,  by  this  good  swbrd, 
Thou  diest  that  instant.  /.  ^ 

Erne.  Ha,  ha !— ^Wdl,  Sir  ! — Conclude  yourhemily. 

R,  Kiu,  A  tale  which,  whether  true  or  fi^,  comes  gaaided 
Against  all  means  of  proof,  detects  itself. 
Th^  €liieen  mew'd  i^i — this  too  from  anxioocr  care  ' 
And  love  brought  forth  of  a  sudden,  a  twia  birtii" 
With  thy  dncorvery  of  her  ^prlot  to  rob  thee 
Of  a  rightful  throne ! — Mark  how^the«eorpion,'fal8^iood,    ^ 
Coihr  round  in  its  own  pcTplexity^  and  fixes  ' 

Its  sting  in  its  own  head  1 

Eme^  "^       Ay  I.  to  the  marki 

R,  Kiu,    Hadst  thou  believed  thine  -  own  tale,  hadst-  thoa 
.  fancied 
Thyself  the  righ&lsnscfssor  of  Andreaa*,. 
Wouldst  thou  have  pilfered  fNita-  our  schoolboy!!*  ^emefl 
These  shallow  sophisms^of  a  popular  cfioio^  ?  - 
What  people  ?  How  convened  ?  -or,  if  convened,  '   -  .     - 
Must  not  the  magic  power  that  charms  together 
Millions  of  men  in  cbimcil»  needs  have  power. 
To  wm  or  wield  them  ?  Better,  0  fitr  better 
Shout  forth  thy  titles  io  yon  circling  mountains,  y 

And  with  a  tirousdnd-fold  reverh^rafioa 
Make  the  rocks  flatter  thee,  and  the  volleying  nip 
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Unbribed^  BhoQt  baek  to  thee,  King  Eoierick  I 

By  wholesome  law9  to  embank  the  sovecQga  powers 

To  deepen  by  restraint,  and  by  prevention     ' 

Of  lawleBS  vnll  to  amase  and  guide  the  flood 

In  its  majestic  channel,  is  man's  task 

And  the  trne  patriot's  glory !     In  all  eke 

Men  safelier  trust  to  Heaven,  th&n  to  themselves 

When  leftst  themselves  in  the  mad^  whirl  of  orowda 

"Where  folly  is  <5ontagiou8,  and  too  oft 

Even  wise  men  leave  their  better  sense  at  home 

To  chide  and  Wonder  at  them  when  ]^tumed. 

*"  Erne.  Is't  thus,  thou  soo^st  the  people  ?  most  of  aU^ 

The  soldiert,  the  defendeifa  of  the  people  ? 

JR.  Kiu.  0  moat  of  all,  most  miserable  nation, 
For  whom  the  imperial  power,  enormous  bubUe  1 
Is  blown  and  kept  aloft,  or  butst  and 'shattered 
By  the  bribed  breath>  of  a  Jewd  soldiery  !•  ^ 

Chiefly  of  sach,  as  from  the  frontiers  far, 
(Which  is^the  noblest  station  of  ^trne  Warriors) " 
In  rank  iicentLou^.idleness  beleaguer 
City  and  Court,  a  venom'd  thorn  i'  the  side 
Of  virtuous  king»,  the  tyrant's  silivve  and  tyrant, 
StiU  ravening  for  fresh  largess  !  But  with  such 
What  title  claim' st  thou,  save  thy  birth  ?   What  merits 
Which  many  &  lineman  may  not  plead  as  well-, 
Brave  though  I  grant  thee  ?  •  If  a  life  xmtlabored 
Head,  heart,  and  fortunate  arm,  in  watch  find  war 
For  the  land's  fame  and  weal ;  if  larg^  acquests. 
Made  honest  by  the  aggression  of  the  foe,  .    ^ 

And  whose  best  .praise  is,  that  they  bring  us  safety ; 
If  victory,  doubly- wreathed,  whose  under-garland 
Of  laurel-leaves  looks  greener  and  more  sparkling 
Thro*  the  pray  olive-brmnch  ;  if  these.  Prince  Emerick  \ 
Give  the  true  title  to  the  throne,  not  thau^^  •. 
No  !  (let  Illyria,  let  the  iiifidel  enemy. 
Be  judge  and  arbiter  between  us  !)  I, 
I  were  the  rightful  sovereign ! 

Erne.  I  have  faith 

That  thou  both  think'st  and  hop'st  it.     Fair  Zapolya, 
A  provident  lady;—  ... 
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R.  Kiu.  ^  Wretch' beme&th  aH  answer ! 

Erne.  Ofiers  at  once  Ihe  royal  bed  and  throne. 
JR.  Kiu.     To  be  a  kingdom's  bulwark;  a  king's  glory, 
Yet  loved  by  both,  and  trusted,  and  trust-worthy, 
Is  more  than  to  be  king ;  bat  sec  !  'thy  rage 
Fights  with  thy  fear.     I  will  ireKeve  thee  !  Ho  1 

[to  fhe^Chiard. 
Erne.  Not  for  thy  sword,  but  to  enttap  thee,  ruffian  ! 
Thus  long  I  have  listened-^Guard — ho !  from  the  palace. 

[  The    Guard-'poU  frovti   the  Gitard-house  with  Chef 
Ragozzi  at  their  head;  and  then  a  number  from  the 
pjolace — Ohef  Ragozzi  demands  KiupriWs  ntnyrd 
and  apprehends  him. 
Gas,  0  agony  I  {to  Emerick.)  Shro,  hear  me  !  ^ 

[to  Kiuprili,  who  turns  from  him. 
Hear  me,,  father  I 
Erne.  Take  in  arrest  that  traitor  and 'assassin !      ^  ' 

Who  pdeads  for  lus  life,  strike  at  mine;  his  sovereign's. 

2t.  Kiu.  As  the  Co-regent  of  the  realm,  I  stand  ■     '     *:' 
Amenable  to  nonef  save  to  the  States         '-  '   '^       '"   \ 

Met  in  due  course  of  law.     But  70  are  bond-idaves, 
Yet  witness .  ye  that  -before-  God  and  man 
I  here  impeaeh  liOrdEmerick  of  foul 'treason, 
And  on  strong  grounds  attaint  him  witH  suspicion 
Of  murder^ —  ' 

Eme.  Hence  with  ^he  madhian!  -^    «    > 

Jt.  Kiu.    '  r  Your  ftueen's  inurder, 

The  royal  orphan's  raurderi  aiid'tbthe  death  -  '" 
Defy  him,  as  a  tyrant  and  usurper. 

[hurried  off  by  Ragozzi  and  the  Guard. 
Eme.  Ere  twice  the  sun  hath  risen,  by  my  fceptre 
This  insolence  shall  be  avenged.  *  * 

Cos.        ^    '  O  banish  him.  ' 

This  infamy  wiU  crush  me.     O  for  my  sake,      '  ' 

Banish  him,  my  liege  lotd !  ^  » 

Eme.  -  '     What  ?  to  the  army  ? 

Be  calm;  young  friend !    Naught  shaQ  be  done  in  anger. 
The  child  d^erpdWers  the  man.     In  this  emergence 
I  must  take  counc^  for  us  both.     Retire.   / 

[Exit  Canmir  " 
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Erne,  (fdanct  looks  at  a  QaUndar.)  "The  chkngefid  placet, 
now  in  hei  dee&y,  .  •    ^ 

Dipt  down  at.  midnight,  to  be  seen  na  mofe. 
With  her  shall  sink  the  enemtea  of  ^meriek,  *  ^       . 

Cursed  by^  the  last  look  of  the  waning  moon  i 
And  my  bright  desligy,  with  sharpened  horns,  ,      . 
Shall  greet  me  fearless  in  the  uew-bohi  crescent.  [£xU. 

Scene  changes  to  the  back  of  the  lPalace-^r<^  toooded.jpark  and 
mountains,  . 

Enter  Zo^hjI^  with  an  infant  in  arms*    . 

Zap,  Hush»  d^sar  one  I  hivh !   My  tremUang  lunm  distarbs  thee ! 
Thou,  the  protector  of  the  helpless !  thou, 
The  widow's  htisband  and  t)i6  orphan's  fath^, 
Direct  my  steps  1    Ah  whither  ? .    O  send  down 
Thy  angel  to  a  hoiiseless  babe  and  mother, 
Dnven  forth  int6  the  cruel  wUdeme^! 
Hush,  sweet  one !     Thou  art.no  Hagar'a  p^spring :  Thou  ait 
The  rightful  heir  of  an  anointed  king  I 

What  sounds  are  those?     It  is  the  reiper  chant 
Of  laboring  men  retuxning  to  their  hbmel 
Their  queen,  has  no  home  I    Hear  me^  hei^venly  Father  I 
And  let  4his^  darimess--^—  *  ^ 

Be  as  the  shadow  of  thy  outspread  wings     . 
To  hide  And  shield  us  i     Start'st  thou  in  thy  slumbeia  ? 
Thou  canst  not  dream  of  savage  Emerick.    Hui^ !    _ 
Betray  not  thy  poor  mother !    For  if  they  seize  thee 
I  shall  grow  mad  indeed,  and  they'll  believe 
Thy  wicked  uncle's  lis.    Ha  !  what  ?    A  soldier  ? 
Enter  Ohef  JBUtgozzi*    - 

C,  Bag,  Sure  heaven  befriendsus.  Well !  he  hath  escapedl. 
O  rare  tune  of  a  tyrant's  promisea.  .         , 
That  can  efichamt  the  serpeirt  treachery 
From  forth,  its  lurking>ole  in  the  heart.     "  EagozzL ! 
0  brave  Eiig(MEzi I     Count!     Oommandeir!    Whatnot?" 
And  all  this  too  for  nothizkg  I  a  poor  nothing ! 
Merely  to  play  the  underling  in  the  murder     v 
Of  my  best  friend  Kiupnli  I    His  own.  son-Huonstrqua !  - 
Tyrant !  I  owe  thee  thanks,  i^nd  in -good  hour  ■■ . 
Will  I  r^paiy  the^,  fcr.that  thou  thought'st  me  too 
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A  senrioeable  TiJlain.     Ootild  I  mofw .    -  :    -•     . 

Bat  gain  Bome  snie  ittteBigeBee  of  ^  qneen :  ■  -   j     : 

Heavea  bl«Mi-m]id  guavcl  herl  -  . 

Zap.  {coming  fonifafrd.)  Art  liMMi  sot  KagMszi  ? 

C.  Rag,  The  CUieen  \    Now  then  tbe  miraolo  i»  full ! 
I  see  heaven's  wisdom  is  anoverHtoatch^  . 
For  tke  devirs  cttiiaiiig.    'This  way,  madam,  hasle  !  •      •  > 

Zap.  Stay!     Oh,.iiof    ^oi^ye  ine  Jf  I  wioog  thee !    -     , 
This  is  thy  sovereign's  efaild :  Ok,  pity  us. 
And  be  not  treacherous !  [hfisMng. 

C.  Rag,  {raising  kef.)  Madam !    For  moErey's  sake^!  . 

Zap.  Buttyrants  have  a  liuiidred  eyes  and  arms  !  > 

C,  Rag.  Take  eonrage,  madiCm  !     'Twere^tqo  horxiUe, 
(I  can  not  do't)  to  swear  I'm  not  a  monsterl^ — ^  . 
Scarce^had  I  barred  the  door  on  Raab  Kiuprili— —     . 

Zap,  Kiuprili !    How  ?     ' 

C,  Rag,  -  There  is  h6t  time  to  t^lLit/--- 

The  tyrant' ^called  me  to-him,  praised  *my  2eal       :      . 
(And  be  assoied  I  6vertopt  hk  ctmning 
And  seamed  ri^ht  EealouB.)     But  time  wasteis :  Ih  fine,' 
Bids  me  despatch  my  trastiMt  friends,  as  oeurien 
With  letters  to  themrmy.     The  thpixght  atonee 
Flashed  en  me.     I  disgtiided  my  prisoner—^ 

Zap.  What!  Raab  Kiuprtlt?  . 

C,  Rag,  .  Yes  I  iny  noble  generai. 

I  sent  him  oSy  with  fimeriek'^  own  pa^^, 
Haste,  and  post  hliste-^^Frepared  to  follow  hinf  ■'  ■    - 

Zap,  Ah,  how  ?  Is  it  joy  or  i^r  ?  •  My  limbs  seem  smking  l*^ 

C,  Rag,  (^pportwt^  Aer.)  Heaven  still  befrimds  us.  I  have 
left  my  eharger,  ,  ^    ..  .      : 

A  gentle  beast  and.  fleet,  and  my  boy 'A  mule, 
One  that  can  shoot  a  precipice  like  a  bird,  .     '  . 

Just  where  the  wood  begins  to  cUmb  the  ttumntaina  - 
The  course  we'll  thmd  will  mock  the  tyrant's  gbesses,,  ^ 
Or  scare  the  followers.     Ere  we  reach  the  main  road  . 
The  Jjotd  Kiuprili  ^U  have  seiit  a  troop 
To  escort  me.     Oh,  thrice  haj[»py  When  be  findr  ,     '  - 

The  treasure  ^diieh  I  convoy!'      •  .   .  -- 

2kip.  One  brief  moment. 

That  praying  for  strength  I  may  have  strength.     This,  babe,  < 
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Hearen'i  eye  ii  on  it,  and  ite  mnecenee^  ^  .^ 

I»r  as  a  propbet's  prayer,  stiong  and  preyailing  I 

Through  thee,  dear  babe,  the  inspiring  ibooght  ^gossessed  me,- 

When  the  loud  damof  soee.  and  all  the  palaee 

Emptied  itself-— ^They  jought  my  life,  Hagogaii !) 

Like  a  swift  shadow  gliding,  I  made  way 

Te  the  deserted  chamber  of  my  loid.->-      [thetktotke  infant. 

And  thou  didst  kiss  thy  Other's  lifeless  4ips, 

And  in  thy  helpless  hand,  sweet  slumberer! 

Still  elasp'st  the  signet  of  thy  royalty. 

As  I  remoTed  ihe  seal,  the  heavy,  arm      -^    v     - 

Dropt  from  the  couch  aslant,  and  the  stiff  finger 

Seemed  pointing  at  my  feet.     Provident  .Heaven ! 

Lo,  I  was  standing  on  the  secret  door, . 

Which,  through  a  long  descent  where  all  spund  perishes* 

Led  out  beyond  the  palace.     Well  I  knew  4t-— ^ — .^ 

But  Andreas  framed  it  not !     He  was  no  tyrant !  ^ 

C,  Rag,  Haste,  madani !     Let  me.  take  this  prepioua  harden  I 
[hp  kneels  as  ^  tfikps,  the  child. 

Zap.  .lUe  himt    And  if  "veo  be  pursued,  I  charge  thee. 
Flee  thou  and  leave  me  !    Flee  and.  save  thy  king ! 

[then  as  going  off,  she  looks  back  on  the  palace. 
Thou  Rant's  den,  -be  called  no  more  a  palace ! 
The  orphan's  langel  at  the  throne  of  heaven 
Stands  np  against  thee,  and  there  hover  o'er  thee 
A  dueen's^  a  Mother's^  and  a  Widow's  curse. 
Henceforth  a  dragon's  haunt,  fear  and  sw^icion 
•Stand  sMkti^  at  thy  portals !     Faith  imd  honor, 
Driven  fi«m  the  throne,  shali  leave  the  attaint^od  natiim : 
And,  for  the  iniquity  that  houses  in  thee,     -^ 
JPalse  glory,  tbirst  d  Uood,  and  4ust  of  rapine, 
(Fateful  conjunction  of  malignant  planets)  '  ^ 

Shall  shoot  their  blastments  on  the  land.     Jhe  f^then 
Henceforth  lAall  have,  no  joy  in  their  young  men, 
And  when  they  cry :  Lo  I  4i  male  child  is  bom !    ^  ^ 

The  mother  shall  make  answer  with,  a  groan.    . 
For  bloody  usurpation^  like  a  vulture, 
Shall  clog  its  beak  within  IllyriaV  heart. 
Remorseless  slaves  o[>Si  remorseless  tyrant. 
They  4diall.be  modced  with  sounds  of  liberty, 
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And  lii>erly  shall  be  proclaimed  alone 

To  thee,  O  Fire  !  O  Pefctilence  l  0  sword  I 

Till  Yetigeance  hath  her  fill. — ^And  thou,  snatched  henee, 

Poor  firiendless  fugitive  !  ^ith  mother's  wailing^ 

Ofisprtng  of  royal  Andreas,  shalt  -retnm 

'With  trump  and  timbrel  clang,  and  popular  shout 

In  triumph  to  the  palace  of  thy  fathers  I  [Exeunt. 
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PART    IX, 

THE  SEQUEL,  EKTITLED  THE  **  USURPER^S  FATK" 
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ADDITIONAL  OBARAOTEKS. 

Old  Batboby,  a  Mbuntameer, 

Bethlen  Bathqbt,  The  yoi^  Prince  Andrens,  suppoud  ton  of  Old  Bath<»t. 

LoED  Rudolph,  a  Courtier,  but  friend  to  the  Qu^*9partyJ 

Laska,  Steward  to  Gasdiik,  betrothed  to  Gltginx.  ^ 

PjESTALtTZ, .an  Aeeae9ir\,  in  Emeuck^s  employ,     v 

Ladt  SABOLT^  Wife  of  Lord  Caszmib. 

Gltginx.  Orphan  Daughter  of  Cfiiar  lUoozzr. 

Between  the  flight  of  the  Queenj  and  the  civil  tear  which  immetRately  followed, 
and  in  which  Emeriek  remained  the  victor,  a  spaee  of  twenty  yeare  is  wp- 
poeed  to  have  .elapeed^ 
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USURPATION  ENDED ; .  OK,  SHB  COMBS  AGAIN. 

ACT  I 

ScsNE  L — A  Mountainous  country.     Baihory's  diodling  at  the 
end  of  the  stage. 

Enter  Lady  Sandta  and  Glycine. 
'  Gly.  Wbll  then  I  our  nmncl  of  charity  ii  finished. 
Rest,  Ma^am  !    You  tnreathe  quick. 

^ar.  What,  tired,  Glyciue? 
No  delicate  court-dame^  but  a  mountaineer 
By  choice  no  less  than  hirth,  I  gladly  use 
The  good  strength  nature  gave  me. 

Gly,  That  last  cottage 

Is  built  as  if  an  eagle  or  a  raven  i 

Had  chosen  it  for  her  nest. 

Bar.  So  mi|ny  are 

The  aujQerings  whi(sh  no  human  aid  can  reach. 
It  needs  must  bo  a  duty  doubly  sweet 
To  heal  the  few  we  can.     Well !  let  us  rest. 

Gly.  There  ?  {Fainting  to  Bathanfs  dwdlinp. 

Sar.  Here  !     For  on  this  spot  Lord  Gasimir 
Tock  his  last  leave.    On  yonder  moontain-ridge  Jk 

I  lost  the  misty  image  which  so  long^ 
Lingered,  or  seemed  at  least  to  linger  on  it. 

Crly.  And  what  if  even  now,  on  that  same  ridge, 
A  speck  should  rise,  and  still  enlarging,  lengthening, 
As  it  clomb  downward,  shape  itself  at  la3t 
To  a  numerous  cavalcade,  and  spmrring  foremost,  . 
Who  but  Sarolta*s  own  dear  lord  returned 
From  his  higk  embassy  ?     .  ^  ' 

Sar.  Thou  hast  hit  my  thought  1    . 
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AlHhe  long  day,  fiom  yester-mom  to  evening, 
The  restless  hope  fluttered  about  my  heart 
Oh  we  are  querulous  creatures  I     Little  less 
ThfLnall  things  can  suffice  to  make  ns  happy ; 
And  little,  more  than  nothing  is  enough 
To  discontent  us. — ^Were  he  come,  then  should  I 
Repine  he  had  not  arrived  just  one  day  eatlier 
To  keep>his  birth-day  here,  in  his  own  birtk-plaoe. 

Gly.  But  our  best  sports  belike,  and  gay  processions 
Would  to  my  lord  have  seemed  but  work-day  sights 
Compared  with  those  the  royal  court  affords. 

jSSor.  I  have  small  wish  to  see  ihem.     A  ^ring  morning 
With  its  wild  gladsome  minstrelsy  of  birds, 
And  its  bright  jewejry  of  flowers  and  dew-drops 
(Bach  orbed  drop  an  orb  of  glory  in  it)     ^       ' 
Would  put  them  all  in  eclipse.     This  sweet  tetiremep-t 
Lord  Casimif's  wish  alone  would  have  made  sacred  :. 
But  in  good  truth,  his  loving  jealousy 
Did  but  commiand,  what  I  had  else  eotreated. 

Gly,  And  yet  had  I  been  bom  Lsidy  Sazoltit, 
Been  wedded  to  the  noblest  of  the  realm,  , 

So  beautiful  besides,:  and  yet  so  stately 

Sar,  Hush!  innocent  flatterer! 

Gly.  Nay  !  to  my  poor  fancy 

.  The  royal  court  would  seem  an  .earthly  heaven. 
Made  for  such  star»  to  shine  in,  and  be  gracious. 

iSar.  So  doth  the  ignorant  distanoe  atill  delude  ua  J 
Thy  fancied  heaven,  dear  girl,  like  that  above^  the»» 
In  \\d  mere  self  a  eold«  drear,  oolofleBS  void,  ... 

Seen  from  below  and  in  the  Isige^  becomes 
Th«  bright  blue  ether,  and  the  seat  of  gods  I  ^ 

Well !  but  this  broil  that  scared  yen  fmi»  the  danee  ?     ^^ 
And  was  not  Laska  there :  hoi  youf  betroUied  ? 

Gly.  Yes,  madam!  he-waajthere.    So  was' the  maypole^ 
For  we  danced  round  it. 

Sar.  Ah,  Glycsinfe  I  wiy,     - 

Why  did  you  then  betcoth  yoorself  1 . : 

Oly.  ^   .  Because 

My  «wn  dear  lady  wished  it !  'twas  you  asked  me ! 

Sar.  Yes,  at  my  lord's  raqnelt,  but  nsmis  wished. 
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My  poor  afiectionate  git  1,  to  see  thee 'viryatBlMd; 
Then  knowest  not  yet  the  dutieii  of  a  wife. 

Gly.  Ob,  yes  !    It  is  a  wife-'t  i^ef  dntyi  aiadam ! 
To  stand  in  awe  of  her  busband,  and  obey  hioi, 
And,  I  am  sure^  I  never  shal}  see  Laska 
But  I  shall  tremble. 

Sar,  '     Not  withfe^r,  ItfaHik, 

YoT  you  still  mock  him.     "Bnt^  a  seat  from  the  cottage. 

[Exit  Glycine  ima  the  caUdge,  SafoUaamHnuit  her  speech 
looking  after  her. 
Something  above  thy  ^rank  there  hangs  about  thee,  * 
And  Sn  thy  countenance,  thy  voice,  and  motion, 
Yea,  e-'en  in  thy  simphcity,  Glyeine, 
A  fine  and  feminine  grace,  that  makes  me  feel 
More  as  a  mD6ther  than  a  mistress  to  thee  I  * 
Thou  art  a  soldier's  orphan !  that^^^the  courage,  - 
Which  rising  in  thine  eye>  seema  oft  to  give  * 
A  new  soul  to  its^'gentlenesr,  doth  prove  thee ! 
Thou  art  i^rung  too  of  no  ignoble  blood, 
Or  there's  no  faith  in  instinct  1 

[angry  vtriee^  and  davn&r  tvithin.     Re-enter  Glycine, 

Qly.  Oh,  ma4am !  there's  a  party  of  yourservanta. 
And  my.  lord's  steward,  Laska,  at  their  head, 
Have  come  to  searjoh  for  old  Bathory's  son,- 
Bethlen,  .that  brave  young  man  I  'twas  he^  my  la4y» 
That  took  our  parts,  and  beat  off  the  intruders. 
And  in  m^re  spite  and  malice,  now  they  charge  him 
With  bad  words  of  Lord  Gasimir  and  the  king.  i 

Pray  don't  believe  tbehi,  madam  !     This  way !     This  way  \  > 
Lady  Sarolta's  here^-  .  [cHUmg  udthout 

Sar,  Be  calm.  Glycine. 

Enter  Jtosleaand  Servants  with  Old  Bathary. 

Leu.  {to  Bathory.)  We  have  no  poneem  with  yoaf    What 
needs  your  presence  ?     . 

O.  Bath.  What !    Do  you  think  I'll  suffer  my  JvraYe  boy 
To  be  slandered  by  a  set  of  coward  nuffians. 
And  leave  it  to  their  malice, — ^yes,  mere  -malice  !*-^ 
To  tell  its  own  tale?  . 

[La$ka  and  servants  bow  ig  Lady'SamitOi 

Sar.  Laska!   .What  may  this  mean  ? 
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La$.  Madam !  and  mair  it  please  your  ladyaUp  !   v 
This  <ild  man's  son,  by  name  BetUen  Batbory, 
Stands  cluurged,  pn  weighty  evidence,  that  hi^, 
On  yester-eve,  being  his  lordsMpV  birthrday, 
Did  traitoTQUsly  de&me  Lofd.Casiaiir : 
The  lord  high  steward  of  ^he  reulm,  moreover-—^ 

Sar.  B0  brief !    We  know.  Iiis  titles  \ 

Las.  ^  And 'moreover 

Baved  Mka  a  traitor  at  oulrJiege  King  £meiick. 
And  furthermore,  said  witnesses  makevoathr 
Led  on  the  assault  upon  his  lordship's  servants  ; 
Yea,  insolently  tore,  ficom  this,  your  huntsman, 
His  badge  of  livery  of  your  noble  house,       - . 
And  trampled  it  in  scorn.   .       .  ■      • 

Sar.  {to  th^  servants  who  offer  to,  speak.)    You  have  had 
yout  spokeiman  1 
Where  is  the  young  man  thus  accused  ? 

O.  Bat.  Ilmownot: 

Bnt  if  no  ill  betide  him  on  the  inoantaitis,  -.     > 

He  will  not  long  be  absent ! 

Sar.  .   t'hou  art  hifr father? 

O.  Bat.  None  ever  wi&  more  reason  prized  a«>u  ;     - " 
Yet  I  hate  falsehood  more  ikixL  I  love  him.  • 
But  more  than  one,  now  in  my  lady's  presence. 
Witnessed  the  affray,  besides  these  men  of  malice, ' 
And  if  I  swerve  from  truth ^ 

Gly.  Yes-!  good  old  mai! 

'My  lady  !  pray  believe  him ! 

Sar,  *  Hush,  Glycine !  .     ^ 

Be  silent,  I  command  you.     .  [thmto  Bathofy. 

Speak  I  we  hear  you  !  • 

O.  Ba€.  My  tale  is  brief,     {during  our  festive  dance^ 
Your  ^servants,  the  aceusers  of  my  son, 
Ofiered  gross  insults,  in  unmanly  sort, ' 
To  our  village -maidens.     He,  (could  he  do  kss?) 
-Rose  in  defence  of  outraged  modesty,^  ■     --     ' 

And  so  persuasive' did  his  cudgel  prove,  ' 

(Your  hectoring  sparks  so  over  brave  to  women 
Are  always  cowards)  that  they  «oon  took  flight, 
And  now  in  meie  revwige,  like  baffled  boasters, 
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Have  framed  this  tfllei  out  of  some  Hasty  words 
Which  their  owij  threats  provoked. 

Sar.  Old  man !  you  talk 

Too  bluntly  !     Did  your  son  owe  no  respect 
To  the  livery  of  our  house  ?  ^ 

0.  Bat.  Even  such  respect 

As  the  sheep's  skin  should  gain  for  the  hot  wolf 
That  hath  begun  to  worry  the  poor  laipbs ! 

Las.  Old  insolent  ruffian  ! 

Gly.  Pardon !  pardon,  madam ! 

I  saw  the  whole  afiray.     The  good  old  man 
Means  no  ofience,  sweet  lady  ! — You,  yourself, 
Laska  !  know  well,  that  these  men  were  the  ruffians ! 
Shame  on  you ! 

Sar,  What !  Glycine  ?     Go,  retire ! 

[Exit  Glycine, 
Be  it  then  that  these  men  faulted.     Yet  yourself, 
Or  better  still  belike  the  maidens'  parents. 
Might  have  complained  to  us.     Was  ever  access 
Denied  you  ?     Or  free  audience  ?     Or  are  we 
Weak  and  unfit  to  punish  our  own  servants  ? 

0.  Bat,  So  then  !  So  then !  Heaven  grant  an  old  man  patienco  I* 
And  must  the  gardener  leave  his  seedling  plants, 
Leave  his  young  roses  to  the  rooting  swine 
While  he  gt>es  ask  their  master,  if  perchance 
His  leisure  serve  td  scouige  them  from  their  ravage  ? 

Las,  Ho  !    Take,  the  rude  clown  from  your  lady's  presence  I 
I  will  report  lier  further  will ! 

Sar.  Wait  then. 

Till  thou  hast  learnt  it !     Fervent  good  old  man ! 
Forgive  me  that,  to  try  thee,  I  put  on 
A  face  of  sternness,  alien  to  my  meaning ! 

[then  speaks  to  the  servants. 
Hence !  leave  my  presence  !  and  you,  Laska  !  mark  me  ! 
Those  rioters  are  no  longer  of  my  household  ! 
If  we  but  shake  a  dew-drop  from  a  rose, 
In  vain  would  we  replace  it,  and  as  vainly 
Bestore  the  tear  of  wounded  modesty 
To  a  maiden's  eye  familiarized  to  license. — 
Bat  these  men,  Laska— r 

VOL.  vn.  T 
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La$.  {aside,)  Yea,  now  'tis  CQming. 

Sar.  Brutal  aggr^aioTs  first,  then  baffled  diutards. 
That  they  have  sought  to  piece  out  their  revenge 
With  a  tale  of  words  lured  iirom  the  lips  of  anger. 
Stamps  them  most  dangerous ;  and  tiJl  I  want 
Fit  means  for  widced  ends,  we  shall  not  need 
Their  services.     ]>ischazge  them !     You,  Bathory ! 
Are  henceforth  of  my  household!     I  shall  place  you 
Near  my  own  person.     When  your  son  i:etuni8, 
Pre^^it  him  to  us  ! 

.O.  Bat.  Ha!  what  strangers  here ! 
*What  business  have  they  in  an  old  man*s  eye  ? 
Your  goodness,  lady — and  it  came  so  sudden*-^ 
I  can  not— -must  not — ^let  you  be  deceived. 
I  have  yet  another  ta^e,  but  [then  to  Sarolta  aside 

not  for  all  ears !  ' 

Sar.  I  oil  have  passed  your  cottage  and  still  praised 
Its  beauty,  and  that  trim  orchard-plot*  whoe(e  blossoms 
The  gusts  of  April  showered  aslant  its  thatch. 
Come  !  you  shall  show  it  me  I     And,  while  you  hid  it 
Farewell,  be  not  ashamed  that  I  should  witness 
The  ail  of  g^dness  glittering  on  the  water 
Of  an  ebbing  grief. 

[Bathory  shofvs  her  into  his  cottage. 

Las.  {alone.)  Vexation!  baffled!  sc^oordl  • 

Ho !  Laska !  wake !  why  ?  what  can  all  this  mean  ? 
She  sent  away  that  cockatrice  in  anger  ! 
Oh  the  false  witch  !     It  is  too  plain,  she  loves  him. 
And  now,  the  old  man  near  my  lady's  person, 
She'll  see  this  Bethlen  hourly  !     .   - 

[Laska  Jlings  himself  into  the  seat.     Glycine  peeps  in. 

Gl/y.  Laska!  Laska! 

Is  my  lady  gone  ? 

Las.  Gone. 

Gly.  Have  you  yet  seen  him  ? 

Is  he  returned?  [Laska  starts  up. 

Has  the  seat  stung  you,  Laska  ? 

Las.  No,  serpent !  no  ;  'tis  yon  that  sting  me  ;  you ! 
What  ?  you  would  cling  to  him  again  ! 

*  This  line  was  borrowed  unconsciously  from  the  £zoiirnao[|. 
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Gly.  Whom? 

Las.  Bethleal  Bethkiii 

Yes  ;  gaze  as  if  your  very  eyes  embraced  himl 
Ha  !  you  forget  the  scene  of  yesterday  I 
Mute  ere  be  came;  but  then — Out  ou  your  screams. 
And  your  preteaded  Hears ! 

Gly,  Your  fiBais,  at  least. 

Were  real,  Laska !  or  your  trembling  limbs 
And  white  cheeks  played  the  hypocrites  most  vilely  I 

Las,  I  fear  !  whom  ?     What  ? 

Gly.  I  know,  what  I  should  fear. 

Were  I  in  Laska's  place. 

Las,  What? 

Gly.  My  orwn  conscience, 

For  having  fed  my  jealousy  and  envy 
With  a  plot,  made  out  of  other  men'Ht  revenges, 
Against  a  brave  and  innocent  young  man's  life  I 
Yet,  yet,  pray  tell  me  ! 

Las,  You  will  know  too  soon. 

Gly,  ^^^W||  I  could  find  my  lady  !  though  she  chid  me — 
Yet  this  suspense —  [ffoing. 

Las,  ,  6top !  stop  I  one  question  only — 

I  am  quite  calm — 

Gly,  Ay,  aathe  old  song  says, 

Cabn  as  a  tiger,  valiant  as  a  dove. 
Nay  now,  I  have  marred  the  verse  :  wdi  I  this  one  question— « 

Las,  Are  you  not  bound  to  me  by  your  own  {»omise  ? 
And  is  it  not  as  plain — , 

Gly,  .     Halt  I  that's  two  questions. 

Las,  Pshaw  1    Is  it  not  as  plain  aa  impudenee 
That  you're  in  love  with  this  young  swagg^ing  beggar,  .   . 
Bethlen  Bathory  ?     When  he  was  accused. 
Why  pressed  you  forward  ?     Why  did  you  defend  him  ? 

Gly,  Question  meet  question  :  that's  a  woman's  privilege. 
Why,  Ladca,  did  you  urge  Lord  Casimir 
To  make  my  lady  force  that  promise  from  me  ? 

Las,  So  then,  you  say,  Lady  Sarolta  ibroed  you  ? 

Gh/,  Could  I  look  up  to  her  dear  countenance, 
And  say  her  nay  ?    As  far  back  as  I  wot  t)f 
All  her  commands  wcffe  gracious,  sweet  requests. 
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How  could  it  be  then,  but  that  her  requefte 
Must  needs  have  sounded  to  me  as  commands  ? 
And  as  for  love,  had  I  a  score  of  lores, 
rd  keep  them  all  for  my  dear,  kind,  good  mistrMs. 

Las.  Not  one  for  Bethlen  ? 

Oly.  Oh!  that's  a  dtiffexenit  thing. 

To  be  sure  he*s  bravo,  and  handsome,  and  so  pious 
To  his  good  old  father.     But  for  loving  him — 
JYay,  there,  indeed  you  are  mistaken,  Laska ! 
poor  y^uth  I  I  rather  think  I  grieve  for  him  ; 
For  I  sigh  so  deeply  when  I  think  of  him  ! 
And  if  I  see  him,  the  tears  come  in  my  eyes, 
And  my  heart  beats  ;  and  all  because  I  dream'd 
That  the  war-wolf^  had  gored  him  as  he  hunted 
In  the  hamited  forest  I 

JLa^  You  dare  own  all  this  ? 

Your  lady  will  not  warrant  promise-breach. 
Mine,  pampered  Miss  !  you  shall  be ;  and  Til  xnake  you 
Grieve  for  him  with  a  vengeance.     Odd'e^  my  fingers 
Tingle  already  !  jHk 

[makes  thr^S^^g  signs. 

Gly,  {aside,)  Ha!  Bethlen  coming Hfus  yaj^J 

[Glycihe  then  cries  out. 
Oh,  save  me  I  save  me  1  Pray  daa't  kill  me,  Laika  I 
Enter  Bethlen  in  a  Hunting  Dress. 

Bet,  "What,  beat  a  woman  I 
-    JLas,  (to  Glycine.)  0  you  cockatrice  1 

J^et.  Unmanly  dastard,  hold  ■! 
.  Las.  ^       Do  you  ehance  to  know 

Who^I— am,  Sir  ?-<S'death  I  how  black  he  looks  I)      . 

BeU,  I  h^va  started  many  strange  beasts  in  my  time, 
BHt  none  less  like  a  man,  than  thin  bef(»e  me, 
That  lifts  his  hand  against  a  timid  female. 

Las.  Bold  youik  !  she's  mine. 

Gly.  No,  not  my  master  yet. 

Bat  only  is  to  be ;  and  all,  because 
Twb  years  ngo  my  lady  asked  me,  and 

•  For  the  best  aeoount  of  ths  W«r-wolf  or  LyeutthropiH,  see  Bri^ton'ii 
Moonrcalf,  Chahners'  Engliflh  Poets,  vol.  ir.  p.  13  e. 
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I  pxomuied  hex,  not  him ;  and  if  shell  let  me, 

I'll  hate  you,  my  lord's  steward.  -   v 

Bet.  Hush,  Glycine  I 

Gly,  Yes,  I  do,  Bethlen  ;  for  he  just  now  brought 
False  witnesses  to  swear  away  your  life ; 
Tour  life,  and  old  Bathory's  too. 

Bet.  Bathory'sl 

Where  is  my  father  ?  Answer,  or  ■      Ha  !  gone  I 

[Laika  during  ^is  time  retires  from  the  Stage. 

Gly,  Oh,  heed  not  him  !  I  saw  you  pressing^  onward 
And  did  but  feign,  alairifi.     Dear  gallant  youth, 
It  is  jour  life  they  seek  ! 

Bet.  My  life  ? 

Ghf.  Alas, 

Lady  Sarolta  even — 

Bet.  She  does  npt  know  me  ! 

Gly..  Oh  that  she  did !  she  could  not  then  have  spoken 
With  such  stem  countenance.  But  though  she  spurn  me, 
I  will  kneel,  Bethlen— 

Bet.  Not  ibr  me,  Glycine  ! 

What  have  I  done  ?  or  whom  have  I  offended  ? 

Gly.  JSash  words,  'tis  said,  uid  treasonous  of  the  king. 

[Bethlen  mutters  to  himself. 

Gly.  {aside.)  Bo  looks  the  statue,  in  our  hall,  o'  Ihe  god 
de  shaft  just  flown  that  killed  the  serpent ! 

Bet.  King! 

Gly.  Ah;  often  have  I  wished  you  were  a  king. 
Tou  would  protect  the  helpless  everywhere, 
As  you  did  us.     And  I,  too,  should  not  then 
Grieve  fer  you,  Bethlen,  as  I  do  ;  nor  have 
The  tears  come  in  my  eyes ;  nor  dream  bad  dreams 
That  yon  were  killed  in  the  £>re8t ;  and  then  X«aska 
W<Mild  have  no  right  to  rail  at  me,  nor  say 
(Yes,  the  base  man,  he  says,)  that  I — I  love  you. 

Bet,  Pretty  Glycine  I  wert  thou  not  betrothed-^ 
But  in  good  truth  I  know  not  what  I  speak. 
This  luckless  merning  I  have  been  so  haunted 
With  my  own  fancies,  starting  up  like  omens, 
That  I  ieel  like  one,  who  waking  from  a  dream 
Both  asks  and  answers  wildly. — ^But  Bathory  ? 
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Gly,  Hist !  'tis  my  l&<3y's  step  !  She  must  not  see  yonf 

[BetMen  retires. 
Enter  from  the  Cottage  Sarolta  and  Bathory, 

Sar.  Go,  seek  your  son  !  I  need  not  add,  be  speedy — 
You  here,  Glycine  ?  [Eocit  Bathory 

Gly.  Pardon,  pardon,  Madam ! 

If  you  but  saw  the  old  man's  son,  you  would  not, 
You  could  not  have  him  harmed.    . 

Sar,  Be  calm,  Glycine ! 

Qly,  No,  I  shall  break  toy  heart. 

Sar.  Ha  !  is  it  so  T 

0  strange  and  hidden  power  of  sympathy. 
That  of  like  fates,  though  all  unknown  to  each, 
Dost  make  blind  instincts,  orphan's  heart  to  orphan's 
Drawing  by  dim  disquiet ! 

Gly.  Old  Bathory— 

Sar.  Seeks  his  brave  son.     Come,  wipe  away  thy  tean. 
Yes,  in  good  truth,  Glycine,  this  same  Bethlen 
Seems  a  most  noble  and  deserving  youth. 

Gly.  My  lady  does  not  mock  me  ? 

Sar.  Where  is  Laska  ? 

Has  he  not  told  thee  ? 

Ghf.  Nothing.     In  his  fear — 

Anger,  I  mean — stole  off — I  am  so  fluttered*— 
Left  me  abruptly — 

Sar.  His  shame  excuses  him ! 

He  is  somewhat  hardly  tasked  and  in  disehar^ng 
His  own  tools,  cons  a  lesson  for  himself. 
Bathory  and  the  youth  henceibrward  live 
Safe  in  my  ^lord's  protection. 

Gly.  The  saints  bless  you  ! 

Shame  on  my  graceless  heart  !  How  dared  I  fea*. 
Lady  Sarolta  could  be  cruel  ? 

Sar.  Come, 

Be  yourself,  girl !  '    ' 

Gly.  0,  'tis  so  full  here ! 

And  now  it  can  not  harm  him  if  I  tell  you, 
That  the  old  man's  Sen- 
ear. I«  not  that  old  man's  son  ! 
A  destiny,  not  unlike  tihrae  own»  is  his. 
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For  all  I  know  of  thee  is,  that  thou  art 

A  soldier's  orphan  :  left  when  rage  intestine 

Shook  and  engulphed  the  pillars  of  Illyria. 

This  other  fragment,  thrown  hack  by  that  same  earUiquake, 

This,  so  mysteriously  inscribed  by  nature, 

Perchance. may  piece  oat  and  interpret  thine. 

Command  thyself!  Be  secret !  His  true  father 

Hear'stthou? 
Gly.  0  teH— 

Bet.  (rushing  out,)  Yes,  tell  me.  Shape  from  heaven ! 
Who  is  my  father  ? 

Sar,  (gazing  taith  mrprise.)  Thine  ?  Thy  fitiher  ?  Rise  ! 
Oly,  Alas !  He  hath  alarmed  yon,  my  dear  lady! 
Sar,  His  countenance,  not  his  act! 
Gly.  Rise,  Bethlen !  Rise ! 

Bet,  No ;  kneel  thou  too !  and  with  thy  orphan's  tongue 
Plead  for  me  I  I  am  rooted  to  thd  earth, 
And  have  no  power  to  rise  !  Give  me  a  father  f 
There  is  a  prayer  in  those  uplifted  eyes 
That  seeks  high  Heaven  !  But  I  will  overtake  it, 
And  bring  it  back,  alid  make  it  plead  for  me 
la  thine  own  heart !  Speak  f  Speak  !  !Restore  to  me 
A  name  in  the  world  ! 

Sar,  By  that  blest  Heaven  I  gaze4  *t 

I  know  not  who  thou  art.     And  if  I  knew, 
Dared  I — But  rise  I 

Bet.  Blest  spirits  of  my  parents, 

Ye  hover  o*er  me  now !  Ye  shine  upon  me  ! 
And  like  a  flower  that  coils  forth  from  a  ruin, 
1  feel  and  seek  the  light  I  can  not  see  ! 

Sar,  Thou  see'st  yon  dim  spot  on  the  mountain's  ridge, 
Bat  what  it  is  thou  know'st  not.     Even  such 
Is  all  I  know  of  thee — ^haply,  brave  youth. 
Is  all  Fate  makes  it  safe  for  thee  to  know  !  '      - 

Bet,  Safe  ?  Safe  ?  O  let  me  then  inherit  danger, 
And  it 'shall  be  my  birth-right ! 

Sar,  (asicle.)  That  look  again ! — 

The  wood  which  first  incloses,  and  then  skirts 
The  highest  traek  that  leads  across  the  mountains — 
Thou  know'st  it,  Bethlen  ? 
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Bet.  ,  Lady,  'twas  my  wont 

To  roam  there  in  my  childhood  oft  alone 
And  mutter  to  myself  the  name  of  father. 
For  still  Bathory  (why,  till  now  I  guessed  not) 
Would  never  hear  it  from  my  lips,  but  sighing 
Gazed  upward.     Yet  of  late  an  idle  terror-; — 

Gly.  Madam,  that  wood  is  haunted  by  the  war-wolyet, 
Vampires,  and  monstrous^^— 

Sar,  Moon-calves,  credulous  girl  * 

Haply  some  oWgrown  savage  of  the  forest 
Hath  his  lair  there,  and  fear  hath  framed  the  rest. 
Afler  that  last  great  battle,  (O  young  man  ! 
Thou  wak'st  anew  my  life's  sole  anguish)  that 
liVhich  fixed  Lord  Emerick  on  his  throne,  Bathory 
Led  by  a  cry,  far  inward  from  the  track. 
In  the  hollow  of  an  oak,  as  in  a  nest, 
Did  find  thee,  Bethlen,  then  a"  helpless  babe. 
The  robe  that  wrapt  thee  was  a  widow's  mantle. 

Bet.  An  infant's  weakness  doth  relax  my  frame. 

0  say — I  fear  to  ask ^ 

Sar.  And  I  to  tell  thee. . 

Bet.  Strike  I  0  strike  quickly  )  See,  I  do  not  shrink 

1  am  stone,  cold  stone. 

Sar.  Hid  in  a  brake  hard  by. 

Scarce  by  both  palms  supported  from  the  earth, 
A  wounded  lady  lay,  whose  life  fast  waning 
Seemed  to  survive  itself  in  her  fixt  eyes, 
That  strained  towards  the  babe.     At  length  one  arm 
Painfully  from  her  own  weight  disengaging, 
She  pointed  first  to  heaven,  then  from  her  bosom 
Drew  forth  a  golden  casket.     Thus  entreated 
Thy  foster-fatl^er  took  thee  in  his  arms, 
And  kneeling  spake  :  If  aught  of  this  world's  comibrt    . 
Can  reach  thy  heart,  receive  a  poor  man'^s  troth, 
That  at  my  life's  risk  I  will  save  thy.  child ! 
Her  countenance  worked,  as  one  that  seemed  preparing 
A  loud  voice,  but  it  died  upon  her  lips 
la  a  faint  whisper,  ".Fly  1  Save  him !  Hide — ^hide  all  l" 

Bet.  And  did  he  leave  her  ?     What,  had  I  a  mother  * 
And  left  her  bleeding,  dying  ?     Bought  I  vile  life 
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With  the  desertion  of  a  dying  mother  ? 

0  BgOny !  ^  .  ' 
Gly,  Alas  I  thou  art  bewildered, 

And  dost  forget  thou  wert  a  helpless  infant  I 

Bet,  What  else  can  I  remember,  but  a  mother    ' 
Mangled  and  lefl  to  perish  1     , 

Sar.     .  Hush,  Glycine! 

It  is  the  ground-swell  of  a  teeming  instinct : 
Let  it  but  lift  itself  to  air  and  simshine, 
And  it  will  find  a  mirror  in  the  waters 
It  now  makes  boil  aboTe  it  \     Check  him  not ! 

Bet,  O  that  I  were  difibsed  among  the  waters 
That  pierce  into  the  secret  depths  of  earth, 
And  find  their  way  in  darkness  f     Would  that  I     ' 
Could  spread  myself  upon  the  homeless  winds  ! 
And  I  would  seek  her  I  for  she  is  not  dead  ! 
She  can  not  die  !  0  pardon,  gracious  lady  ! 
You  were  about  to  say,  that  he  returned— 

Sar.  Deep  Love,  the  godlike  in  us,  still  believea 
Its  objects  as  immortal  as  itself! 

Bet  And  found  her  still — 

Sar.  Alas  I  he  did  return, 

He  left  no  spot  ussearched  in  all  the  forest^ 
But  she  (I  trust  me  by  some  friendly  hand)  * 
Had  been  borne  ofi! 

Bet.  0  whither? 

Gly.  Dearest  Bethlen ! 

1  would  that  you  could  weep  like  me  !     0  do  not 
Gaze  so  upon  the  air ! 

Sar.  While  he  was  absent, 

A  friendly  troop,  'tis  certain,  scoured  the  wood, 
Hotly  pursued  indeed  by  Emerick. 

Bet,  Em^ck ! 

OhHeU!    ♦         . 

Gly.    Bethlen! 

Bet.  Hist !  I'll  curse  him  in  a  whimper  I  - 

This  gracious  lady  must  hear  blessings  only. 
She  hath  not  yet  the  glory  round  her  head, 
Kor  those  strong  eagle  wings»  which  make  swift  way 
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To  that  appointed  place,  whioli  I  must  seek  ; 
Or  eLse  she  were  my  mother  I 

Sar,  Noble  youth ! 

From  me  fear  nothing  !     Long  time  have  I  owed 
OHerings  of  expiation  for  misdeedfi 
Long  past  that  weigh  me  down,  though  innopent ! 
Thy  foster-father  hid  the  secret  from  thee, 
For  he  perceived  thy  thoughts  as  they  ^panded. 
Proud,  restless,  and  ill-sorting  with  thy  state  I 
Vain  was  his  care  !     Thou'st  made  thyself  suspected 
E*en  where  suspicion  reigns,  and  asks  no  proof 
But  its  own  fears  I     Great  Nature  hath  endowed  thee 
With  her  best  gifls  !    From  me  thou  shalt  xeoerre 
All  honorable  aidanoe  i     But  haste  henoe  I 
Travel  will  ripen  thee,  and  enterprise 
Beseems  thy  years !     Be  thou  henceibrth  my  s^ldidi ! 
And  whatsoe'er  betide  .thee»  still  believe 
That  in  each  noble  deed,  achieved  or  suffered, 
Thou  solvest  best  the  jriddle  of  thy  birth  1 
And  may  the  light  that  streams  ffom  thine  own  honor 
Guide  thee  to  that  thou  seekefit  I 

Gly.  Must  he  leave  us  ? 

Bet.  And  for  such  goodness  ttixk  I  fetum  Aothing 
But  some  hot  tears  that  sting  mine  eyes  I    Some  sighs 
That  if  not  breathed  would  swell  my  heart  to  stifling  I 
May  heaven  and  thine  own  virtues,  high-born  lady, 
Be  as  a  shield  of  fire,  far,  &r  aloof 
To  scare  all  evil  iirom  thee !     Yet,  if  late 
Hath  destined  thee  one  doubtful  hour  of  ds^nger. 
From  the  uttermost  r^on  of  th/e  earth,  i^ethinks, 
Swift  as  a  spirit  invoked,  I  should  be  with  thee  I 
An4  then,  perchance,  I  miglit  hiwe  power  to  unbosom 
These  thanks  that  struggle  here.     Eyes  fair  as  thine 
Have  gazed  on  me  with  tears  of  love  and  anguish, 
Which  these  eyes  saw  not,  or  beheld  unconscious ; 
And  tones  of  anxious  &ndness,  pasnotiate  prayers, 
Have  been  talked  to  me !     But  this  tongue-n&'er  sdothad 
A  mother's  ear,  lisping  a  mother's  name  1 
O,  at  how  dear  a  jHrioe  have  I  been  loved 
And  no  love  could  return  !     One  boon  then,  lady  I 
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Where'er  thou  bidd'st,  I  go  thy  faithful  Boldier, 

Bat  first  must  trace  the  spot,  -where  she  lay  bleeding 

Who  gave  me  life.     No  more  shall  beast  of  ravine 

Afiront  with  baser  spoil  that  sacred  forest  1  '         . 

Or  if  avengers  more  than  human  haunt  there,  ' 

Take  they  what  shape  they  list,  savage  or  heavenly, 

They  shall  make  answer  to  me,  though  my  heart's  blood 

Should  be  the  spell  to  bind  them.     Blood  calls  for  blood  I 

\BxitBzthlen. 

Sar,  Ah  !  it  was  this  I  feared.     To  ward  oft  this 
Did  I  withhold  from  him  that  old  Bathory 
Returning  hid  beneatli  the  selfsame  oak, 
Where  the  babe  lay,  the  mantle,  and  some  jewel 
Bound  on  his  infant  arm. 

Gly,  Oh,  let  me  fly 

And  stop  him  !     Mangled  limbs  do  there  lie  scattered 
Till  the  lured  eagle  bears  them  to  her  nest.  / 
And  voices  have  been  heard !     And  there  the  plant  grows 
That  being  eaten  gives  the  inhuman  wizard 
Power  to  put  on  the  fell  hyaena's  shape. 

Sar.  What  idle  tongue  hath  bewitched  thee,  Glycine  ? 
I  hoped  that  thou  hadst  learnt  a  nobler  faith. 

Gly.  O  chide  me  not,  dear  lady  ;  question  Laska, 
Or  the  old  man. 

Sar.  Forgive  me,  I  spake  harshly.    ^ 

It  is  indeed  a  mighty  sorcery  ' 

That  doth  enthral  thy  yonng  heart,  my  poor  girl. 
And  what  hath  Laska  told  thee  ? 

Gly,  'niree  days  past 

A  courier  firom  the  king  did  cross  that  wood  ; 
A  wilful  man,  that  armed  hitttself  on  purpose  : 
And  n6ver  hath  been  heard  of  from  that  time  ! 

[sound  of  horns  taithout. 

Stir,  fiark!  idost  tHou  heat  it  ? 

Gly.  'Tis  the  sound  of  horaa  I 

Oar  hnhtsmett  are  not  out ! 

Sar^  Lord  Casimir 

Would  not  come  thus  !  [horns  agaiit. 

Gly^.  Stin  louder! 

Sar.  Haste  we  hence : 
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For  I  belieYe  in  part  thy  tale  of  terror  1 

But,  trust  me,  'tis  the  inner  man^  transformed  : 

Beasts  in  the  shape  of  men  are  worse  than  war-wolves. 

[SaroUa  and  Glycine  exeunt.  Trumpets,  ^c.  louder. 
Enter  Emerickj  Lord  Rudolph,  Laska,  and  Hunts* 
men  and  Attendants. 

Rud.  A  gallant  chase,  sire. 

Erne.  Ay,  but  this  new  quarry 

That  we  last  started  seems  worth  all  the  rest,     [then  to  Laska. 
And  you— excuse  me — what's  your  name  ? 

Las.  Whatever" 

Y<mr  majesty  may  please. 

Erne.    .  Nay,  that's  >too  late,  man. 

Say,  what  thy  mother  and  thy  godfather 
Were  pleased  to  call  thee. 

1x1$.  Laska,  my  liege  4Boyereign. 

Erne.  Well,  my  liege  subject,  La^a !     And  you  are 
Lord  Casixnir's  steward? 

Las.  And  your  majesty's  creature. 

Erne.  Two  gentle  dames  made  ofi*  at  our  approach. 
Which  was  your  lady  ? 

Las.  My  liege  lord,  the  taJler. 

The  other,  please  your  grace,  is  her  poor  handmaid, 
Long  since  betrothed  to  me.     But  the  maid's  firoward — 
Yet  would  your  grace  but  ^eak —    . . 

Erne.  Hum,  master  steward  ! 

I  am  honored  with  this  sudden  confidence. 
Lead  on.  -  [to  Laska  then  to  Rudolph. 

Lord  Rudolph,  you'll^  announce  our  coming. 
Greet  fair  Sarolta  from  me.  and  entreat  her 
To  be  our  gentle  hostess.     JVEark,  you  add 
How  much  we  grieve,,  that  busizvess  qf  the  state 
Hath  forced  u^  to  delay  her. lord's  return.' 

L.  Rttd.  (aside.)  Lewd,  ingrate  tyrant !    Yes,  I  will  announce 
thee. 

Erne.  Now  onward  all.  .       ,  [Exeunt  attendants. 

'A  fair  one  by  my  faith  ! 
If  her  face  rival  but  her  gait  and  stature, 
My  good  friend  Casimir  had  his  reasons  too. 
"  Her  tender  health,  her  vow  of  strict  retirement, 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


ZAPOLTA.  44d 

Made  early  in  the  convenlt — Hia^word  ftledged-— " 

All  fictions,  all !  fictions  of  jealousy. 

Well !  if  the  mountain  move  not- to  the  prophet, 

The  prophet  must  to  the  mountain  !     In  this  Laska 

There's  somewhat  of  the  knave  mixed  up  with  dolt.  . 

Through  the  transparence  of  the  fool,  methought, 

I  saw'  (as  I  could  lay  my  finger  on  it) 

The  crocodile's  eye,  that  peered  up  from  the  bottom. 

This  knave- may  do  us  service.     Hot  ambition 

Won  me  the  husband.     Now  let  vanity 

And  the  resentment  ibr  a  forced  seclusion 

Decoy  the  wife  I     Let  him  be  deemed  the  aggressor 

Whose  cunning  and  distrust  began<the  game  !  [ExU. 


ACT  IL. 

Scene  I. — A  savage  tcood. — At  one  side  a  cav^n,  overhung 
toith  ivy.  Zapolya  and  Raab  Kiuprili  discovered :  both,  but 
especially  the  latter,  in  rude  and  savage  garments, 

R,  Kiu.  Heard  you  then  aught' while  I  was  slumbering  ?- 

Zap.  liothing. 

Only  your  face  became  convulsed.     We  miserable  ! 
Is  heaven's  last  mercy  fled  ?     Is*  sleep  grown  troacheroua  ? 

R,  Kiu.  0  for  a  sleep,^  for  sleep  itself  to  rest  in  I 
I  dream'd  I  had  met  with  food  beneath  a  tree, 
And  I  was  seeking  you,  when  all  at  once 
My  feet  became  entangled  in  a. net, 
Still  moro  entangled  as  in  rage  I  tore  it. 
At  length  I  freed  myself,  had  sight  of  you, 
But  as  I  hastened  eagerly,  again 
I  found  my  frame  encumbered  :  a  huge  serpent 
Twined  round  ijiy  chest,  but  tightest  ground  my  throat. 

Zap.  Alas !  'twas  lack  of  food  :  for  hunger  chokes  ! 

R.  Kiu.  And  now  I  saw  you  by  a  shrivelled  phild 
Strangely  pursued.  .  You  did  not  fly,  yet  neither 
Touched  ypuj;he  ground,  methought,  but  close  above  it 
Did  seem  to  shoot  yourself  along  the  air. 
And  as  you  passed  me,  turned  your  face  and  shrieked. 

Zap.  I  did  in  truth  send  forth  a  feeble  shriek. 
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Scarce  knowing  why.    P^Iiaps  the  tnock'd  sense  craved 
To  hear  the  scream,  which  yon  hut  seemed  to  otter. 
For  your  whole  face  looked  like  a  mask  of  torture  ! 
Yet  a  child's  ima^  doth  indeed  pursue  me 
Shrivelled  with  toil  and  penury  ! 

it.  Kiu.  Nay  !  what  ails  you  ? 

2kip,  A  wondrous  faintness  there  comes  stealing  o^er  me. 
Is  it  Death's  laigthening  shadow,  who  comes  onward, 
Life's  setting,  sun  behind  him  ? 

R.Kiu.  Oheerly!  The  dusk 

Will  quickly  shroud  us.     Ere  the  moon  be  up. 
Trust  me  I'll  bring  thee  fcod  \ 

Zap.  Hunger's  tooth  has 

Gnawn  itsdf  blunt.     0,  I  could  queen  it  well 
O'er  my  own  sorrows  as  my  rightful  subjects. 
But  wherefore,  0  revered  Kiuprili !  wherefore 
Bid  my  importunate  prayers,  my  hopes  and  fancie», 
Force  thee  from  thy  secure  though  sad  retreat  ? 
Would  that  my  tongue  had  then  cloven  to  my  mouth  I 
But  heaven  is  just !     With  te9.rs  I  conquered  thee, 
And  njot  a  tear  is  left  me  to  repent  with  ! 
Hadst  thou  not  done  already — hadst  thou  not 
Suffered — oh,  more  ^an  e'er  man  feigned  of  friendship  ? 

R.  Kiu.  Yet  be  th«»a  comforted  !  What !  hadst  thou  faith 
When  I  turned  back  inci»di«bfw  ?  'Twas  thy  light 
That  kindled  m^e.     And  sltaU  it  how  go  out, 
And  leave  thy  soul  in  darkness  ?     Yet  look  up, 
And  think  thou  seest  thy  sainted  lord  commissiotted 
And  on  his  way  to  aid  us  ?     Whence  those  late  dreams, 
Which  after  such  long  intorVal  of  hopeless 
And  silent  resignation  all  at  once    . 
Night  aflcr  night  o<>inmanded  thy  return 
Hither  ?  and  still  presented  in  dear  vision 
This  wood  as  in  a  scene  I  this  very  cavern  ? 
Thou  darest  not  doubt  that  Heaven's  especial  hand 
Worked  in  those  signs.     The'hour  of  thy  deliverance 
Is  on  the  stroke : — ^for  ottisery  ciitn  not  add 
Grief  to  thy  griefs,  or  patience  to*  thy  sufierance ! 

Zap.  Can  not  1  0,  what  if  thou  wert  taken  from  me  ? 
Nay,  thou  said'st  well :  iot  that  and  death  were  one. 
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Life's  grief  is  at  its  heigfht  indeed ;  tfce  hwrd 
Necenity  of  this  iahimuui  state 
Hath  made  our  deeds  .inlminaii  as  oqf  veslineiitSk 
Housed  in  this  wild  wood,  with  wild  usages^ 
Danger  our  guest,  and  famine  at  our  portal — 
Wolf-like  to  prowl  in  the  shepherd's  fold  hy  lii(^t ! 
At  once  for  food  and  safety  to  afiiighten 
The  traveller  from  his  road-^ 

[Gl^m  is  heard  mnging  wUkou4 
R.  Kiu.  Hadcl  be^  you  not 

A  distant  chant  ? 

Sowo-—^  Glycine. 
A  sunny  shaft  did  I  hehold. 

From  sky  to  earth  it  slanted  : 
And  poised  therein  a  hird  so  hold--* 

Sweet  bird,  thou  wert  enchanted  !' 
He  sank,  he  rose,  he  twiiikled,  he  trolled 

Within  that  shafl  of  sunny  mist ; 
His  eyes  of  .fire,  his  beak  of  gold, 

All  else  of  amethjrst ! 

And  thas  he  sang  :  "  Adieu  !  adieu  ! 
Lore's  .dreaqis  prove  seldom  true^ 
The  blossoms,  they  make  no  dejay : 
The  spaddiog  dew-dxops  will  .not  stay. 
Sweet  month  of  May, 
We  must  away ; 
Far,  far  away  I 
To-day  I  to-day  i" 

Zap.  Sure  'tis  some  M^t  spirit ! ' 

For  since  thou  slew'st  Ae  nsorpw's  emissary 
That  plunged  upon  us,  a-  more  than  .moftal  fear 
Is  as  a  wall,  that  wards  off*  the  beleaguerer 
And  starves  the  poor  besieged.  \^song  again, 

R.  Kiu.  It  i»  a  maiden's  voice !  quick  to  the  cave ! 

Zap.  Hark !  hev  voice  falters !  [£istU  Zapdya. 

R.  Kiu,  She  must  ;iot  enter 

The  cavern,  else  I  will  remain  unseen! 

[Kiuprili  retires  to  one  side  of  the  stage,    Qlycme  enters 
singing. 
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Gly.  A  savage  place  1  saints  shield  me  I  Bethlen  1  Bethlen 
Not  here  ?— ^There's  no  one  here  !  Til  sing  again,     [sings  agaUu 
If  I  do  not  hear  my  own  voice,  I  shall  fancy 
^     Voices  in  all  chance  sounds !  [starts. 

'Twas  some  dry  branch 
Dropt  of  itself !  Oh,  he  went  forth  so  rashly, 
Took  no  food  with  him — only  his  arms  and  hoar-spear ! 
What  if  I  leave  these  cakes,  this  cruse  of  wine. 
Here  by  this  cave,  and  seek  him  with  the  rest  ? 
JR.  Kin.  {unseen.)  Leave  them  and  flee ! 
Ghf.  {shrieks^  then  recovering.)  Where  are  you  ? 
R.  Kiu.  (stiU  unseen.)  Leave  them  I    -- 

Gly.        .  Tis  Glycine  I 

Speak  to  me,  Bethlen  I  speak  in  your  own  voice  I 
All  silent  I — If  this  were  the  wat-wolf  *s  den  I 
'Twas  not  his  voice ! — 

[  Glycine  leaves  the  provisions  and  exit.    Kiuprili  comes 
forward,  seizes  them  and  carries  them  into  the  cavern^ 
Glycine  returns. 
Gly.  Shame !  nothing  hurt  me  ! 

If  some  fierce  beast  have  gored  him,  he  must  needs 
Speak  with  a  strange  voice.  Wounds  cause  thirst  and  hoarseness  ! 
Speak,  Bethlen !  or  but  moan.     St — St— No — ^Bethlen  I 
K I  turn  b^k  and  he  should  be  found  dead  here, 

[she  creeps  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  cavern. 
1  should  go  mad ! — ^Again ! — 'Twas  my  own  heart! 
Hush,  coward  heart !  better  beat  loud  with  fear, 
Than  break  with  shame  and  anguish !         • 

[As  she  approacJies  to  enter  the  cavern^  KiuprUi  stops  her. 
Glycine  shrieks. 

<-  Saints  protect  me ! 

R.  Kiu.  Swear  then  by  all  thy  hopes,  by  all  thy  fears — 
Gly.  Save  me! 

R.  Kiu.  Swear  secrecy  and  silence! 

Gly.  Iswea^I 

R.  Kiu.  Tell  what  thou  art,  and  what  thou  seekest  ? 
Gly.        ^  Only 

A  harmless  orphan  youl^,  to  bring  him  £>od — 
R.  Kiu.  Wherefore  in  this  wood  ? 
G^.  Alas !  it  was  his  purpose- 
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R,  Kiu,  With  what  intention  eame  he  ?    Woald'st  thou  save 
him, 
Hide  nothing !       - 

G/y.  Save  him !     O  forgive  his  rashness ! 
He  is  good,  and  did  not  know  that  thou  wert  human ! 

-R.  Kiu.  HiHnant      ' 

With  what  design  ? 

Gly.  To  kill  thee,  or 

If.  thou  wert  a  spirit,  to  compel  thee 
By  prayers,  and  with  the  shedding  of  his4ilood, 
To  make  disclosure  of  his  parentage. 
But  most  of  all — 

Zap.  (rusking  out  from  the  cavern.)  Heaven's  blesong  on  thee ! 
Speak!  ^ 

Qty.  Whether  his.mother  live,  or  perished  h«i« !  ^ 

Zap.  Aogel  of  mercy,!  was  perishing. 
And  thou  did'st  bring  me  food  :  and  now  thou  bring'st 
The  sweet,  sweet  food  of  hope  and  c<mselatioh 
To  a  mother^s  famished  heart !     His  name/  sweet  maiden ! 

Gly.  E'en  till  this  morning  we  were  woi^t  to  name  him  - 
Bethlen  Bathory ! 

Zap.  -    Even  till  this  morning  ? 

This  morning  ?  when  my  weak  faith  failed  me  wholly  I 
Pardon,  0  thou  that  portion'st  out  our  sufferance, 
And  fill'st  again  the  widow's  empty  cruse  1^ 
Say  on !  , 

Gly.  The  false  ones  charged,  the  valiant  youth 
With  treasonous  words  of  Emerick — 

Zap.  Ha!  my  seal 

Gly.  And  of  Lord  Casimir —  . 

It.  Kiu.  (aside.)  0  agony!  my  son  1 

Gly.  But  mS  dear  lady-^ 

Zap.  and  R.  Kiu.  Who  ?     . 

Gly.  Lady  Sarolta 

Frowned  and  discharged  these  bad  men.  , 

R.  Kiu.  (to  himself.)  Righteous  heaven 
Sent  me  a  daughter  once,  and  I  repined 
That  it  was  not  a  son,     A  son  was.  given  me. 
My  daughter  died,  and  I  scarce  shed  a  teat : 
And  lo !  that  son  became  my  curse  and  infamy. 
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Zaj^.  (emibracei  Glypine.)  Sweet  iimoceat!  and  yoaoame  here 
to  seek  him, 
And  bring  him  ioMt.     Alas !  thou  fear'st  ? 

Gty.  .Not  mueh ! 

My  own  dear  lady*  when  I  was  a  chiid, 
Embraced  me  q(l,  hoi  bar  heart  never  beat  so. 
For  I  too  am  an  orphan,  motherless ! 

R.  Kiu.  {fo  Zapolya,)  0  yet  hewaie,  lest  hope's  brief  flask  but 
deepen 
The  afler-gloom,  and  make  the  darkness  stormy ! 
In  that  last  conflict,  following  our  espape. 
The  usurper's  cruelty  had  clogged  our  flight 
With  many  a  babe  and  many  a  childija^  mother. 
This  maid  herself  is  one  of  numberless 
Planks  from  the  aame  vast  wreck.  ,    [$he»  to  Ghfcine  again. 

Well !  Oaaimir's  wtfe — 

Gly.  She  is  always  graeions^  and  so  praised*  the  old  man 
That  his  heart  o'erflowedv  aad  made  diacoveary 
That  in  this  weod^*- 

Zap.  O, speak  I. 

Gly.        ^  A  wouiided  lady*— 

IZapolya  faints*^4hey  both  support  her. 

Gly.  Is  tlBS  Ms  Booths  ? 

R.  Kiu.  She  wmdd  fain  believe  it. 

Weak  though  the  proofs  be.     Hape^diaws  towards  itself 
The  flame  with  which  it  kindles.  [horn  heard  toithqut 

.To  the  cavern  I 
duick !  quick  I  .  ' 

.  Gly.  Perchance  some  huntunen  of  the  king's. 

R.  Kiu.  Emerick  ? 

Gly.  He  came  this  morning-^ 

[  They  retire  to  the  cavern^  bearing  Zapolya.     Then  enter 
Bethlen,  armed  tenth  a  boarspear. 

Bet.  <  I  had  a  glimpse 

Of  some  fierce  shape ;  and  b«$  that  Fancy  often 
Is  Nature's  intermeddles,  and  cries  halves 
With  the  outward  sight,  I  should  believe  I  saw  it 
Bear  ofi*  some  human  prey.     0  my  presetver ! 
Bathory!  Father!  Yes,  titou  deserv'st  that  name  1 
Thou  did'st  not  moek  me  I    These  ^e  blei^  findings  4 
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The  secret  cipher  of  mf  jde»tiny  [Lookmg  at  bis  signeL 

Stands  here  inscribed  :  it  is  the  seal  of  iata !  . .    > 

Ha! — Had  ever  monster  fitting  lair,  'tis  yonder] 

Thou  yawning  den,  I  well  remember  thee  1 

Mine  eyes  deceived  me  not.     Heaven  leads  me  oa! 

Now  for  a  blast,  loud  as  a  king's  defianee, 

To  rouse  the  monster  eoaehant  o'er  his  raviae!  >  . 

^  [Bloi(;s  the  horn — then  a  paicse. 

Another  blast !  and  with  another  swdl 
To  you,  ye  charmed  watc^rs  of  this  wood! 
If  haply  I  ha^ve  come,  the  rightful  heir 
Of  vengeaiice :  if  in^  me  survive  the  spirits 
Of  those,  whose  guiltless  Uood, flowed  streaming  hece  ! 

[Blows  again  louder,^ 
Still  silent  ?     Is  the  monster  gorged ?     Heaven, shield  me! 
Thou,  faithful  spear !  be  both  my  torch  and  guide. 

[As  Bdhlen  is  abozU  to  enter,  KiupriU  sjpeaksfrom  the 
cavern  unseen. 

R.  Kiu.  Withdraw  thy  foot  I    Eetract  thine  idle  spear 
And  wait  obedient  \ 

Bet.  -Ha  !    What  art  thou  ?  speak ! 

R.  Kiu.  {still  unseen.)  Avengers ! 

Bet.  By  'a  dying  mother's  pangs 

E'en  such  aq^  L     Keceive  me  I 

R.  Kiu.  (stiU  unseen.)  Wait!  Beware! 
At  thy  first  fetep,  tho^  tread^^t  upon  the  light, 
Thenceforth  must  darkling  flow,  and  sii^  in  darkness  I 

Bet.  Ha !  see  my  boar-spear  trembles  like  a  reed ! — 
Oh,  fool !  mine  eyes  are  duped  by  my  own  shuddenng,— . 
Those  piled  theughrts,,  built  upia  solitude;  '.  - 

Year  following  year  that  pressed  upscm  «ny  heart 
As  on  the  altar  of  some  unknown  God, 
Then,  as  if  touch'd  by  fixe  from  heaven.  descekidi9£» 
Blazed  up  within  me  at  a  &thei's  navae — 
Do  they  desert  me  now ! — at  my  last  trial  % 
Voice  of  command !  and  thoo,  0  hidden  Light  1 
I  have  obeyed  !     Declare  ye  by  what  name 
I  dare  invoke  you  !     Tell  what  sacrifice 
Will  mal%  yoti  g^raeioqa. 

^..  Kiu.  (stUl  unseen.)  Patience!  Truth!  Obedience! 
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Be  tby  whole  soul  tiransparent !  so  the  Light, 
Thou  seekest,  may  enshrine  itself  within  thee  f 
Thy  name  ? 

BeL  Ask  rather  the  poor  roaming  saTage, 
Whose  infancy  no  holy  rite  had  blest, 
To  him,  perchance  rude  spoil  or  ghastly  trophy,  « 
In  chase  or  battle  won,  have  given  a  name. 
I  have  none — ^but  like  a  dbg  have  answered       ^ 
To  the  chance  sound  which  he  that  fed  me,  called  me. 

R,  Kiu.  {stiU  unseen.)  Thy  birth-place  ? 

Bet.  Deluding  spirits !     Do  y6  mock  me  t 
CLu6stion  the  Night !     Bid  Darkness  tell  its  birth-plaoe  f 
Yet  hear  !     Within  yon  old  oak's  hollow  trunk. 
Where  the  bats  cling,  have  1  surveyed  my  cradle  I 
The  mother-falcon  hath  her  nest  above  it. 

And  in  it  the  wolf  litters  \ 1  invoke  you. 

Tell  me,  ye  secret  ones !  if  ye  beheld,  me 
As  I  stood  there,  like  one  who  having  delved 
For  hidden  gold  hath  found  a  talisman, 

0  tell !  what  rights,  what  offices  of  duty 

This  signet  doth  command  ?     What  rebel  spirits 
Owe  homage  to  its  Lord  ?        * 

jR.  Kiu.  {still  unseen.)  More,  guiltier,  mightier. 
Than  thou  may'st  summon  !     Wait  the  destined  hoiar ! 

JBet.  0  yet  again,  and  with  more  clamoroi^s  prayer, 

1  importune  ye  I     Mock  me  no  more  with  shadows  I 
This  sable  mantle-— tell,  dte&i  voice  !  did  this 
Enwrap  one  fatherless  !'  - 

Zap.  (unseen.)  One  fatherless  ! 

Bet.  A  sweeter  voice ! — ^A  voice  df  love  and  pity. 
Was  it  the  soflened  echo  of  mine  own  ? 
Sad  echo  !  but  the  hope,  it  kill'd,  was  sickly. 
And  ere  it  died  it  had  been  mourned  as  dead_! 
One  other  hope  yet  lives  within  my  soul : 
Cluick  let  Ttie  ask ! — ^while  yet  this  stifling  fear 
This  stop  6f  the  heart,  lea'ves  utterance  ! — Are— are  these 
The  sole  remains  of  her  that  gave  me  life? 
Have  I  a  mother  ? 

[Zapoiya  rushes  out  to  embrace  him. 
Ha  1 
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Zap.  My,  gon !.  my  son ! 

A  wretched — ^Oh  no,  no !  a  blest — a  liappy  motber  I 

[  They  embraot.     Ziupnli  and  Glycine  oome  forvfard,  and 
the  curtain  drops. 


ACT  m. 

Scene  I. — A  statdy  room  in  Lord  Casimir's  castle. 

Enter  Emerick  and  Laska. 
Erne,  i  do  percdve  thou  hast  a  tender  conscience, 
Laska,  in  all  things  that  concem  thine  own 
Interest  or  safety. 

Las.  In  this  sovereign  presence 

I  can  fear  nothings  but  your  dread  displeasure. 

Erne.  Perchance^  thou  tbink'stit  strange,  that  I  of  all  men 
Should  covet  thus  the  bve.  of  fair  Sarolta, 
Dishonoring  Casimir  ?  ^ 

Zees.  .  Far  be  it  from  me  I 

Your  Majesty's  love  and  cboice  bring  honor  with  them. 

Erne,  Perchance,  thou  hast  heard,  that  Casimir  is  my  friend, 
Fought  for  me,  yea,  for  my  sake,  set  at  naught 
A  parent's  blessing ;  braved  a  father's  curse  ? 

Las.  (aside.)  Would  I  but  knew  now,  what  his  Miijesty  meant  I 
Oh  yes,  Sire  !  'tis  our  common  talk,  how  Lord 
Kiuprih,  my  Lord's  father-^— 

Enu.  'Tis  your  talk, 

Is  it,  good  statesman  Laska  ? 

Las.  No,  not  mine^ 

Not  mine,  an  please  your  Majesty  !     There  are 
Some  insolent  malcontents  indeed  that  talk  thus^- 
Nay  worse,  mere  treason.     As  Bathory's  son, 
The  £)ol  that  ran  into  the  monster's  jaws. 

Erne.  Well,  'tis  a  loyal  monster  if  he  rids  us 
Of  traitors  I    But  art  sure  the  youth's  devoured  ? 
Las.  Not  a  limb  left,  an  please  your  Majesty  I 
And  that  imhappy  girl— 

Erne.  Xhou  followed'st  her 

Into  the  wood  ?  [Laska  hows  assent. 
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Henceforth,  then,  I'll  beli^re 
That  jealousy  can  make  a  hare  a  lion. 

Las.  Scarce  had  I  got  the  first  glimpse  of  her  yeil, 
When,  with  a  horrid  roar  that  made  the  leares 
Of  the  wood  shake — 

iEme.  Made  thee  shake  like  a  leaf, 

Las,  The  war-wolf  leaped  ;  at  the  first  plunge  he  seized  her, 
Forwiurd  I  rush'd  I 

JEme,  Most  marvellous ! 

La$.  HurVd  my  javelin  ; 

Which  from  his  dragon-^scales  recoiling — 

Erne.  Enough  !         - 

'And  take,  friend,  this  advice.     When  next  thou  tonguest  it. 
Hold  constant  to  thy  exploit  with  this  monster, 
And  leave  untouched  your  common  talk  aforesaid. 
What  your  Lord  did,  or  should  have  done. 

Las.  My  talk? 

The  saints  forhid  !  I  always  said,  for  my  part, 
"  Was  not  the  king  Lord  Casimir's  dearest  friend  t 
Was  not  that  friend  a  king  ?     Whatever  he  did 
*Twas  all  from  pure  love  to  his  Majesty." 

Erne,  And  this  then  was  thy  talk  ?     While  kriave  and  cowardj 
Both  strong  within  thee,  wrestle  for  the  uppermost 
In  slips  the  fool  and  takes  the  place  of  both. 
Babbler !  Lord  Casimir  did,  as  thou  and  all  niett. 
He  loved  himself,  loved  Honors,  wealth,  dominion, 
All  these  were  set  upon  a  father's  head  :  .  ^ 

Good  truth !  a  most  unlucky  accident  1  , 

For  he  but  lyished  to  hit  the  prize  ;  not  graze 
The  head  that  bore  it :  so  with  steady -eye 
Off  flew  the  parricidal  arrow. — ^Even 
As  Casimir  loved  Emerick,  Emerick 
Loves  Casimir,  intends  him  no  dishonor. 
He  winked  not  then,  for  love  of  me  forsooth ! 
For  love  of  me  now  let  him  wink !    Or  if 
The  dame  prove  half  as  wis6  as  she  is  fdr. 
He  may  still  pass  his  hand,  and  find  all  smootli. 

[passing  his  hand  across  Ms  brow. 

Las.  Your  Majesty's  reasoning  has  convinced  me. 

^nie.  ISiee! 
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'Tis  well !  and  i9<h'o^  Hk^  xo^aiut.    for  by  n»f  ftkh 

I  had  half  forgotten  thee. — Thou  hast  the  key  ?         [La$Jba  bows. 

And  in  your  lady'^  phamber  tb^e*s  full  spaee  ?  ,         . 

Xos.  Between  the  wall  and  anaa  to  eeneeal  yen. 

Erne.  Here  !    Thifl  puree  is  but  an  eameBt  of  ^tiby  fertime, 
If  thou  prov'st  fiiithful.     But  if  thou  betmyest  aae* 
Hark  you ! — ^the  wolf,  that  shall  dvag  thee  to  his  dsn 
Shall  be  no  fiction. 

[JSxit  Emerick.    Laska  manet  mth  a  key  in  one  hand» 
and  a  purse  in  the  other, 

La&.  Well  then!     Here  I  stand, 

Like  Hercules,  on  either  side  a  gc^dess. 
Call  this  (looking  aU  the  purse»y 

Preferment ;  this  {holding  wp  the  key.)    Fidelity  ! 
And  first  my  golden  goddess  :  what  bMs'she  ? 
Only  :— "  This  way,  your  Majesty  I  hush  !     The  household 
Are  all  safe  lodged." — Then,  put  Fidelity 
Within  her  proper  wards,  just  turn  her  round— «- 
So — ^the  door  opens — and  for  %11  the. rest, 
'Tis  the  king's  deed,  i\f>t  liaska's.     Do  but  this 
And — "  I'm  the  mere  earnest  of  yaur  future  fortunes." 
But  what  says  the  other  1 — ^Whi»per  on,  I  I  hear  you  I 

[putting  the  key  to  his  ear. 
All  Tery  true ! — but,  good  Fidelity ! 
If  I  refuse  King  Emerick,  will  you  promise,  . 
And  swear  now,  to  unlock  the  dungeon*door. 
And  save  me  from  the  hangman  ?     Ay  1  you're  sileflil ! 
What,  not  a  word  in  answer  ?    A  elear  nonsuit  I 
Now  for  one  look  to  see  that  all  are  lodged 
At  the  due  distance— then — ^yonder  li'es  the  road 
For  Laska  and  his  royal  iriend,  King  Emetick  I 

[Exit  Laska,     Thef}  en$er  Bathory  mtd  Bethienh 

Bet.  He  looked  as  if  he  were  some  God  disguised 
In  an  old  warrior's  venerable  shape 
To  guard  and  guide  my  mother.  ^Is  th^re  not 
Chapel  or  oratory  in  this  manaiein  ? 

O.  Bat.  Even  so. 

Betj  Froln  that  place  then  am  I  to  take 

A  helm  and  bxeast-plate,  both  inlaid  with  gotd, 
And  the  good  sword  tiiat  (mce  was  Raab  Kiuprili's. 
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O.  Bat.  Thow  yeiy  arms  this  day  Sarolta  show'd  me — 
With  wittfol  look.     I'm  lost  ia  wild  conject^ures !. 

Bet.  0  tempt  me  not,  e'eo,  with  a  wandering  guess, 
To  break  the  firpt  command  a  mother's  will 
Imposed,  a  mother's  voice  made  known  to  me  1 
"  Ask  not,  my  son,"  said  she,  "  our  names  or  thine', 
The  shadow  of  the  eclipse  is  passing  off 
The  full  orb  of  thy  destiny  I     Already 
The  victor  Crescent  glitters  forth  and  sheds 
O'er  the  yet  lingering  haze  a  phantom  light. 
Thou  canst  not  hasten  it  \    Leave  then  to  Heaven 
The  work  of  Heaven  :  and  with  a  silent  spirit    '     - 
Sympathize  with  the  powers  that  work  in  silence !" 
Thus  spake  she,  and  she  looked,  as  she  were  then 
Fresh  from  some  heavenly  vision ! 

[Re-enter  Laska,  not  perceiving  them. 

Las,  ~  All  asleep! 

[Then  observing  Bethlen,  stands  tn  idiot-affright, 
I  must  speak  to  it  first — ^Put — ^put  the  question ! 
I'll  confess  all !  [Stanunering  tbithfear, 

O.  Bat.  Laska  i  what  ails  thee,  man  ? 

Las.  {pointing  to  Bethlen.\  There ! 

O.  Bat,  I  see  nothing  !  where ! 

LoA.  He  doe&not  see  iti 

Bethlen,  torment  me  not ! 

Bet.  Soft !     Rouse  him  gently ! 

He  hath  outwatched  his  hpur,  and  half  asleep, 
With  eyes  half  open,  mingles  sight  with  dreams. 

O.  Bat.  Ho  I  Laska !  Don't  you  know  us!  'tis  Bathory 
And  Bethlen.  I 

Las.  Grood  now  !     Hal  ha !     An  excellent  trick. 
Afraid  ?     Nay,  no  ofienoe  ?     But  I  must  laugh. 
But  are  you  sure  now,  that  'tis  you,  yourself. 

Bet.  Would'st  be  convinced  ? 

Lobs.  No 'nearer, -pray !  consider! 

If  it  should  prove  his  ghost,  the  touch  would  freeze  me 
To  a  tombstone.    No  nearer ! 

Bet.  The  fool  is  drunk ! 

Las.  Well  now !  I  love  a  brave  ^uui  to  my  heart. 
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I  myself  braved  the  monster,  and  would  fain 
Have  saved  the  false,  one  from  the  fate 'she  tempted. 

O.  Bat,  You,  Laska  ? 

BeU  {to  Bathory.)  Mark  !     Heaven  grant  it  may  be  sol 
Glycine  ? 

Xms,         She !     I  traced  her  by  the  voice. 
Youll  scarce  believe  me,  when  I  say  I  heard 
The  close  of  a  song  :  the  poor  wretch  had  been  singing : 
As  if  she  wished  tp  compliment  the  war: wolf     " 
At  once  with  music  and  a  meal  I 

Bet,  {to  BatJmy)  Mark  that ! 

LcbS.  At  the  next  moment  I  beheld  her  running,  •• 

Wringing  her  hands  with,  "  Bethlen ! .  0  poor  Bethlen  !*' 
I  almost  fear,  the  sudden  noise  I  made, 
Rushing  impetuous  through  the  brake,  alarmed  her. 
She  stopp'd,  then  mad  with  fear,  turn'd  round  and  ran 
Into  the  monster's  gripe.     One  piteous  scream 
I  heard.     There  was  no  second — I— 

Set.  Stop  there ! 

We'll  spare  your  modesty !     Who  dares  not  honor 
Laska's  brave  tongue,  and  high  heroic  fancy  ? 

Las.  You  too,  Sir  Knight,  have  come  back  safe  and  sound  I 
You  played  the  hero  at  a  cautious  distance  ! 
Or  was  it  that  you  sent  the  poor  girl  fbrsvard 
To  stay  the  monster's  stomach  ?     Dainties  quickly 
Pall  on  the  taste  and  cloy  the  appetite  ! 

O.  Bat.  Laska,  beware  !     Forget  not  what  thou  art !      ' 
Shouldst  thou  but  dream  thou'rt  valiant,  cross  thyself !  . 
And  ache  all  over  at  the  dangerous  fancy. 

Las.  What  then  !  you  swell  Upon  my  lady's  favor, 
High  Lords  and  perilous  of  one  day's  growth  ! 
But  other  judges  now  sit  on  the  bench  ! 
And  haply,  Laska  hath  found  audience  there. 
Where  to  defend  the  tr.eason  of  a  son 
Might  end  in  lifting  up  both  son  and  father 
Still  higher ';  to  a  height  from  which^indeed 
You  both  may  drop,  but,  spite  of  fate  and  fortune. 
Will  be  secured  from  falling  to  the  ground. 
'Tis  possible  too,  young  man !  that  royal  Emerick, 

VOL.  vn.  U 
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At-Laska's  rightful  suit,  may  make  inquiry 

By  whom  seduced,  the  maid  so  strangely  missing — 

Bet.  Soft  I  nly  good  Laska  !  might  it  not  suffice,  > 
If  to  yourself,  being  Locd  Casimir's  steward, 
I  should  make  record  of  Glycine's  fate  ? 

JLas.  *Tia  well !  it  shall  content  me  l-  though  your  fear 
Has  all  the  credit  of  these  lowered  tones. 
First  we  demand  the  manner  of  her  death  ? 

Bet  Nay  !  that's  superfluous  1     Have  you  not  just  told  us, 
That  you  yourself,  led  by  impetuous  valor, 
Witnessed  the  whole  ?     My  tale's  of  later  date. 
After  the  fate,  froqi  which  your  valor  strove 
In  vain  to  rescue  the  rash  maid,.  I  saw  her! 

Las.  Glycine? 

Bet.  ISfay !    Dare  I  accuse  wise  Laska, 

Whose  words  find  access  to  a  monarch's  ear, 
Of  a  base,  braggart  lie  ?     It  must  have  been 
Her  spirit  that  appeared  iojae.     But  haply 
I  come  too  late  ?     It  has  itself  delivered 
Its  own  con>missio^  to  you  ? 

O.  Bat.  ..    'Tis  most  Jikely  ! 

And  the  ghost  doubtless  vanished  when  we  entered 
And  found  brave  Laska  staring  wide — ^at  nothing  ! 

Las.  'Tis  well !  you've  ready  wits  !  I  shall  report  them. 
With  all  due  hoilor  to  his  majesty  ! 
Treasure  them  up,  I  pray  !     A  certain  person, 
Whom  the  king -flatters  vtdth  his  confidence, 
Tells  you,  his  royal  friend  asks  startling  questions  ! 
'Tis  but  a  hint !     And  now  what  says  the  ghost  ?  \ 

Bet.  Listen !  for  thus  it  spake  :  *'  Say  thou  Iq  Laska,      . 
Glycine,  knowing  all  thy  thoughts  engrossed 
In  thy  new  oflice  of  king's  fool  and  knave. 
Foreseeing,  thou'lt  forget  with  thine  own. hand 
To  make  due  penance  for  the  wrongs  thou'st  caused  her, 
For  thy  soul's  safety,  doth  consent  to  take  it 
From  Bethlen's  cudgel" — thus.  ^  [beats  him  of. 

-         Off'!  scoundrel!  off'! 

[Laska  runs  away. 

O.  Bat.  The  sudden  swelling  of  .this  shallow  dastard 
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Tells  of  a  recent  Btoim  :  the  first  disruption 

Of  the  black  cloud  that  hangs  and  threatens.  p*er  us. 

Bet.  E'en  this  reproves  my  loitering.     Say  where  lies 
The  oratory?  I 

O.  Bat.        Ascend  yon  flight  of  stairs  I  ' 

Midway  the  corridor  a  silver  lamp 
Hangs  o*er  the  entrance  of  Sarolta's  chamber, 
And  facing  it,  the  low  arched  oratory  ! 
Me  thoi^lt  find  watching  at  the  outward  gate  : 
For  a  petard  might  burst  the  bars  unheard 
By  the  drenched  porter,  and  Sarolta  hourly 
Expects  Lord  Casimir,  spite  of  Emerick's  message  I 

Bet.  There  I  will  meet  you !     And  till  then  good  night ! 
Dear  good  old  man,  good  night  I 

O.  Bat.  0  yet  drie  moment ! 

What  I  repelled,  when  it  did  seq  seem  my  own, 
I  cling'  to,  now 'tis  parting — call  me  father  ! 
It  can  not  now  mislead,  thee.     0  my  son, 
Ere  yet  our  tongues  have  learnt  another  name, 
Bethlen  ! — say — Father  to  me  ! 

Bet.  '  Nqw,  and  forever 

My  father  I  ot)ier  sire  than  thou,  on  earth 
I  never  had,  a  dearer  could  not  have ! 
From  the  base  earth  you  raised  me  to  your  arms. 
And  I  would  leap  from  off  a  throne,  and  kneeling. 
Ask  heaven's  blessing  from  thy  lips.     My  father ! , 

0.  ^a^.  Go!  Go!  [Exit  Bethlen.      , 

May  every  star  now  shining  over  us, 
Be  as  an  angel's  eye,  to  watch  and  gusyrd  him ! 

[Exit  Bathory. 

Scene  changes  to  a  splendid  Bed-jzhaniber^  htmg  with  tapestry, 
Sarolta  and  an  Attendant- 

Alt.  We  all- did  love  her,  madam! 

Sar.  She. deserved  it! 

Luckless  Glycine  !  rash,  .unhappy  girl  I 
'Twas  the  first  time  she  e'er  deceived  me, 

Att,,  She  was  in  love,  and  had  she  not  died  thus, 
With  grief  for  Bethlen's  loss,  and  fear  of  Laska, 
She  would  have  pined  herself  to  death  at  home. 

Bar.  Has  the  youth's  father  come  back  fr6m  his  search  ? 
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Att.  He  never  will,  I  feat  me,  O  dear  lady ! 
That  Laska  did  so  triumph  o'er  the  old  man — 
It  was  quite  cruel — "  you*li  be  sure,'**  said  he, 
"  To  meet  with  part  at  least  of  your  son  Bethlen, 
Or  the  war- wolf  must  have  a  qui^k  digestion  ! 
Go  !  search  the  wood  by  all  means !     Go !  I  pray  you  !" 

Sar.  Inhuman  wretch  t 

Att,  '     And  old  Bathory  answered 

With  a  sad  smile,  "  It  is  a  witch's  prayer. 
And  may  Heaven  read  it  backwards."    Though  she  was  rash, 
'Twas  a  small  fault  for  such  a  punishment ! 

Sar.  Nay,  'twas  rhy  griefs  and  not  my  anger  spoke. 
Small  fault  indeed !  but  leav^  me,  my  good  girl ! 
I  feel  a  weight  that  only  prayer  can  lighten. 

\Eocit  Attendant. 
0  they  were  innocent  and  yet  have  perished 
In  their  May  of  life ;  and  Vice  grows  old  in  triumph. 
Is  it  Mercy's  hand,  that  for  the  bad  man  holds 

Life's  closing  gate  ? 

Still  passing  thence  petitionary  Hours 

To  woo  the  obdurate  spirit  to  repentance  ? 

Or  would  this  chillness  tell  me,  that  there  is 

Guilt  too  enormous  to  be  duly  punished, 

Save  by  increase  of  guilt  ?     The  Powers  of  Evil 

Are  jealous  claimants.     Guilt  too  hath  its  ordeal, 

And  Hell  its  own  probatioft' ! — Merciful  Heaven, 

Rather  than  this,  pour  down  upon  thy  suppliant 

Disease,  and  agony,  and  comfortless  want ! 

0  send  us  forth  to  wander  on  unshelter'd  I  '      _ 

Make  our  food  bitter  with  despised  tears  ! 

Let  viperous  scorn  hiss  at  us  as  we  pass  ! 

Yea,  let  us  sink  down  at  our  enemy's  gate. 

And  beg  forgiveness  and  a  morsel  of  bread  I 

With  all  the  heaviest  worldly  visitations, 

Let  the  dire  father's  curse  that  hovers  o'er  us 

Work  out  its  dread  fulfilment,  and  the  spirit 

Of  wronged  Kiuprili  be  appeased.     But  only,     " 

Only,  0  merciful  in  vengeance  !  let  not 

That  plague  turn  inward  on  my  Casimir's  soul ! 

Scare  thence  the  fiend  Ambition,  and  restore  him 
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To  Im  onm  heart !    0  save  him !     Save  1117  husband ! 

[During  the  latter  part  of  this  speech  Emerick  comes  for- 
vfard  from  his  hiding-place,     SaroLta  seeing  him  ivith- 
ctit  recognizing  him. 
In  such  a  shape  a  father's  curse  should  come. 

Erne,  (advancing.)  Fear  not ! 

Sur:  Who  art  thou  ?     Robber  ?     Traitor  ? 

Erne.  Friend ! 

Who  in  good  hour  hath  startled  these  dark  fancies, 
Rapacious  traitors,  that  would  fain  depose  > 
Joy,  love  and  beauty,  from  their  natural  thrones  : 
These  lips,  those  angel  eyes,  that  regal  forehead. 

Sar.  Strengthen  me,  Heaven !  I  innst  not  seem  afraid !    [aside. 
The  king  to-night  then  deigns  te  play  the  ma^cr. 
What  seeks  your  majesty  ?    ' 

Erne.  Sarolta's  love; 

And  Emerick's  power  lies  prostrate  at  her  feet. 

Sar.  Heaven  guard  the  sovereign's  power  from  such  debase^ 
ment! 
Far  rather,  Sire,  let  it  descend  in  vengeance 
On  the  base  villain,  on  the  faithless  slave. 
Who  dared  unbaT  the  doors  of  these  retirements !  . 
For  whom  ?     Has  Casimir  deserved  this-  insult  ? 
0  my  mi^ving  hearts  1     If—if— from  Heaven, 
Yet  not  from  you,  Lord  Emerick ! 

Erne.  Chiefly  from  meu 

Has  he  not  like  an  ingrate  cobbed  my  court 
Of  Beauty's  star,  and  kept  my  heart  in  darkness  ? 
First  then  on  him  I  will  administer  justice — 
If  not  in  mercy,  yet  in  love  and  rapture.  [seizes  her. 

Sar.  Help !  Treason'!  Help  !       '       . 

Em>e.  Call  louder  !     Scream  again  I  . 

Here's  none  can  hear  you ! 

Sar.'  Hear  me,  hear  me,  Heaven! 

Erne.  Nay,  why  this  rage  ?    Who  best  deserves  you  ?    Casimir, 
Emerick's  bought  implement,  the  jealous  slave 
That  mews  you  up  with  bolts  and  bars  ?  or  Emerick 
Who  proflers  yen  a  throne  ?.    Nay,  mine  you  shall  be. 
Hence  with  this  fond  resistance  1     Yield  ;  then  live 
This  month  a  widow,  and  the  ne^t  a  queen ! 
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Sar.  Yet,  yet  for  one  brief  moment  [struggling. 

Unhand  me,  I  conjure  you. 

[  She  throws  him  off,  and  rushes  towards  a  toilet.  Emerick 
follows,  and  as  ^s/ie  takes  a  dagger,  he  grasps  it  in  her 
hand. 

Erne.  Ha !  Ha !  a  dagger  ; 

A  seemly  ornament  for  a  lady's  casket ! 
Tis  held,  devotion  is  akin  to  love. 
But  yours  is  tragic  !     Love  in  war !     It  charms  me, 
And  makes  your  beauty  worth  a  king's  embraces  I 

{During  this  Speech  BetMen  enters  armed.) 

Bet.  Eufiian,  forbear  !     Turn,  turn  and  front  my  sword  I 

Erne.  Pish !  who  is  this  ! 

Sar 4  0  sleepless  eye  of  Heaven ! 

A  West,  a  blessed  spirit !     "Whence  earnest  thou  ?  - 
May  I  still  call  thee  Bethlen  ? 

Bet.  Ever,  lady. 

Your  faithful  soldier ! 

Erne.  Insolent  slave  !     Depart ! 

Know'st  thou  not  me  ?  , 

Bet.  I  knew  thou  art  a  villain 

And,  coward  !     That  thy  devilish,  purpose  msurks  thee ! 
What  else,  this  lady  must  instruct  my  sword ! 

^Sar.  Monster,  retire  !    0  touch  him  not,  thou  blest  one ! 
This  is  the  hour,  that  fiends  and  damned  spirits 
Do  walk  the  earth,  and  take  whaX  form  they  list ! 
Yon  devil  hath  assumed  a  king's !  ^ 

Bet.  Usurped  it! 

Erne.  The  king  will  play  the  deyil  with  thee  indeed  ! 
But  that  I  mean  to  hear  thee  howl  on  the  rack, 
I  would  debase  this  sword,  and  lay  thee  prostrate, 
At  this  thy  paramour's  feet  j  then  drag  her  forth' 
Stained  with  adulterous  blood,  and 

— ^mark  you,  traitress  I 
Strumpeted  first,  then  turned  adrifl  to  beggaiy ! 
Thou  prayed  st  for't  too. 

Sar.  .    Thou  art  so  fiendish  wicked, 

That  in  thy  blasphemies  I  scarce  hear  thy  threats  I 

Bet.  Lady,  be  caim !  fear  not  this  king  of  the  buakin  ! 
A  king  ?     Oh  laughter !    A  king  Bajazet ! 
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That  from  some  vagrant  actor's  tiring-room, 
Hath  stolen  at  once  his  speech  and  crown ! 

Erne.  Ah !  treason  ! 

Thou  hast  been  lessoned  and  tricked  up  for  this ! 
As  surely  as  the  wax  on  thy  death-warrant 
Shall  take  the  impression  of  this  royal  signet, 
So  plain  thy  face  hath  ta*en  the  mask  of  rebel ! 

\^Bethlen  seizes  Emerick's  hand  and  eagerly  observes  the 
signet.  ^ 

Bet.  It  must  be  so  !     *Tis  e'en  the  counterpart ! 
But  with  a  foul  usurping  cipher  on  it ! 
The  light  hath  flashed  from  Heaven,  and  I  must  follow  it ! 

0  curst  usurper  !     0  thou  brother-murderer  ! 
That  mad'st  a  star-bright  queen  a  fugitive  widow ! 
Who  fill' St  the  land  with  curses,  being  thyself 
All  curses  in  one  tyrant  1  see  and  tremble  \ 

This  is  Kiuprili's  sword  that  now  hangs  o'er  thee  !     _ 
Kiuprili's  blasting  curse,  that  from  its  point 
Shoots  lightnings  at  thee.     Harkl  in  Andreas'  name, 
Heir  of  his  vengeance,  hell-hound  !  I  defy  thee. 

[They  fight,  and  ju^t  as  Emerick  is  disarmed,  in  rush 
Casimir,  Old  BatJwry^^  and  attendants.      Casimir 
runs  in  between  the  co7fibatants,  and  parts  them  ;  in 
the  struggle  BetlderCs  sword  is  thrown  down. 
Cos.  The  king  disarmed  too  by  a  stranger  !     Speak ! 
What  may  this  mean  ?   '> 

Erne.  Deceived,  dishonored  lord  ! 

Ask  thou  yon  fair  adultress  !     She  will  tell  thee 
A  tale,  which  would'st  thou  be  both'  dupe  and  traitor, 
Thou  wilt  believe  against  thy  friend  and  sovereign ! 
Thou  art  present  now,  and  a  friend's  duty  ceases  : 
To  thine  own  justice  leave  I  thine  own  wrongs. 
Of  half  thy  vengeance,  I  perforce  must  rob  thee, 
For  that  the  sovereign  claims.     To  thy-  allegiance 

1  now  commit  this  traitor  and  assassin.  ^ 

\the7i  to  the  Attendants, 
Hence  with  him  to  the  dungeon !  and  to-morrow. 
Ere  the  sun  rises, — Hark !  your  heads  or  his  ! 

Bet,  Can  Hell  work  miracles  to  mock  Heaven's  justice  ? 

Erne,  Who  speaks  to  him  dies !    The  traitor  that  has  menaced 
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His  king,  miut  not  pollute  the  bre&tliing  air, 
Eyen  with  a  word  ! 

Cos.  {to  Bathory.)  Hence  with  him  to  the  dungeon  ! 

[Exit  Bethlerit  hurried  off.  by  Bathory  and  Attendants 

Erne,  We  hunt  to-raorrow  in  your  upland  forest : 
Thou  (to  Casimir)  wilt  attend  us ;  and  wilt. then  explain 
This  sudden  and  most  fortunate  arrival. 

[Exit  Emerick ;  Mcment  Casimir  and  Sarolta, 
.   Sar.  My  lord  I  my  husband !  look  whose  sword  lies  yonder ! 
It  is  Bauprili'fi,  Casimir;  Hi?  thy  father's ! 
And  wielded  by  a  stripling's  arm,  it  baffled, 
Yea,  fell  like  Heaven's  own  lightnings  on  that  Tarquin. 

Cos.  Hush  !  hush  I 
I  had  detected. ere  I  lefl  the  city 
The  tyrant's  curst  intent.     Lewd,  damned  ingrate ! 
For  him  did  I  bring  dawn  a  father's  curse ! 
Swift,  swift  must  be  our  means  !     To-morrow's  sun 
Sets  on  his  fate  or  mine  !     0  blest  Sarolta  1 
No  other  prayer,  late  penitent,  dare  I  offer, 
But  that  thy  spotless  virtues  may  prevail 
O'er  Casimir's  crimes,  and  dread  Kiuprili's  curse !       [Exeunt, 


ACT  IT. 
Scene  I. — A  glade  in  a  tvood. 

Enter  Casimir  looking  anadousLy  arouna, 

Cas.  This  needs  must  be  the  spot !     0,  here  he  comes  1 
Enter  Lord  Rudolph. 

Well  met,  Lord  Rudolph  ! 

Your  whisper  was  not  lost  upon  my  ear. 
And  I  dare  trust .    . 

X.  Rud.  Enough !  the  time  is  precious  \ 

You  left  Temeswar  late  on  yester-eve  ? 
And  sojourned  there  some  hou^s  ?  . 

Cas.  I  did  so !  . 

X.  Rud.  Heard  you 

Aught  of  a  hunt  preparing  ? 

Cas.  Tfes ;  and  met 

Tl^a  awembled  huntsmen ! 
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L.  Rud.  Was  there  no  word  given  ? 

Cos..  The  word  for  me  was  this  : — The  royal  Leopard 
Chases  thy  milk-white  dedicated  Hind. 

L.  Rud.  Your  answer  ? 

Cos.  As  the  word  proves  false  or  true 

WDl  Casimir  cross  the  hunt,  or  join  the  huntsmen  ! 

L.  Ritd,  The  event  redeemed  their  pledge  ? 

Cos.  '  It  did,  and  therefore 

Have  I  sent  hack  hoth  pledge  and  invitation. 
The  spotless  Hind  hath  fled  to  them  for  shelter, 
And  hears  with  her  my  seal  of  fellowship  ! 

[They  taXe  hands. 

L,  Rud.  But  Emerick  !  how  when  you  reported  to  him 
Sarolta's  disappearance,  and  the  flight 
Of  Bethlen  with  his  guards  ? 

Cos.  O,  he  received  it 

As  evidence  of  their  mutual  guilt.     In  fine, 
With  cozening  warmth  condoled  with,  and  dismissed  me. 

L.  Rud.     1  entered  as  the  door  was  closing  on  you : 
His  eye  was  fixed,  yet  seemed  to  follow  you, — 
With  such  a  look  of  hate,  and  scorn  and  triumph, 
As  if  he  had  you  in  the  toils  already, 
And  were  then  choosing  where  to  stah  you  first. 
Bat  dush  !  draw  hack  ! 

Cos.  '    This  nook  is  at  the  furthest 

From  any  heaten  larack. 

L.  Rud.  There  I  mark  them  ! 

[Points  to  where  Laska  and  Festalutz  cross  the  stage, 

Cos.  Laska! 

L.  Bud.  One  of  the  two  I  recognized  this  morning  ; 
His  name  is  Pestalutz  :  a  trusty  ruffiaft,  - 

Whose  face  is  prologue  still  to  some  dark  murder. 
Beware  no  stratagem,  no  trick  of  message, 
Dispart  you  from  your  servants. 

Cos.  {aside.)  I  deserve  it. 

The  comrade  of  that  ruffian  is  my  servant : 
The  one  I  trusted  most  and  most  preferred.' 
But  we  most  part.     What  makes  the  king  so  late  ? 
It  was  his  wont  to  he  an  early  stirrer.  .    '  '\ 

L.  Rud,  And  his  main  policy    . 
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To  enthral  the  sluggard  nature  in  ourselves 
Is,  in  good  truth,  the  better  half  of  the  secret 
To  enthral  the  world  :  for  the  will  govern^  all. 
See  the  sky  lowers  !  the  cross-winds  waywardly 
Chase  the  fantastic  masses  of  the  clouds 
With  a  wild  mockery  of  the  coming  hunt  I 

Cas.  Mark  yonder  mass !  I  make  it  wear  the  shape 
Of  a  huge  ram  that  butts  with  head  depressed. 

L.  Rud.  (smiling,)  Belike,  some  stray  sheep  of  the  oozy  iiock, 
Which,  if  bards  lie  not,  the  sea-shepherds  tend, 
Glaucus  or  Proteus.     But  my  fancy  shapes  it 
A  monster  oouchant  oh  a  rocky  shelf. 

Cas.  Mark  too  the  edges  of  the  lurid  mass — 
Hestless,  as  if  some  idly- vexing  Sprite, 
On  Bwifl  wing  coasting  by,  with  tetchy  hand 
Pluck'd  at  the  ringlets  of  the  vaporous  fleece. 
These  are.  sure  signs  of  conflict  nigh  at  hand, 
A4d  elemental  war ! 

[A  single  trumpet  heard  at  some  distance. 

L.  Rud.  That  single  blast 

Announces  that  the  tyrant's  pawing  courser 
Neighs  at  the  gate.  ,  *.  [  Trump^. 

.  Hark  !  now  the  king  comes  forth  I 
For  ever  'midst  this  crash  of  horns  and  clarions 
He  mounts  his  steed,  which  pioudly  rears  an  end 
While  he  looks  round  at  ease,  and  scans  the  crowd, 
Vain  of  his  stately  form  and  horsemanship  ! 
I  must  away !  my  absence  may  be  noticed. 

Cas.  Oft  as  thou  canst,  essay  to  lead  the  hunt 
Hard  by  the  forest-skirts ;  and  ere  high  noon 
Expect  our  sworn  confederates  from  Temeswar.     .     . 
I  trust,  Qre  yet  this  clouded  sun  slopes  westwa^rd, 
That  Emerick's  death,  or  Casimir's,  will  appease 
The  manes  of  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili  !     -  [Exit  Rudolph, 

The  traitor,  Laska !    ..■■ 
And  yet  Sarolta,  simple,  inexperienced. 
Could  «ep  him  as  he  was,  and  oflen  warned  me. 
Whence  learned  she  this  ? — 0  she  was  innocent  \ 
And  to  be  innocent  is  nature's  wisdom  I      -  * 
The  fledge-dove.  knows  the  prowlers  of  the  air, 
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Feared  soon  as  seien,  and  flutters  l)ack  to  shelter. 

And  the  young  steed  recoils  upon  his  haunches, 

The  never-yet-seen  adder's  hiss  first  heard. 

0  surer  than  suspicion's  hundred  eyes 

Is  that  fine  sense,  which  to  the  pure  in  heart, 

By  mere  oppugnancy  of  their  own  goodness, 

Reveals  the  approach  of  evil.     Casimir  ! 

0  fool !  0  parricide  !  through  yon  wood  didst  thou, 

With  fire  and  sword,  pursue  a  patriot  father, 

A  widow  and  an  orphan.     Bar'st  thou  then, 

(Curs«-laden  wretch)  put  forth  th^e  hands  to  raise 

The  ark,  all  sacred,  of  thy  country's  cause  ? 

Look  down  in  pity  oil  thy  son,  Kiuprili ! 

And  let  this  deep  abhorrence  of  his  crime, 

Unstained  with  selfish  fearsj  be  his  atonement ! 

0  strengthen  him  to  nobler  compensation 

In  the  deliverance  of  his  bleeding  country  !        [Exit  Casimir. 

Scene  changes  to  the  mouth  of  a  Cavern  as  in  Act  IL 
Zapolya  and  Glycine  discovered. 

Zap,  Our  friend  is  gone  to  seek  some  safer  cave : 
Do  not  then  leave  me  long  alone.  Glycine  ! 
Having  enjoyed  fhy  commune,  loneliness, 
That  but  (^pressed  me  hitherto,  now  scares. 

Gly.  I  shall  know  Bethlen  at  the  furthest  distalice, 
And  the  same  moment  I  descry  him,^  lady, 

1  will  return  to  you.  '  [Exit  Glycine. 

Enter  Old  Bathory,  speaking  as  he  enters. 

O.  Bat.  Who  hears .?  a  friend  ! 

A  messenger  from  him  who  bears  the  signet  I 

Zap.  He  hath  the  watchword  ! — Art  thou  not  Bathory  ? 

O.  Bat.  0  noble  lady  I  greetings  from  your  son ! 

^     [fyithory  kneels. 

Zap.  Rise  !  rise  !  Or  shall  I  rather  kneel  beside  thee, ' 
And  call  down  blessings  from  the  wealth  of  Heaven 
Upon  thy  honored  head  ?     When  thou  last  saw'st  me 
I  would  full  fain  hacve  knelt  to  thee,  and  qould  not, 
Thou  dear  old  man !     How  oft  since  then  in  dreams 
Have  I  done  worship  to  thee,  $,s  an  angel 
Bearing  my  helpless  babe  upon  thy  wings  I 
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O.  Bat.  0  he  was  born  to  honor  !     Gallant  deeds . 
And  perilous  hath  he  wrought  since  yester-eve. 
Now  from  Temeswar  (for  to  him  was  trusted 
A  life,  save  thine,  the  dearest)  he  hastes  hither-^— 

Zap,  Lady  Sarolta  jaQe^.!!^' st  thoii  ? 

O.  Bat.  She  is  safe. 

The  royal  brute  hath  overleapt  his  prey, 
And  when  he  turned,  a  swarded  Virtue  faced  him. 
My  own  brave  boy — 0  pardon,  noble  lady  ! 
Your  son 

Zap,  Hark!  Is  it  he  ? 

O.  ^at.  I  hear  a  voice  ' 

Too  hoarse  for  Bethlen*s  !     'Twas  his  scheme  and  hope, 
Long  ere  the  hunters  could  approach  the  forest 
To  have  led  you  Hence. — Retire. 

Zap.  0  life  of  terrors 

O.  Bat.  In  the  cave's  mouth  we  have  such  'vantage  ground 
That  even  this  old  arm — 

{Eoceunt  Zapolya  and  Bathory  into  the  Gave,     Enter 
Laska  and  Pestalatz. 

Las.  ,Not  a  step  further  I 

Pes.  Diistard  !  was  this  your  promise  to  the  king  ? 

Las.  I  have  fulfilled  his  orders.     Have  walked  with  you 
As  with  a  friend — have  pointed  out  Lord  Casimir— 
And  now  I  leave  you;  to  take  care  of  him. 
For  the  king's  purposes  are  doubtless  friendly. 

Fes.  Be  on  your  guard,  man  ! 

Las.  Ha  1  what  now  ? 

Pes.  Behind  you ! 

'Twas  one  of  Satan's  imps,  that  grinned  and  ;threatened  you 
Por  your  most  impudent  hope  to  cheat  his  master  ! 

Las.  Pshaw !  What,  you  think  'tis  fear  that  makes  me  leave  you  ? 

Pes.  Is't  not  enough  to  play  the  knave  to  others, 
But  thou  must  lie  to  thine  own  heart  ? 

Las.  Friend  !  Laska  will  be  found  at  his  own  post, 
Watching  elsewhere  for  the  king's  interest. 
There's  a  rank  plot  that  Laska  must  liunt  down, 
'Twixt  Bethlen  and  Glycine  ! 

Pes.  What !  the  girl 

Whom  Laska  saw  the  war- wolf  tear  in  pieces  ? 
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« 
Las.  Well  !     Take  my  anna  !     Hark  I    should  your  javelin 
fail  you, 
These  points  are  tipt  with  .venom. 

[seeing  Glycine  without. 
By  Heaven  1  Glycine  I 
Now  as  you  love  the  king,  help  me  to  seize  her  ! 

[They  run  out  after  Glycine, 
Enter  Bathory  from  the  Cavern,  • 
O.  Bat.  Rest,  lady,  rest !  I  feel  in  every  sinew 
A  young  man's  strength  returning!  Which  way  went  they  ? 
The  sjiriek  came  thence. 

Enter  Glycine. 
Qly.  Ha !  weapons  here  ?     Then  Bethlen,  thy  Glycine 
Will  die  with  thee  or  save  thee  1       - . 

[She  seized  them  and  rushes  out.     Bathory  following.' 

Music,  und  peasants  with  hitrUing  spears  Cross  the  stage,  sing* 
ing  chorally. 

X  CHORAL   SONa. 

Up,  up  !  ye  dames,  ye  lasses  gay ! 
To  the  meadows  trip  away. ' 
'Tis  you  must  tend  the  flocks  this  mom, 
And  scare  the  small  birds  from  the  corn. 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  stay : 
For  the  shephe;rds  must  go' 
'  With  lance  and  "bow 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  to-day. 

Leave  the  hearth  and  leave  the  house 
To  the  cricket  and  the  mouse  : 
Find  grannain  out  a  sunny  seat, 
With  babe  and  lambkin  at  her  feet.  -  ' 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  stay : 

For  the  shepherds  must  go 

With  lance  and  bow    '  « 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  to-day. 

[Exeunt  Huntsmen. 

Re-enter  Bathory,  Bethlen,  and  GRycine. 
Gly.  And  now  once  more  a  woman 
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Bet.  Was  it  then 

That  timid  eye,  was  it  those  maiden  hands 
That  sped  the  shafl,  which  saved  me  and  avenged  me  ? 

O.  Bat.  'Twas  as  a  vision  hlazoned  on  a  cloud 
By  lightning,  shaped  into  a  passionate  scheme 
Of  life  and  death  !  I  saw  the  traitor,  Laska, 
Stoop  and  snatch  np  the  javelin  of  his  comrade  ; 
The  point  was  at  your  back,  when  her  shaft  reached  him. 
The  coward  turned,  and  at  the  self-same  instant 
The  braver  villain  fell  beneath  your  sword. 
Enter  Zapdya. 

jZap.  Bethlen  !  my  child  I  and  safe  too  ! 

Bet.  Mother!  Ctueen  * 

Royal  Zapolya !  name  me  Andreas !    - 
Nor  blame  thy  son,  if  being  ii  king,  he  yet 
Hath  made  bis  own  arm  minister  of  his  justice. 
So  do  the  gods  who  lanch  the  thunderbolt  I 

Zap.  0  Raab  Kiuprili !  Friend  !  Protector  I  Guide ! 
In  vain  we  trenched  the  altar  round  with  waters, 
A  flash  from  Heaven  hath  touched  the  hidden  incense— 

Bet.  And  that  majestic  form  that  stood  beside  thee 
Was  Raab  Kiuprili ! 

Zap.  It  was  Raab  Kiujprili ; 

As  sure  as  thou  art  Andreas,  and  the  king. 

O.  Bat.  Hail  Andreas !  hail  my  king  ( ' 

And.  Stop,  thou  revered  one, 

Lest  we  ofiend  the  jealous  destinies 
By  shouts  ere  victory.     Deem  it  then  thy  duty 
To  pay  this  homage,  vrhen  'tis  mine  to  claim  it. 

Gly.  Accept  thine  handmaid's  service  !  [kneding. 

Zap.  ^  Raise  her,  son ! 

0  raise  her  to  thine  arms !  she  saved  thy  life, 
And  through  her  love  for  thee,  ^bie  saved  thy  mother's ! 
Hereafter  thou  shalt  know,  that  this  dear  maid 
Hath  other  and  hereditary  claims 
Upon  thy  heart,  and  with  Heaven-guarded  instinct 
But  carried  on  the  work  her  sire  began  ! 

And.  Bear  maid  !  more  dear  thou  canst  not  be  I  the  rest 
Shall  make  my  love  religion.     Haste  we  henee  : 
For  as  I  reached  the  skirts  of  this  high  forest, 
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I  heard  the  noise  and  uproar  of  the  chase, 
Doubling  its  echoes  from  the  motintain  foot. 

Gly,  Haric  !  sure  the  hunt  approaches. 

[horn  wthout  and  afterwards  distant  thunder. 

Zap,  O  Kiuprili  I 

O.  Bat.  The  demon-hunters  of  the  middle  air 
Are  in  full  cry,  and  scare  with  arrowy  fire 
The  guilty  !  Hark!  now  here,  now  there,  a  horn 
Swells  singly  with  irregular  blast  I  the  tempest 
Has  scattered  them  f  [Horn$  at  a  distance. 

Zap,  O  Heavens !  where  stays  Kittprili  ? 

O,  Bat,  The  wood  will  be  surrounded  \  leaTO  me  here. 

And.  My  mother  !  let  me  see  thee  once  in  safety, 
I  too  will  hasten  back,  with  lightning's  speed, 
To  seek  the  hero  1 

O,  Bat.  Haste !  niy  life  upon  it 

I'll  guide  him  safe. 

And.  {thunder.)  Ha !  what  a  crash  was  there ! 
Heaven  seems  to  claim  a  mightier  criminal 
Than  yon  vile  subaltern. 

Zap.  Your  behest.  High  powers, 

Lo,  I  obey  I  to  the  appointed  spirit, 
That  hath  so  long  kept  i/^atch  round  this  drear  cavern. 
In  fervent  faith,  Kiuprili,  I  intrust  thee ! 

[Exeunt  Zapolya,  Andreas^  and  Glycine^ 

O.  Bat.  Yon  bleeding  corse  may  work  us  mischief  still : 
Once  seen,  'twill  rouse  alarm  and  crowd  the  hunt        • 
From  all  parts  towards  this  spot.     Stript  of  its  armor, 
I'll  drag  it  hither.  {Exit  Bathcry. 

[Several  Hunters  cross  the  Stag^ 
Enter  Kiuprili. 

B.  Kiu.  {throudng  off  his  disguise.)  Since  Heaven  aldne  can 
save  me.  Heaven  alone 
Shall  be  my  trust.  . 

Haste !  haste !  Zapolya,  flee !    . 
Gone  I  Seized  perhaps  ?  Oh  no,  let  me  not  perish 
Despairing  of  Heaven's  justice  !  Faint,  disarmed,  - 
Each  sinew  powerless ;  senseless  rock,  sustain  me ! 
Thou  art  parcel  of  my  native  land. 

A  sword ! 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


472  ZAPOLTA. 

Ha  I  and  my  erword  !  Zapolya  hath  eaeaped, 
The  murderers  are  baffled,  and  there  liyefl 
An  Andreas  to  avenge  Kiuprili's  fall ! — 
There  was  a  time,  when  this  dear  sword  did  flash 
As  dreadful  as  the  storm-fire  from  mine  arm — 
I  can  scarce  raise  it  now — ^yet  come,,  fell  tyrant ! 
And  bring  with  thee  my  shame  and  bitter  anguish. 
To  end  his  work  and  thine  I  Kiuprili  now 
Can  take  the  death-blow  as  a  soldier  should. 

Be-enter  Bathory,  with  the  dead  body  of  <Pestal%Uz^ 

O.  Bat.  Poor  tool  and  victim  of  another's  guilt  1 
Thou  follow'st  heavily :  a  reluctant  weight ! 
Good  truth,  it  is  an  undeserved  honor 
That  in  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili's  cave 
A  wretch  like  thee  should  find  a  burial-place. 
Tis  he ! — In  Andreas'  and  Zapolya's  naine  ,   - 
Follow  me,  reverend  form  ! '  Thou  need'st  not  speak, 
For  thou  canst  be  no  other  than  Kiuprili ! 

Kiu.  And  are  they  safe  ?  \_JSfaise  toithmtt. 

O.  Bat,  Conceal  yourself,  my  lord  !    . 

I  will  mislead  them  I  ~  - 

Kiu.    .  Is  Zapolya  safe  ? 

O.  Bat.  I  doubt  it  not ;  but  haste,  haste,  I  conjure  you ! 
EfUer  Casimir. ' 

Cos.  .  Monster ! 

Thou  shalt  not  now  escape  me  I 

O.  Bat^  Stop»  lord  Casimir ! 

It  is  no  monster. 

Cos,  Art  thou  too  a  traitor  ? 

Is  i)uB  the  place  where  Emerick's  murderers  lurk  ? 
Say  where  is  he  that,  tricked  in  this  disguise, 
First  lured  roe- on,  then  -scared  my  dastard  fbllowens  ? 
Thou  must  have  seen  him.     Say  where  is  th'  assassin  ? 

O.  BcU.  Inhere  lies  the  assassin  I  slain  by  that  same  sword 
That  was  desQ|Bnding  on  his  curst  employer. 
When  entering  thou  beheld'st  Sarolta  rescued! 

Cos.  Strange  providence !  what  then  was  he  who  fled  me  ? 
Thy  looks  speak  fearful  things  I  Whither,  old  man  1 
Would  thy  hand  point  me  ? 

O.  Bat.  Casimir,  to  thy  father. 
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Cas.  The  curse !  the  curse  I  Open  and  swallow  me, 
Unsteady  earth  !  Fall,  dizzy  rocks  f  and  hide  me  I 

O.  Baji.  Speak,  speak,  my  lord !  . 

Kiu.  Bid  him  fulfil  his  work  I 

Cas.  Thou  art  Heaven's  immediate-^minister,  dread  spirit  I 
0  for  sweet  mercy,  take  some  other  form. 
And  save  me  from  perdition  and  despair! 

O.  Bat,  He  lives  f  ,  . 

Cas.  Lives  I  a  father's  cuKe  can  never  die  ! ' 

Miu.  0  Casimir  1  Gasimvr  ! 

O.  Bat.  Look  I  he  doth  forgive  you  ! 

Hark  !  'tis  the  tyrant's  voice. 

[Emerick's  voice  wthout. 

Cas.       '  I  kneel,  I  kneel  I 

Retract  thy  curse  !  0,  hy  my  mother's  ashes,  '  * 

Have  pity  op  thy  self-abhorring  child  ! 
If  not  for  me,  yet' for  my  innocent  wife. 
Yet  for  my  country's  sake,  give  my  arm  strength, 
Permitting  me  again^to  call  thee  father ! 

Kiu.  Son,  I  forgive  thee  !  Take  thy  father's  sword  ; 
When  thou  shalt  lift  it  in  thy  country's  cause, 
In  that  same  instant  doth  thy  father  bless  thee  I 
JSnter  Emetick. 

Erne.  Fools  I  Cowards  1  follow—or  by  Hell  I'll  make  you 
Find  reason  to  fea?  Emeidek,  more  than  all        . 
The  mummer-fiends  that  ever  masqueraded 
As  gods  or  wood-nymphs  !-— 

Ha  !  'tis  done  then  ! 
Our  necessary  villain  hath  proved  faithful, 
And  there  lies  Casimir,  and  our  last  fears  !   ■ 
Well  I— Aye,  well  !—r- 

And  is  it  not  well  ?    -For  thougb  grafted  on  us, 
And  filled  too  with  our  sap,  the  deadly  power 
Of  the  parent  poison-tree  lurked  in  its  fibres  : 
There  was  too  much  of  RaaK  Kiuprili  in  him  : 
The  old  enemy  looked  at  me  in  his  face,  . 
E'en  when  his  words  did  flatter  me  with  doty. 
Enter  Casimir  and  Bathory. 

O.  Bat.  (aside.)  This  way  they  come  ! 
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Cos.  {aside.)  Hold  them  in  check  avhile, 
The  path  is  narrow  !     Rudolph  will  assist  thee. 

Erne,  {aside.)  And  ere  I  ring  the  alarm  of  my  sorrow, 
ril  scan  that  face  once  more,  and  murmur — ^Here 
Lies  Casimir,  and  last  of  the  Eauprilis  ! 
Hell !  'tis  Pestalutz  ! 

Cas.  {coming  forward.)  Yea,  thou  ingrate  Emerick ! 
'Tis  Pestalutz !  His  thy  trusy  murderer  ! 
To  quell  thee  more,  see  Raab  Kiuprili's  sword  ! 

Erne,  Curses  on  it,  and  thee  !     Think'st  thou  that  petty  omen 
Dare  whisper  fear  to  Emeiick's  destiny  ? 
Ho  \  Treason !  Treason  ! 

Cas.  Then  have  at  thee,  tyrant ! 

[  They  fight.     Emerick  faUs. 

Erne.  Betrayed  and  baffled  ^ 
By  mine  own  tool ! Oh !  .      [dies. 

Cas.  Hear,  hear,  my  father  ! 

Thou  shouldst  have  witnessed  thine  own  deed.     0  father, 
Wake  from  that  envious  swoon !     The  tyrant's  fallen  ; 
Thy  sword  hath  conquered  !     As  I  lifled  it 
Thy  blessing  did  indeed  descend  upon  me, 
Dislodging  the  dread  curse.     It  flew  forth  from  me 
And  lighted  on  the  tyrant ! 

JSnter  Rtidolph,  Bathqryt  and  Attendants. 

Hud.  and  Bat.  Friends  !  friends  to  Casimir. 

Cas.  Eejoice,  Illyrians  I  the  usurper's  fallen. 

Bud.  So  perish  tyrants !  so  end  usurpation  I 

Cas.  Bear  hence  the  body,  and  move  slowly  on ! 

One  moment 

Devoted  to  a  joy,  that  bears  no  witness, 
I  follow  you,  and  we  will  greet  our  countrymen 
With  tho  two  best  and  fullest  giflsi  of  heaven — 
A  tyrant  fallen,  a  patriot  chief  restored  I 

[  Casimir  enters  the  Cavern. 

Scene,  Chamber  in  Casimir' s  Castle.    Canfederates  discovered. 

\st  Con.  It  can  not  but  succeed,  friends.     From  this  palace 
E'en  to  the  wood,  our  messengers  are  posted. 
With  such  short  interspace,  that  fast  as  sound 
Can  travel  to  us,  we  shall  learn  the  event  I 
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» 
Enter  another  Confederate, 
"What  tidings  from  Temeswar  ? 

2d  Con.  .  With  one  voice 

Th'  assembled  cbieflains  have  deposed  the  tyrant ; 
He  is  proclaimed  the  public  enemy,         * 
And  the  protection  of  the  law  withdrawn. 

1st  Con,,  Just  doom  for  him,  who  gdvems  without  law  I 
Is  it  known  on  whom  the  sovereignty  will  fall  ? 

2d  Con.  Nothing  is  yet  jdecided  :  but  report 
Points  to  Lord  Casimir.     The  grateful  memory 

Of  his  renowned  father 

Enter  Sarolta. 

HaU  to  Sarolta ! 

Sar.  Confederate  firieoids !  I  bring  to  you  a  joy 
Worthy  your  noble  cause  I     Kiuprili  lives. 
And  from  his  obscure  exile  hath  returned 
To  bless  our  country.     More  and  greater  tidings 
Might  I  disclose  ;  but  that  a  woman's  voice 
Would  mar  the  wondrous  tale.     Wait  we  for  him, 
The  partner  o£  the  glory — Raab  Kiuprili ; 
For  he  alone  is  worthy  to  announce  it, 

[Shouts  of**  Kiuprili,  Kiuprih,"  and  "  The  Tyrant's  fallen," 
vnthout.  Enter  ^iuprUi,  Casimir,  Rudolph^  Ba* 
thory,  and  Attendants. 

R.  Kiu.  Spare  yet  your  joy,  my  friends !    A  higher  waits  you : 
Behold,  your  Clueen  1  ^ 

Enter  Zapolya  and  Andreas  royally  attired  with  Glycine:  \ 

Con,  Gomes  she  from  heaven  to  bless  us  ? 

Other  Con.  It  is  I  it  is ! 

Zap,  Heaven-s  work  of  grace  is  full !  " 

Kiuprili,  thou  art  safe ! 

J^.  Kiu.  Royal  Zapolya ! 

To  the  heavenly  powers  pay  we  our  duty  first ; 
Who  not  alone  preserved  thee,  but  £>r  thee 
And  for  our  country,  the  one  precious  branch 
Of  Andreas',  royal  house.     0  countrymen. 
Behold  your  King  !     And  thank  our  country's  genius, 
That  the  same  means  which  have  preserved  our  sovereign 
Have  likewise  reared  him  worthier  of  the  throne 
By  virtue  than  by  birth.     The  undoubted  proofi 
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Pledged  by  hLi  royal  mother,  and  tbis  old  man, 
(Whose  name  henceforth  be  dear  to  all  Illyrians) 
We  haste  to  lay  before  the  assembled  council. 

All.  Hail,  Andreas  1  Hail,  lUyria's  rightful  king  ! 

And.  Supported  thuff,  0  friends  !  'twere  cowardice 
Unworthy  of  a  royal  birth,  to  shrink 
From  the  appointed  charge.     Yet,  while  we  wait 
The  awful  sanction  of  conrened  Illyria, 
In  this  brief  while,  0  let  me  feel  myself 
The  child,  the  friend,  the  debtor  ! — Heroic  mother  ! 
But  what  can  breath  add  to  that  sacred  name  ? 
Riuprili  I  gifl  of  Providence,  to  teach  us 
That  loyalty  is  but  the  public  form 
Of  the  sublimest  friendship,  let  my  youth 
Climb  round  thee,  as  the  vine  around  its  elm  ; 
Thou  my  support  and  I  thy  faithful  fruitage. 
My  heart  is  full,  and  these  poor  words  express  not, 
They  are  but  an  art  to  check  its  overswejling. 
Bathory  I  shrink  not  from  my  filial  arm&J 
Now,  and  from  henceforth  thou  shalt  not  forbid  me 
To  call  thee  father !     And  dare  I  forget 
The  powerful  intercession  of  tby  virtue, 
Lady  Sarolta !     Still  acknowledge  me 
Thy  faithful  soldier ! — But  what  invocation 
Shall  my  full  soul  address  to  thee.  Glycine  ? 
Thou  sword  that  leap'dst  forth  from  a  bed  of  roses,— 
Thou  falcon-hearted  dove  1 

Zap.  Hear  that  from  me,  son ! 

For  ere  she  lived,  her  father  saved  thy  life,' 
Thine,  and  thy  fugitive  mother's  t 

Cas.  Chef  Eagozsd  I 

0  shame  upon  my  head  !  I  would  have  given  her 
To  a  base  slave  I     . 

Zap.  Heaven  overruled  thy  purposei 

And  sent  an  angel  to  thy  home  to  guard  her  1 
Thou  precious  bark  I  freighted  with  all  our  treasarea  ! . 
The  sports  of  tempests,  and  yet  ne'er  the  victim* 
How  many  may  claim  salvage  in  thee! 

Take  her,  son! 
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A  queen  that  brings  with  her  a  richer  dowry 
Than  orient  kings  can  give  ! 

Sar.  A  banquet  waits ! — 

On  this  auspicious  day,  for  some  few  hours 
I  claim  to  be  your  hostess.     Scenes  so  aWful 
With  flashing  light,  force  wisdom  on  us  all ! 
E'en  women  at  the  distaff  hence  may  see, 
That  bad  men  may  rebel,  but  ne'er  be  free  ; 
May  whisper,  when  the  waves  of  faction  foam, 
None  love  their  country,  but  who  love  their  home  ; 
Nor  freedom  can  with  those  alone  abide, 
Who  wear  the  golden  chain,  with  honest  pride, 
Of  love  and  duty,  at  their  own  fire-side  : 
While  mad  ambition  ever  doth  caress     • 
Its  own  sure  fate,  in  its  own  restlessness  1 
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PREFACE  OF   THE  .TBANSLATOR  TO  THE  FIRST 
,  -  EDITION.    ■ 

Tqs  two  Pramas,  Piccolomint,  or  the  first  part  of  Wallenstein,  and 
Wallknsteix^  are  introduced  in  tke  original  manuscript  by  a  prelude  in  one 
Act,  entitled  Wallknstein's  Camp.  Thjs  is  written  in  rhyme,  and  in  nine 
syllable.  versQ,  in  the  same  lilting  metre  (if  that  expression  may  be  per- 
mitted) with  the  Second  Eclogue  of  Spenser's  Shepherd's  Calendar. 

This  Prelude  possesses  a  sort  of  broad  humor,  and  is  not  deficient  in 
character ;  but  to  have  translated- it  into  prose,  or  into  any  other  metre 
than  that  of  the  original,  would  have  given  a  false  notionboth  of  its  style 
and  purport ;  to  have  translated  it  into  the  same  metre  would  have  been 
incompatible,  with  a  faithful  adhereqce  to  the  sense  of  the  German,  from 
the  comparative  poverty  of  our  language  in  Thymes ;  and  it  would  have 
been  imadvisable  from  the  incongruity  of  those  lax  verses  with  the  present 
taste  of  the  English  Public.  Schiller's  intention  seems  to  have  been  merely 
to  have  prepared  his  reader  for  the  Tragedies  by  a  lively  picture  of  the 
laxity  of  discipline,  and  the  mutinous  dispositions  of  Wallenstein's  soldiery. 
It  is  not  necessary  as  a  preliminary  explanation.  For  these  reasons  it  has 
been  thought  expedient  not  to  translate  it. 

The  admirers  of  Schiller,  who  have  abstracted  their  conception  of  that 
author  from  the  Robbers,  and  the  Qabal  and  Iiove;  plays  in  which  the  main 
interest  is  produced  by  the  excitement  of  curiosity,  and  in  which  the  curi- 
osity is  excited  by  tei'Hble  and  extraordinary  incident,  will  not  have  perused, 
without  some  portion  of  disappointment^  the  dramas,  which  it  has  been  my 
employment  to  translate.  They  Bh6uld,  however,  reflect  that  these  are  his- 
torical dramas,  taken  from  a  popular  German  history ;  that  we  must  there- 
fore judge  of  them  in  some  measure  with '  the  feelings  of  Germans  *,  or  by 
analogy  with  the  interest  excjted  in  us^by  similar  draiiias  in  our  own  lan- 
guage. Eew,  I  trust,  would  be  rash  or  ignorant  enough  to  compare  Schiller 
with  Shakspeare ;  yet,,  merely  as  illustration,  I  would  say  that  we  should 
proceed  to  the  perusal  of  Wallenstein,  not  from  Lear  or  Othello,  but  from 
Richard  the  Second,  or  the  three  parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth.  We  scarcely 
expect  rapidity  in  an  historical  drama ;  and  many  prolix  speeches  are  par- 
doned from  characters,  whose  names  and  actions  liave  furmcd  the  most^ 
amusing  tales  of  our  early  life.  On  the  other  hand,  thei'o  exist  in  these 
plays  more  individual  beauties,  more  passages,  the  excellence  of  which  will 
bear  reflection,  than  in  the  former  productions  of  Schiller.  The  descriptioi^ 
of  the  astrological  tower,  and  the  reflections  of  the  young  lover,  which 
follow  it,  form  in  the  original  a  fine  poem ;  and  my  translation  must  have 
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been  wretched  indeed,  if  ifc  can  have  wholly  overclouded  the  beauties  of  the 
scene  in  the  first  act  of  the  first  play  between  Questenberg,  Max.  and  Octa- 
yio  Piooolomini.  If  we  except  the  scene  of  the  setting  sun  in  the  Robbers, 
I  know  of  no  part  in  Schiller's  Flays  which  equals  the  whole  of  the  first 
scene  of  the  fifth  act  of  the  concluding  plaj.  It  would  be  unbecoming  in 
me  to  be  more  diffuse  on  this  subject.  A  translator  stands  connected 'with 
the  original  author  by  a  certain  law  of  subordination,  which  makes  it  more 
decorous  to  point  out  excellencies  than  defects :  indeed  he  is  not  likely  to 
be  a  fair  judge  of  either,  llie  {Measure  or  disgust  from  his  own  labor  wiU 
mingle  with  the  feeliogs  that  arise  from  an  after-view  of  the  original.  Even 
in  the  first  perusal  of  a  work  in  any  foreign  language  which  we  understand 
we  are  apt  to  attribute  to  it  more  excellence  than  it  really  possesses  from 
from  our  own  pleasurable  sense  of  difficulty  overcome  without  effort 
Translation  of  poetry  into  poetry  is  difficult,  because  the,  translator  must 
y  give  a  brilliancy  to  his  language  without  that  warmth  of  original  conception, 
from  which  such  brilliancy  would  follow  oi  its^own  accord.  But  the  trans- 
lator of  a  living  author  is  encumbered  with  additional  incoDveniencesi  If 
he  render  his  original  faithfully,  as  to  the  sense,  of  each  passage;  he  must 
necessarily  destroy  a  considerable  portion  of  the  spirit;  if  h6  endeavor  to 
give  a  work  executed  according  to  laws  of  compensation,  he  subjects  him- 
self to  imputations  of  vanity,  or  misrepresentation.  '  I  have  thought  it  my 
duty  to  remain  bound  by  tiie  sense  of  my  original,  with  as  fervv  exceptions 
as  the  nature  of  the  language  rendered  possible.* 

X_ 


It  was  my  intention  to  have  prefixed  a  Life  of  Wallenafcein  to  this  trans- 
lation ;  but  I  found  that  it  must  either  have  occupied  a  space  wholly  dis- 
proportionate to  the  nature  of  the  publication,  or  have,  been  merely  a 
meagre  catalogue  of  events  narrated  not  more  folly  than  they  already  are 
in  the  Play  itself.  The  recetat  trandation,  likewise,  of  S<3hiller*s  ^Histoei 
OF  THE  THittTY  YEAiid*  Wae  diminished  4;he  motives  thereto.  In  the  trans 
lation  I  endeavored  to  render  my  Author  lUerally  wherever  I  was  not  pre- 
vented by  absolute  differences  of  idiom ;  but  I  am  conscious  that  in  two  or 
three  short  passages  I  have  been  guilty  of  dilating  the  original ;  and  from 
anxiety  to  give  the  full  meaning,  hiive  weakened  the  force.  In  the  metre 
I  have  availed  myself  of  no  other  liberties  than  those  which  Schiller  had 
permitted  to  himself,  except  the  occasional  breaking-up  of  the  line  by  the 
substitution  of  a  trochee  for  an  iambus ;  of  which  liberty,  so  frequent  in 
our  tragedies,  I  find  no  instance  in  these  dramas.f 

*  Originally  prefixed  (o  the  translatioa  pf  tl>e  seodnd  part,  1>9^  apparently  aa  a  geooral 
introduction.  "  . 

•  t  Origjpally  prefixed  to  ihe  translation  of  the  first  part. 
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THE  PICOOLOMINL 

ACT  I 

Scene  I. — An  old  Chthic  Chamber  in  the  Council-house  at 
JPilsen,  decorated  with  colors  and  other  tear  insignia. 

Illo  vrith  Bailer  and  Isola7ii, 

lUo.  Ye  have  oome  late — ^but  ye  are  come  \    The  distance. 
Count  Isolan,  excvies  your  delay. 

Iso.  Add  this  too,  that  we  come  not  empty  handed. 
At  Donauwert^  it  ^as  reported  tp  us, 
A  Swedish  caravan  was  on  its  way 
Transporting  a  rich  cargo  of  provision, 
Almost  six  hundred  wagons.     This  my  Croats    . 
Plunged  down  upon  and  seL^,  this  weighty  prize  !-»— 
We  bring  it  hither-^ 

lUo,  ,  Just. in  time  to  banquet 

The  illustrious  company  assembled  here. 

But.  /Tis  all  alive !  a  stirring  scene  here ! 

Iso,  Ay ! 

The  very  churches  are  all  full  of  soldiers. 
And  in  the  Coxmcil-house,  too,  I  observe,. 

^  [Casts  his  eye  round. 

You're  settled,  quite  at  home  \     Weil,  well !  we  soldiers 
Must  shift  and  suit  us  in  what  way  we  can. 

Bio.  We  have  the  Colonels  here  of  thirty  regiments. 
You*ll  find  Count  Tertsky  here,  and  Tiefenbach, 
Kolatto,  Goetz,  Maradas,  Hinnersam, 

The  Piccolomini,  both  son  and  father 

You'll  meet  with  many  an  unexpected  greeting 
Prom  many  an  old  friend  and  acquaintance.     Only 
Galas  is  wanting  still,  and  Altringer. 

But,  Expect  not  Galas. 

♦  A  town  about  tw«lT*  aemwumilea  N.E.  of  Ulm     . 
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484  THE  PIOCOLOMINI: 

Hlo.  {hesitating.)        How  bo  ?     Do  you  know 

Jso.  {interrupting  him.)    Max.  Piccolomini  here  ?— O  bring 
me  to  him. 
I  see  him  yet,  ('tis  now  ten  yeats  ago, 
We  were  engaged  with  Mansfeld  hard  by  Dessau) 
I  see  the  youth,  in  my  mind's  eye  I  s^e.  him^ 
Leap  his  black  war-horse  from  the  bridge  adown. 
And  toward  his  father,  ithen  in  extreme  peril. 
Beat  up  against  the  strong  tidje  of  the  Elbe. 
The  down  was  scarce  upon  his  chin  !     I  hear 
He  has  made  good  the  promise  of  his  youth,  ^ 
And  the  full  hero  now  is  finished  in  him.     ' 

Illo.  You'll  see  him  yet  ere  evening.     He  conducts 
The  Duchess  Friedland  hither,  and  the  Princess 
From  Karnthen.     We  expect  them  htere  at  noon. 

But.  Both  wife  and  daughter  does  the  Duke  call  hither  ? 
He  crowds  in  visitants  from  all  sides. 

Iso.  Hm ! 

So  much  the  better  !     I  had^  framed  my  mind 
To  hear  of  naught  but  Avarlike  circumstance, 
Of  marches,  and  attacks,  and  batteries : 
And  lo  !   the  Duke  provides,  that  something  too 
Of  gentler  sort,  and  lovely,  should  be  present 
To  feast  our  eyes. 

Illo.  [who  has  been  standing^iti  the  attitude  of  medUation,to 
Butler,  whom  he  leads  a  little  on  one  side. 
And  how  came  you  to  know 
That  the  Count  Galas  joins  us  not  ? 

But  Because  ^ 

He  importuned  m^  to  remain  behind. 

Illo.  {with  warmth.)    And  you  ? — ^Ton  hold  out  finnly  ? 
{Grasping  his  hand  tenth  affection.)  Noble  Butler  I 

But.  After  the  obligation  which  the  Duke 
Had  laid  so  newly  on  me 

Itlo.  I  had  feigotten 

A  pleasant  duty — Majoe  GenbHai., 
I  wish  you  joy  ! 

Iso.  WJiat,  you  mean,  of  his  regiment? 

I  hear,  too,  that  to  make  the  gift  still  sweeter, 
The  Duke  hag  given  hiiki  the  very  same 
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OBj  THE  FIRST  PAET  OP  WALLENSTKIN.  486 

In  which  be  first  saw  service,  and  since  then, 

Worked  himsdf^  step  hy  step,  through  each  preferment, 

From  the  ranks  upwards.     And  rerily,  it  gives 

A  precedent  of  hope,  a  spur  of  action 

To  the  whole  corps,  if  once  in  their  remembrance 

An.  old  descrying  soldier  makes  his  way. 

Bt€t,  I  am  perplexed  anxi  doubtful,  whether  or  no 
I  dare  accept  this  your  congratulation. 
The  Emperor  has  not  yet  confirmed  the  appointment. 

Iso.  Seiie  it,  friend  !     Sei2;e  it  I     The  hand  which  in  that  post 
Placed  you,  is  strong  enough  to  keep  you  there, 
Spite  of  the  Emperor  and  his  Ministers.' 

Eh.  Ay,  if  we  would,  but  so  eonsider  it ! — 
If  we  would  oM  of  us  consider  it  so  1  '  '  - 

The  Emperor  gives  us  aiothing ;  from  the  Duke 
Comes  all — ^whate'er  we  hQpe,  whate'er  wehave. 

Iso.  (to  lUa.)  My  noble  brother  !  4id  I  teU  yoil  how 
The  Duke  will  satisfy  ray  creditors'? 
Will  be  himself  my  banker  fyr  the^ture, 
Make  me  once-inore  a  creditable  man  ! — 
And  this  is  now  the  third  time,,  think  of  that  I 
T4iis  kingly- minded  man  has  rescued  rae 
From  absolute  ruin,  and  xestpred  my  honor. 

Elo.  O  that  his  power  but  kept  pacQ  with  his  washes  ! 
Why,  friend  !  he'd  give  the  whole  world  to  his  soldiers. 
But  at  Vienna,  brother ! — there's  the  grievance  I — 
What  politic  schemes  do  they  not  lay  to  shorten 
His  arm,  and,  where  they  can,  to  clip  his  pinions. 
Then  these,  new  dainty  requisitions  1  these. 
Which  this  same  Gluestenberg  brings  hither  !-^ 

But.  -  Ay, 

These  reqnimtions  of  the  Emperor,-— 
I  Uk>  have  heard  about  them  ;  but  I  hope 
The  Duke  will  not  draw  back  a  single  inch ! 

Elo.  Not  from  his  right  most  surely <  unless  firsts— 
From  office ! 

But.  (shocked  and  confused.)  Know  you  aught  then  ?     You 
alarm  me; 

ho.  (at  the  same  time  with  Butler,  and  in  a  hurried  voice.) 
We  should  be  ruined  "^ery  one  of  us  !         " 
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486  THE  PICCOLOMINI : 

Hlo.  No  more! 

Yonder  I  see  xmr  looriky  friend*  approaching" 
With  the  Lieut«nant-Generai,  Pfccolomini. 

But.  {ahaking  his  head  significantly.)  I  feat  we  jahall  not  go 
hence  as  we  came. 

Scene  11. — Enter  Octavio  Piccoloynini  and  Qiiestenberg. 

Oct.  {still  in  the  distance.)  Ay,  ay  I  more  still !     Sfcill  more 
new  visitors  1  •  ' 

Acknowledge,  friend  !  that  nercr  was  a  oamp^ 
Which  held  at  once  bo  many  heads  of  heroes. 

[Approaching  nearer. 
Welcome,  Count  Isolani ! 

Iso.  My  noble  brother. 

Even  now  am  I  arrived ;  it  had  been  eise  my  duty 

Oct.  And  Colonel  Butler — trust  rhe,  I  rejoice 
Thus  to  renew  acquaintance  with  a  man 
Whose  worth  and  services  I  know  and  honor. 
See,  see,  my  friend !  ,    >  - 

There  might  we  place  at  once  before  our  eyes 
The  sum  of  war's  whole  trade. und  mystery —  . 

[To  Questenberg,  presenting  Butler  and  Isolani  at  the 
same  time  to  him. ' 
These  two  the  total  sum-— Strength  and  Despatch. 

Ques.  {to  Octavio.)  Andlol  betwixt  them  both  experienced 

Prudence ! 
Oct.  {presenting  Questenberg  to  Butler  and  l9olam.)  The 
Chambieriain  and  War-commissioner  Qiuestenberg, 
The  bearer  of  the  Emperor's  behests, 
The  long-tried  friend  and  patron  of  all  soldiers. 
We  honor  in  this  noble  visitor.  [  Universal  silenee. 

nio.  {moving  towards  Questenberg.)  'Tis  not  the  first  time, 
noble  Minister,    ' 
You  have  shown  our  c^amp  this  honor. 

Ques.  Once  before 

I  stood  before  these  colors. 

nio.  Perchance,  too,  you  remember  where  that  was. 

*  Spoken  with  a  sneer.  ^ 
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It  was  at  Znaim*  in  Moravia,  M'here 

You.  did  present  yourself  on  the  part 

Of  the  Emperor,  to  supplicate  our  Duke 

That  he  would  straight  assume  the  chief  command. 

Ques.  To  supplicate  ?     Nay,  noble  General ! 
So  far  extended  neither  my  commission 
(At  least  to  my^  own  knowledge)  nor  my  zeal. 

Illo.  Well,  well,  then — ^to  compel  him,  if  you  choose.    ^ 
I  can  remember  me  rights  well,  Count  Tilly 
Had  sufi'ered  total  rout  upon  the  Lech. 
Bavaria  lay  all  open  to  the  enemy, 
Whom  there  was  nothing  to  delay  from  pressing 
Onwards  into  the  very  heart  of  Austria.    . 
At  that  time  you  and  Werdenberg  appeared 
Before  our  General,  storming  him  with  prayers^ 
And  menacing  the  Emperor's  displeasure, 
Unless  he  took  compassion  on  this  wretchedness. 

Iso.  (steps  lip  to  them.)  Yes,  yes,  'tis  comprehensible  enough. 
Wherefore  with  your  conhmission  of  to-day 
You  w^re  not  all  too  willing  to  remember 
Your  former  one. 

Ques,  Why  not,  Count  Isolan? 

No  contradiction  sure  exists  .between  them. . 
It  was  the  urgent  business  of  that  tii^  .... 
To  snatch  Bavaria  from  her  enemy's  hand ; 
And  my  commission  of  to-day  instructs  me 
To  free  her  from  her  good  friends  and  protectors. 

llh'  A  worthy  office !     After  with  our  blood 
We  have  wrested  this  Bohemia  froin  the  Saxon, 
To  be  swept  aut  of  it  is  all  our  thanks, 
The  sole  reward  of  all  our  hard-won  victories. 

Ques.  Unless  that  Wretched  land  be  doomed  to.sufier 
Only  a  change  of  evils,  it  must  be 
Freed  from  the  scourge  alike  of  friend  and  foe> 

Illo.  What  ?  'twas  a  favorable  year ;  the  Boors 
Can  answer  fresh  demand*  already. 

Ques.                                                    Nay,    - 
If  you  discourse  of  herds  and  meadow-grounds 

*  A  town  not  far  from  the  Mine-mountains,  on  the  high  road  from 
Vienna  to  Prague. 
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488  TUB  PICCOLOMTNI:  1 

Iso.  The  war  maintains  the  war.     Are  the  Boors  ruined. 
The  Emperor  gains  so  n\any  more  new  soldiers. 

Ques.  And  is  the  poorer  by  even  so  many  subjects. 

Iso.  Poh !  we  are  all  his  subjects. 

Ques.  Yet  with  a  diflerence,  General  I     The  one  liil 
With  profitable  industry  the  purse, 
The  others  are  well  skilled  to  empty  it. 
The  Bword  has  made  the  Emperor  poor  ;  the  pbugh 
Must  re-invigorate  his  resources. 

Iso.  Sure! 

Times  are  not  yet  so  had.     Methinks  I  see 

[Eocamining  with  his  <2t/e  the  dress  and  ornaments  of 
Qitestenberg. 
Good  store  of  gold  that  still  remains  uncoined. 

(^es.  Thank 'Heaven !  that,  means  have  been  found  out  to 

hide  ' 

Some  little  from  the  fingers  of  the  Croats*  ^  | 

Illo.  There  I  the  Stawata  and  the  Martinitz, 
On  whom  the  Emperor  heaps  his  gH'ts  and  graces. 
To  the  heart-burning  of  all  good  Bohemians — 
Those  minions  of  court  favor,  those  court  harpies, 
"Who  fatten  on  the  wrecks  of  citizens 

Driven  from  their  house  and  home — who  reap  no  harvests    ^^ 
Save  in  the  general  calamity —  -  . 

Who  now,  with  kingly  pomp,  insult  and  mock 
The  desolation  of  their  country — 1^ic$e\ 
Let  these,  and  such  as  these,- support  the  war, 
The  fatal  war,  which  they  alone  enkindled  ! 

But.  And  those  state-parasites,  who  have  their  feet 
So  constantly  beneath. the  Emperor's  table, 
Who  can  not  let  a  benefice  fall,  but  they 
Snap  at  it  with  dog's  hunger — ^they,  forsooth, 
Would ^are  the  soldier's  bread,  and  cross  his  reckoning  I 

Iso.  My  life  long  will  it  anger  rne  to  think* 
How  when  I  went  to  court  seven  years  ago, 
To  see  about  new  horses  for  our  regiment, 
How  from  one  antechamber  to  another 
They  dragged  me  on,  and  left  me  by  the  hour 
To  kick  my  heels  among  a  crowd  of  simpering 
Feast-fattened  slaves,  as  if  I  had  come  thither 
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A  mendicant  suitor  for  the  crumbs  of  favor 

That  fall  beneath  their  tables.^    And,  lit  last^ 

Whom  should  they  send  me  but  a  Capuchin ! 

Straight  I  began  to  muster  up  my  sins 

For  absolution — but  no  such  luck  for  me  ! 

This  was  the  man,  this  Capuchin,  with  whom 

I  was  to  treat  concerning  the  army  horses  :  .     < 

And  I  was  forced  at  last  to  quit  the  field, 

The  business  unaccomplished.     Afterwards 

The  Duke  .procured  m^  in  three  days,  what  I 

Could  not  obtain  in  thirty  at  Vienna. 

Ques.    T6s,  yes!  your  tnrvelling  bills  sooa  found  their  way 
tous: , 
Too  "vv^ell  I  know  we  have  still  accounts  to  settle.  - 

lUo,  War  is  a  violent  trade :  one  can  not  always 
Finish  one's  work  by  soft  means ;  every  trifle  , 
Must  not  be  blackened  into  sacrilege. 
If  we  should  wait  till  you,  in  scdemn  council* 
With  due  deliberation- had  selected    ^ 
The  smallest  out  of  four-and-twenty  evils, 
r  faith  we  shodd  wait  lon|^. — 

"  Dash !  and  through  with  it  T '—That's  the  better  watch-word. 
Then  after  come  what  may  come.     'Tis  man's  nature 
To  make  the  best  of  a  bad  thing  once  past. 
A  bitter  and  perplexed-**  what  shall  I  do  ?'* 
Is  worse  to  man  than  worst  necessity. 

Ques.  Ay,  doubtless,  it  is  true :  the  Duke  doti$  spttre  us 
The  troublesome  task  of  choosing. 

But.  Yes,  the  Duke 

Cares  with  a  &th^'8  feelings  ior  his  troops  ; 
But  how  the  Emperor  feels  for  us,  we  see. 

Ques.  His  carea.  and  feelings  all  ranks  share  alike, 
Nor  will  he  offer  one  up  to  another. 

Iso.  And  therefore  thrusts  he  us  into  the  deserts 
As  beasts  of  jurey,  that  so  -he  may  preserve 
His  dear  sheep  fattening  in  his  fields  at  home. 

Ques.  (with  a  sneer.)  Count»  this  comparison  you  make,  not  L 

Bt£t.  Why,  w6re  we  all  the  Court  supposes  us, 
'Twere  dangerous,  sure,  to  give  us  liberty- 

Ques.  You  have  taken  liberty — ^it  was  not  g^ven  you. 

X* 
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And  therefore  it  becomes  an  urgent  duty 
To  rein  it  in  with  curbs.    *       - 

Oct.  {interposing  and  addressing  Questeftberg^)  My  noble 
friend, 
This  is  no  more  than  a  remembrancing 
That  you  are  now  in  camp,  and  among  warriors. 
The  soldier's  boldness  constitutes  his  freedom. 
Could  he  act  daringly,  unless  he  dared 
Talk  even  so  ?     One  runs  into  the  other. 
The  boldness  of  this  worthy,  officer,  [Pointing  to  Budcr. 

Which  now  has  but  mistaken  in  its  mark, 
Preserved,  when  naught  but  boldness  could  preserve  it, 
To  the  Emperor  his  capital  city,  Prague, 
In  a  most  formidable  mutiny 

Of  the  whole  garrison.  {Military  mMsic  at  a  disianoe. 

Hah  !  here  they  come  I 

Illo.  The  sentries  are  saluting  them  :  this  signal 
Announces  the  arrival  of  the  Boehess. 

Oct.  {to  Qu^stenherg.)  Then  my  son  Max.  .too  has  returned. 
Twas  he 
Fetched  and  attended  them  from  Kamthea  hithfsr. 

Iso.  {to  Illo.)  Shall  we  hot  go  in  company  to  greet  them  ? 

Hlo,  Well,  let  us  go. — ^Ho  !  Colonel  Butler,  come. 

[To  Oci^vio. 
You'll  not  forget,  that  yet  ere  noon  we  meet 
The  noble  Envoy  at  the  General's  po^lace. 

[Exeunt  gU  b%U  Questenberg  and  Octavio. 

Scene  III. — Questenberg  and  Octavio, 

Ques.  {vMh  signs  of  aversion' and  astonishment.)  What  have 
I  not  been  forced  to  hear,  Octavio ! 
What  sentiments  1  what  fierce,  uncurbed  defiance  ! 
And  were  this  spirit  universal — 

Oct,  Hm! 

You  are  now  acquainted  with  three  fourths  of  the  army. 

Ques.  Where  must  we  seek  then  for  a  second  host  . 
To  have  the  custody  of  this  ?  That  Illo 
Thinks  worse,  I  fear  me,  than  he  speaks.  Att^  then 
This  Butler,  too,* — he  can  not  even  conceal 
The  passionate  workings  of  his  ill  intentions. 
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Oct.  ftuickness^f  temper — irrit«.ted  pride  ; 
'Twas  nothing  more.     I  can  not  give  up  Butler.' 
I  know  a  spell  that  will  soon  dispossess 
The  evil  spirit  in  him, 

Ques.  (walking  up  and  down  in  evident  disquiet.)'  Friendi 
friend !  ^ 

O  I*  this  is  worse,  far- worse,  than  we  had  suffered 
Ourselves  to  dream  of  at  Vienna.     There 
"We  saw  it  only  with  a  courtier's  eyes, 
ISyes  dazzled  by  the  splendor  of  the  throne. 
"We  had  not  seen  the  war-chief,  the  commander, 
The  man  all-powerful  in  his  camp.     Here,  here, 
'Tis  quite  andther  thing. 

Here  is  no  Emperor  more — the  Puke  is  Emperor. 
Alas,  my  friend  !  alas,  my  noHe  friend  !    ' 
This  walk  which  you  have  ta'en  me  throe gh  the  eamp 
Strikes  my  hopes  prostrate.  •   *  ^ 

Oct,  Now  you  see  yourself 

Of  what  a  perilous  kind  the  office  is, 
Which  you  deliver  to  me  from  the  Court. 
The  least  suspicion  of  the  General       '    -.- 
Costs  me  my  freedom  and  my  life,  and  would 
But  hasten  his  most  desperate  enterprise. 

Ques,  Where  was  our  reason  isleeping  when  we  trusted    ^ 
This  madman  with  the  sword,  and  plaeed  such  power 
In  such  a  hand  ?  I  tell  you  he'll  refuse. 
Flatly  refuse,  to  obey  the  Imperial  orders'. 
Friend,  he  can  do't,  and  what  he  can,  he  will. 
And  then  the  impuiiity  of  liis  defiance — 
O  !  what  a  proclamation  of  our  weakness  1 

Oct,  D'ye  think,  too,  he  has  brought  his  wife  and  daughter 
Without  a  purpose  hither  ?     Here  in  camp ! 
And  at  the  very  point  of  time,  in  which 
We're  arming  for  the  war  ?    That  he  has  taken 
These,  the  last  pledges  of  his  loyalty, 
Away  from  out  the  Emperor's  domains — 
This  is  no  doubtful  token  of  the  nearness 
Of  some  eruption  ! 

Ques,  How  shall  we  hold  footing 

Beneath  this  tempest^  which  collects  itself 
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And  threats  us  from  all  quarters  ?     The  enemy 
Of  the  empire  on  our  borders,  now  already 
The  master  of  the  Danube,  and  stiU  farther, 
And  farther  still,  extending  every  hour !  ^ 
In  our  interior  the  alarum-bells 
Of  insurrection — ^peasantry  in  arms 
All  orders  discontented — and  tbe  army, 
Just  in  the  moment  of  our  expectation 
Of  aidance  from  it — ^lo  I  this  very  army 
Seduced,  run  wild,  lost  to  all  discfpline. 
Loosened,  and  rent  asunder  from  the  state 
And  from  their  sov'reign,  the  blind  instrument 
Of  the  most  daring  of  mankind,  a  weapon 
Of  fearful  power,  which  at  his  will  he  wields  ! 

Oct.  Nay,  nay,  friend  !  let  us  not  despair  too  soon, 
Men's  words  are  ever  bolder  than  their  deeds  : 
And  many  a  resolute,  who  now  appears 
Made  up  to  all  extremes,  will,  on  a  sudden, 
Find  in  his  breast  a  heart  he  Icnew  not  of,    -^ 
Let  but  a  single  honest  man  speak  out 
The  true  name  of  his  crime  I  Remember,  too, 
"We  stand  not  yet  so  wholly  unprotected. 
Counts  Altriiiger  and  Galas  have  maintained  ^ 
Their  little  army  faithful  to  its  duty. 
And  daily  it  beeomes  more  numerous. 
Nor  can  he  take  us  by  surprise  :  you  know, 
I  hold  him  all  encompassed  by  my  listeners. 
Whate'er  he  does,  is  mine,  even  while  'tis  "doing- 
No  step  so  small,  but  instantly  I  hear  it. 
Yea,  his  own  mouth  discloses  it. 

Ques,  'Tis  quite 

Incomprehensible,  that  he  detects  not 
The  foe  so  near  ! 

Oct.  Beware,  you  do  not  think, 

That  I  by  lying  arts,  and  complaisant 
Hypocrisy,  have  skulk'd  into  his  graces; 
Or  with  the  sustenance  of  smooth  professions 
Nourish  his  all-confiding  friendship  !     No — 
Compelled  alike  by  prudence,  and  that  duty 
Which  we  all  owe  our  country,  and  our  sove^reigo. 
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To  hide  my  genuine  feelings  from  him,  yet 
Ne'er  have  I  duped  him  with  haset^onnterfeits  ! 

Ques.  It  is  the  visible  ordinance  of  heaven. 

Oct.  I  know  not  what  it  is  that  so  attracts 
And  links  him  both  to  me  and  to  my  son. 
Comrades  and  friends  we  always  were — ^long  habit, 
Adventurous  deeds  performed  in  company, 
And  all  those  many  and  various  incidents 
l?^hich  store  a  soldier's  memory  with  affections, 
Had  bound  us  long  and  early  to  each  other — -. 
Yet  I  can  name  the  day,  when  all  at  once 
His  heart  rose  on  me,  and  his  confidence 
Shot  out  in  sudden  growth.     It  was  the  morning 
Before  the  memorable  fight  at  Liitzner. 
Urged  by  an  ugly  dream,  I  sought  him  out, 
To  press  him  to  accept  another  charger. 
At  distance  from  the  tents»  beneath  a  tree, 
I  found  him  in  a  sleep.  ^  When  I  had  waked  him, 
And  had  related  all  my  bodings  to  him, 
Long  time  he  stared  upon  me,  like  a  man 
Astounded  :  thereon  fell  npon  my  neck, 
And  manifested  to  me  an  emotion 
That  far  outstripped  the  worth  of  that  small  servioe. 
Since  then  his  confidence  has  followed  me 
With  the  same  pace  that  mine  has  fled  from  him. 

Ques.  You  lead  your  son  into  the  secret  ? 

Od;.  No ! 

Ques.    What  ?  and  not  warn  him  either  what  bad  hands 
His  lot  has  placed  him  in  ? 

Oct.  I  must  perforce 

Leave  him  in  wardship  to  his  innocence. 
His  young  and  open  soul^ — dissimulation 
Is  foreign  to  its  habits  !     Ignorance 
Alone  can  keep  alive  the  cheerful  air, 
The  unembarrassed  sense  and  light  free  spirit, 
That  piake  the  Duke  secure. 

Ques.  (anxiously.)  My  honored  firiend!  most  highly  do  I  deem 

Of  Colonel  Piccolomini — ^yet — if 

Reflect  a  little 

Oct.  1  must  venture  it. 

Hush  ! — There  he  comes ! 
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Scene  IY. — Max.  Piccolominiy  Octamo  PiccoUmdni, 
Questenberg,  ^* 

Max.  Ha  I  there  he  id  himselSf.     Welcome,  my  father  I 

[He  embraces  his  father.     As  he  turns  round  Jie  observes 
Quesienberg,  and  draws  back  ivith  a  cold  and  reserved 
air. 
You  are  engaged,  I  see.     Til  not  disturb  you. 

Oct.  How,  Max.  ?  Look  closer  at  this  visitor  ; 
Attention,  Max.,  an  old  friend  merits — Reverence 
Belongs  of  right  to  the  envoy  of  your  sovereign. 

Max-  {drily.)  Von  Cluestenberg ! — ^Welcome — ^if  you  bring  with 
you 
Aught  good  to  our  head-quarters. 

Ques.  {seizing  his  hand.)        Nay,  draw  not 
Your  hand  away.  Count  Piccolomini  I 
Not  on  mine  own  account  alone  I  seized  it, 
And  nothing  common  will  I  say  therewith. 

[  Taking  the  hands  of  both. 
Octavio — ^Max.  Piccolomini !     ^ 

0  saviour  names,  and  full  ef  happy  omen  ! 

Ne'er  will  her  prosperous  genius  turn  from  Austria, 
While  two  such  stars,  with  blessed  influences 
Beaming  protection,  shine  above  her  hosts. 

Max.  Hey ! — ^Noble  minister !     You  miss  your  part. 
You  came  not  here  to  act  a  panegyric. 
You're  sent,  I  know,  to  find  fault  and  to  scold  us — 

1  must  not  be  beforehand  with  my  comrades. 

Oct.  {to  Max.)  He  comes  from  court,  where  people  are  not  quite 
So  well  contented  with  the  Duke,  as  here. 

Max,  What  now  have  they  contrived  to  find  out  in  him  ? 
That  he  alone  determines  for  himself 
What  he  himself  alone  doth  understand  ? 
Well,  therein  he  does  right,  and  wiU  persist  in't. 
Heaven  never  meant  him  for  that  passive  4hing 
That  can  be  struck  and  hammered  out  to  suit 
Another's  taste  and  fancy.     He'll  not  dance 
To  every  tune  of  every  minister. 
It  goes  against  his  nature — ^he  can't  do  it. 
He  is  possessed  by  a  conunanding  spirit, 
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And  his  too  is  the  station  of  command. 

And  well  for  u^  it  is  so  !     There  exist 

Few  fit  to  rule  themselves,  but  few  that  use 

Their  intellects  intelligently.— Then 

"Well  for  the  whole,  if  thei*  be  foiind  a  .man, 

Who  makes  himself  wl«rt  nature  destined  him. 

The  pause,  the  central' point  to  thousand  thousands — 

Stands  fixed  and  stately,  like  a  finn-built  column, 

Where  all  may  press  with  J^  and  confidence. 

Now  such  a  man  is  Wallenstein  ;  and  if 

Another  better  suits  the  Court— no  other 

But  such  a  one  as  he  can  serve  the  army. 

Ques.  The  army  ?  Doubtless ! 

Oct.  {aside  to  Questenberg.)  Hush !  suppress  it,  friend ! 
Unless  some  end  were  answered  by  the  utterance. — 
Of  hint  there  you'll  make  nothing. 

Max.  In  their  distress 

They  call  a  spirit  up,  and  when  he  comes. 
Straight  their  flesh  creeps  and  quivers,^  and  they  dread  him 
More  than  the  ills  for  which  they  called  him  up. 
The  uncommon,  the  sublime,  must  seem  and  be 
Like  things  of  every  day. — But  in  the  field, 
Ay,  there  the  Present  Being  makes  itself  felt. 
The  personal  must  command,  the  actual  eye 
Examine.     If  to  be  the  chieftain  asks 
All  that  is  great  in  nature,  let  it  be 
Likewise  his  privilege  to  move  and  act 
In  all  the  correspondencies  of  greatness. 
The  oracle  within  him,  that  which  liveSj 
He  must  invoke  and  question — not  dead  boods. 
Not  ordinances,  not  hiould-rotted  papers. 

Oct.  My  son !  of  those  old  narrow  ordinancer 
Let  us  not  hold  too'  lightly.     They  are  weights 
Of  priceless  value,  which  oppressed  mankind    ^ 
Tied  to  the  volatile  will  of  their  oppressors. 
For  always  formidable  was  the  league 
And  partnership  of  free  power  with  free  will. 
The  way  of  ancient  ordinance,  though  it  winds, 
Is  yet  no  devious  way.     Straight  forward  goes 
The  lightning's  path,  and  straight  the  fearful  path 
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Of  the  ci^nnon-ball.     Direct  it  flies  and  rapid, 

Shattering  that  it  niay  reach,  and  shattering  what  it  reaches. 

My  son !  the  road,  the  human  being  travels, 

That,  on  which  blessing  comes  and  goes,  doth  &llow 

The  river's  course,  the  valley's  playfal  windings, 

Curves  round  the  corn-fleld  and  the  hill  of  vines. 

Honoring  the  holy  bqunds  of  property  ! 

And  thus  secure,  though  late,  leads  to  its  end. 

Que$,  0  hear  your  father,  noble  youth !  hear  him 
Who  is  at  once  the  hero  and  the  man. 

Oct.  VLy  ^^*  ^^®  nursling  of  the  camp  spoke  in  thee  \ 
A  war  of  fifteen  years 
Hath  been  thy  education  and  thy  school. 
Peace  hast  thou  never  witnessed  !     There  exists 
A  higher  than  the  warrior's  excellence. 
In  war  itself  war  is  no  ultimate  j)urpose. 
The  vast  and  sudden  deeds  of  violence, 
Adventures  wild,  and  wonders  of  the  moment, 
These  are  not  they,  my  son,  that  generate 
The  Calm,  the  Blissful,  and  th&  enduring  Mighty ! 
Lo  there  !  the  soldier,  rapid  architect  I 
Builds  his  light  town  of  canvass,  and  at  once 
The  whole  scene  moves  and  bustles  momently. 
With  arms  and  neighing  steeds,  and  mirth  and  quarrel 
The  motley  market  fills  ;  the  roads,  the  streams 
Are  crowded  with  new  freights,  trade  stirs  and  hurries  1 
But  on  some  morrow  morn^  all  suddenly. 
The  tents  drop  down,  the  horde  renews  its  march. 
Dreary,  and  solitary  as  a  church-yard 
The  meadow  and  down-trodden  jjeed-plot  lie, 
And  the  year's  harvest  is  gone  utterly. 

Max,  0  let  the  Emperor  make  peace,  my  father  ! 
Most  gladly  would  I  give  the  blood-stained  laurel 
For  the  first  violet  pi  the  leafless  spring, 
Plucked  in  those  quiet  fields  where  I  have  journeyed  ! 

Oct,  What  ails  thee  ?     What  so  moves  thee  all  at  onoe  ? 

Max.  Peace  have  I  ne'er  beheld  ?  I  have  beheld  it. 
From  thence  am  I  come  hither  :  0  1  that  sight. 
It  glimmers  still  before  me,  like  some  landscape 
Lefi;  in  the  distance, — some  delicious  landscape ! 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


OB,  THE  FIRST  PART  OP  WALLENSTEIN.  497 

My  road  conducted  me  through  countries  where  « 

The  war  has  not  yet  reached.     Life,  life,  my  father— 

My  venerable  father,  life  has  charms 

Which  we  have  ne*er,  experienced.     We  have -been 

But  voyaging  along  its  barren  coasts, 

Like  some  poor>  ever-roaming. horde  of  pirates, 

That,  crowded  in  the  rank  and  narrow  ship, 

House  on  the  wild  sea  with  wild  usages, 

Nor  know  aught  of  the  main  land  but  the  bays 

Where  safeliest  they  may  venture  a  thieves*  landing. 

Whate'er  in  tho  inland  dales  the  land  conceals 

Of  fair  and  exquisite,  0  I  nothing,  nothing, 

Do  we  behold  of  that  in  our  rude  voyage. 

Oct.  {attentive  with  an  appeara^ice  of  uneasiness.)  And  so 
your  journey  has  revealed  this  to  you  ? 

Max.  Twas  the  first  leisure  of  my  life.     0  tell  me, 
What  is  the  meed  ^and  purpose  of  the  toil. 
The  painful  toil,  which  robbed  me  of  my  youth, 
Left  me  a  heart  unsouled  and  solitary, 
A  spirit  uninformed,  unornamented. 
For  the  camp's  stir  and  crowd  and  ceaseless  larum> 
The  neighing  war-horse,  the  air-shattering  trumpet, 
The  unvaried,  still  returning  hour  of  duty. 
Word  of  command,  and  exercise  of  arms —  ' 
There's  nothing  here,  there's  nothing  in  all  this 
To  satisfy  the  heart,  the  gasping  heart  I 
Mere  bustling  nothingness,  where  the  soul  is  not — 
This  can  not  be  the  sole  felicity. 
These  can  not  be  man's  best  and  only  pleasures. 

Oct.  Much  hast  thou  learnt,  my  son,  in  this  short  journey. 

Max.  0  !  day  thrice  lovely  !  when  at  length  the  soldier 
Returns  home  into  life  ;  when  he  becomes 
A  fellow  man  among  his  fellow-men. 
The  colors  are  unfurled,  the  cavalcade 
Marshals,  and  now  the  buzz  is  hushed,  and  hark  I 
Now  the  sofl  peace-march  beats,  home,  brothers,  home ! 
The  caps  and  helmets  are  all  garlanded 
With  green  boughs,  the  last  plundering  of  the  fields. 
The  city  gates  fly  open  of  themselves. 
They  need  no  longer  the  petard  to  tear  them. 
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The  ramparts  aje  all  filled  with  men  and  women, 
With  peaceful  men  and  women,  that  send  onwards 
Kisses  and  welcomiugs  upon  the  air, 
Which  they  make  breezy  with  afiectionate  gestures. 
From  all  the  towers  rings  out  the  merry  peal, 
The  joyous  vespers  of  a  bloody  day. 

0  happy  man,  0  fortunate  1  for  whom 

The  well-known  door,  the  faithful -arms  are  open, 
The  faithful  tender  arms  with  mute  embracing. 

Ques.  {apparently  much  affected.)  0  !  that  you  should  speak 
Of  such  a  distant,  distant  time,  and  not 
Of  the  to-morrow,  not  of  this  to-day • 

Max.  {turning  round  to  him  quick  and  vehement,)  Where 
lies  the  fault  but  on  you  in  Vienna  ? 

1  will  deal  openly  with  you,  Gluestenberg. 
Just  now,  as  first  I  saw  you  standing  here, 
(I'll  own  it  to  you  freely)  indignation 
Crowded  and  pressed  my  inmost  soul  together. 
'Tis  ye  that  hinder  pea'be,  ye/-, — and  the  warrior, 
It  is  the  warrior  that  must  forc^  it  from  you. 

Ye  fret  the  General's  life  out,  blacken  him, 
Hold  him  up  as  a  rebel,  and  Heaven  knows 
What  else  still  worse,  because  he  spares  the  Saxons, 
And  tries  to  awaken  couEdence  in  the  enemy ; 
Which  yet's  the  only  way  to  peace  :  for  if 
War  intermit  not  during  war,  how  then 

And  whence  can  peace  come  2 -Your  own  plagues  fall  on  you ! 

Even  as  I  love  what's  virtuous,  hate  I  you. 

And  here  make  I  this  vow,  here  pledge  myself; 

My  blood  shall  spurt  out  for  this  Wallenstein, 

And  my  heart  drain  off^  drop  by  drop,  ere  ye  • 

Shall  revel  and  danoe  jubilee  o'er  his  ruin.  \^Exit, 

Scene  V. —  Questenberg,  Octavio  Piccolomini. 

Ques.  Alas,  alas  !  and  stands  it  so  ? 

[  Then  in  pressing  and  impatitnt  tones. 
What,  friend  !  and  do  we  let  him  go  away 
In  this  delusion — ^let  him  go  away  ? 
Kot  call  him  back  immediately,  not  open 
His  eyes  upon  the  spot  ? 
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Oct:  (recovering  Mmself  out  of  a  deep  study.)  He  has  now 
ojieaed  «iine, 
And  I  bee  more  than  pleases  me. 
^  Ques,      ^  What  is  it  ? 

Oct,  Curse  on  this  journey  I 

Ques,  ,  But  why  BO?  What  is  it? 

Oct.  Come,  come  al(Hig,  friend !  I  rnu&t  follow  vip 
The  ominous  track  immediately.     Mine  eyes 
Are  opened  now,  and  1  must  use  them,     Com«  ! 

lJ)raws  Questenderglon  vdth  him, 
Ques.  What  now  ?    Where  go  you  then  ? 
Oct.       *  ..To  her  herself. 

Ques.  To 

Oct.  (interrupHng  him  and  correcting  himself.)  To  the  Duke. 
Come,  let  us  gO: — 'TU  done,  'tis  done, 
I  see  the  net  that  is  thrown  over  him. 

0  !  he  returi^  iiot  to  me  as  he  went. 
Ques.  Nay,  but  explain  yourself. 

Oct.  And  that  I  should  not 

Foresee  it,  not  prevent  this  journey  !  Wherefore 
Did  1  keep  it  from  him-? — You  were  in  the  right- 

1  should  have  warned  him  I     Now  it  is  .too  late, 

Ques.  But  whafs  too  late  ?     Bethink  yourself,  my  friend, 
That  you  are  talking  absolute  riddles  to  me. 

Oct.  (more  collected.)  Come  I — to  the  Duke's.     'Tis  close  upon 
the  hour 
"Which  he  appointed  you  for  audience.  .  Come  I 
A  curse,  a  threefold  curse,  upon  this  journey  I 

{He  leads  Questenberg  off. 

Scene  VI. — Changes  to  a  spacious  chamber  in  the  house  of  the 
Duke  of  Friedland^ — Servants  employed  in  putting  the 
tables  and  chnirs  in  order.  During  this  enters  Seni,  like 
an  old  Italian  doctor y  i?i  black,  and  clothed  somewhat  fan- 
tasti^lly.  He  carries  a  white  staff y  vjith  which  h&  marks 
out  the  quarters  of  the  heaven. 

1st.  Ser.  Come — to  it,  lads,  to  it !  Make  an  end  of  it.  I  hear 
the  sentry  call  out,  "  Stand  to  your  arms  I"  They  will  be  there 
in  a  minute. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


500  THB  PIGOOLOHIKI: 

2d'  Ser,  Why  were  we  not  told  before  that  the  audience 
would  be  held  here  ?  Nothing  prepared — ^no  orders — ^no  instruc- 
tioHS — 

3d.  Ser,  Ay,  and  why  was  the  balcony-chamber  coanter- 
manded,  that  wkh  the  great  worked  carpet  3— there  one  can  look 
about  one. 

1st.  Ser.  Nay,  that  you  must  ask  the  mathematician  there. 
He^ays  it  is  an  unlucky  chamber. 

2d.  Ser.  Poh  !  stuff  and  nonsens&l  That's  what  I  call  a 
hum.  A  chamber  i&  a  chamber ;  what  much  can  the  place 
signify  in  the  affair  ? 

Seni.  {with  gravity.)  My  son,  there*s  nothing  insignificant. 
Nothing  /     But  yet  in  every  earthly  thing  '^ 

First  and  most  principal  is  place  and  time. 

1st.  Ser.  {to  the  second,)  Say  nothing  to  him,  Nat. 
The  Duke  himself  must  let  him  have  his  own  will. 

Seni.  {counts  the  chairs^  half  in  a  laud,  half  in  a  low  veice^ 
till  he  comes  to  eleven^  which  he  repeats.)     Eleven !  an  evil 

number  I     Set  twelve  chairs. 
Twelve  !  twelve  signs  hath  the  zodiac  :  five  and  seven, 
The  holy  numbers,  include  themselves  in  twelve. 

2d,  Ser.  And  what  may  you  have  to  object  against  eleven? 
I  should  like  to  know  that  now. 

Seni.  Eleven  is — transgression  ;  eleven  over-steps 
The  ten  commandments. 

2c?.  Ser.  That's  good !  and  why  do  you  call  five  a  holy  number  ? 

Seni.  Five  is  the  soul  of  man  :  for  even  as  man 
Is  mingled  up  of  good  and  evil,  so 
The  Rve  is  the  first  number  that's  made  up 
Of  even  and  odd. 

2d.  Ser.  The  foolish  old  coxcomb ! 

1st.  Ser.  Ey  1  let  him  alone  though.  I  like  to  hear  him ; 
there  is  more  in  his  words  than  can  be  seen  at  first  sight. 

Zd.  Ser.  Off,  they  come. 

2d.  Ser.  There  !     Out  at  the  side-door. 

[  They  hurry  off.  Seni  follows  slowly.  A  page  brings 
the  staff  of  command  on  a  red  cushion,  and  places  it 
on  the  table  near  the  Duke's  chair.  They  are  an- 
nounced from  without,  and  the  wings  of  the  door  fly 
open. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


OB^^j^^HE  FIBST  PAST  OF  WAtLENSTEIN.  501 


Scene  VII. — WaUenUein,  JDuchess. 

WaL  You,  went  then  through  Vienna,  were  pres^ited 
To  the  Clueen  of  Hungary  ? 

Duch.  Yes,  and  to  the  Empress  too, 

And  by  both  Majesties  wece  we  admitted 
To  kiss  the  hand. 

Wal.  And  how  was  it  received,    . 

That  I  had  sent  for  wife  and  daughter  hither 
To  the  camp,  in  winter  time  ?  '    - 

Z>uch.  .       I  did  even  that 

Which  you  commissioned  me  to  do.     I  told  .them. 
You  had  determined  on  our  daughter's  marriage, 
And  wished,  ere  yet  you  went  into  the  field. 
To  show  the  elected  husband  his  betrothed. 

Wal,  And  did  they  guess  the  choice  which  I  had  made  ? 

Dtcch,  They  only  hoped  and  wished  it  may  have  fallen 
Upon  no  foreign  nor  yet  Lutheran  noble. 

Wal.  And  you — what  do  you  wish,  Elizabeth  ? 

Ihich.  Your  will,  you  know,  was  always  mine. 
'  Wal.  {after  a  pause.)^  Well  then, 

And  in  all  else,  of  what  kind  and  complexion 
Was  your  reception  at  the  Court  ? 

yThe  Duchess  casts  her  eyes  on  the  groimd  and  remains  si- 


Hide  nothing  from  me.     How  were  you  received  ? 

Duch.  0 !  my  dear  lord,  all  is  not  what  it  was. 
A  cankerwprm,  my  lord,  a  cankerworm 
Has  stolen  into  the  bud. 

Wal:  Ay !  is  it  so ! 

What,  they  were  lax  ?  they  failed  of  the  old  respect  ? 

Duch.  Not  of  respect.     No  honors  were  omitted. 
No  outward  courtesy ;  but  in  the  place 
Of  condescending,  confidential  kindness, 
Familiar  and  endearing,  there  were  given  me 
Only  these  honors  and  that  solenm  courtesy. 
Ah !  and  the  tenderness  which  was  put  on. 
It  was  the  guise  of  pity,  not  of  favor. 
No !  Albrecht's  wife,  Duke  Albrecht's  princely  wife, 
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Count  Harrach's  noble  daughter,  should  not  so —  ^"^ 

Not  "wholly  BO  should  she  have  been  received. 

Wal.  Yes,  yes  ;  they  have  ta'en  offence.     My  latest  conduct, 
They  railed  at  it,  no  doubt. 

Dtich.  O  that  they  had  I - 

I  have  been  long  accustomed  to  defend  you, 
To  heal  and  pacify  disteinpered  spirits. 
Ifo  ;  no  one  railed  at  you.     They  wrapped  theto  up, 
0  Heaven !  in  such  of|)ressive,  solemn  silence! — 
Here  is  po  every-day  misunderstanding, 
No  transient  pique,  no  cloud  that  passes  over ; 
Something  most  luckless,  most  unhealable, 
Has  taken  place.     The  Clueen  of  Hungary 
Used  formerly  to  call  me  her  dear  aunt, 
And  ever  at  departure  to  embrace  me — 

Wal.  iVbt«?  she  omitted  it"? 

Duch.  {wiping  away  her  tears  after  a  pause.)     She  dtd  em- 
brace me. 
But  then  first  when  I  had  already  taken 
My  formaWeave,  dnd  when  the  door  already 
Had  closed  upon  me,  then  did  she  come  out 
In  haste,  as  she  had  suddenly  bethought  herself, 
And  pressed  me  to  her  bosom,  more  with  anguish 
Than  tenderness. 

Wal.  {seizes  her  hand  soothi?igIy.)  Nay,  now  collect  yourself, 
And  what  of  Eggenberg  and  Lichtenstein, 
And  of  our  other  friends  there  ? 

Ditch,  {shaking  her  head.)     I  saw  none. 

Wal.  Th'  Ambassador  from  Spain,  ^ho  once  .was  wont 
To  plead  so  warmly  for  me  ? — 

Duch.  Silent,  silent! 

Wal.  These  suns  then  are  eclipsed  for  us.    "Henceforward 
Must  we  roll  on,  our  fire,  our  own  light. 

Duch.  And  were  it — were  it,  my  dear  lord,  in  that 
Which  moved  about  the  Court  in  bU2z  and  whisper, 
But  in  the  country  let  itself  be  heard 
Aloud — in  that  which  Father  Lamormain 
In  sundry  hints  and 

Wal.  {eagerly  )  Lamormain  !  what  said  he  ? 

Duch.  That  yon*re  accused  of  having  daringly 
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O'eratepped  the  powers  intniBted  to  you,  charged 

With  traitorous  contempt  of  th*  Emperor 

And.  his  supreme  behests.     "The  proud  Bavarian, 

He  and  the  Spaniards  stand  up  your  accusers — 

That  there's  a  storm  collecting  oVer  you 

Of  far  more  fearful  menace  than  that  former  otie 

Which  whirled  you  headlong  down  at  Regenspurg. 

And  people  talk,  said  he,  of. — ^— Ah ! — 

[Stifling  extreme  emotion. 
Wjd,  Proceed ! 

DUch,  1  can  not  utter  it !     ^ 
Wal.  •  froceed! 

Bmh.  They  talk — s- 

Wal.  Well! 

Ditch.  Of  a  second 

{Catches  her  voice  and  hesitates, 
Wal.  Second — ;— 

Ditch.  More  disgraceflil 

Dismission. 

Wal.  Talk  they  ? 

[Strides  across  the  room  in  vehement  agitation. 
0 !  they  force,  they  thrust  me 
With  violence,  against  my  own  will,  onward ! 

Duch.  {presses  near  to  him,  in  entreaty.)  0  !  if  there  yet  be 
time,  my  husband  !  if 
By  giving  way,  and  by  submission,  this- 
Can  be  averted — ^my  dear  lord,  give  way! 
Win  doMTi  your  proud  heart  to  it !     Tell  that  heart, 
It  is  your  sovereign  lord,  your  Emperor 
Before  whom  you  retreat.     0 !  let  no  loniger 
Low  tricking  malice  blacken  your  good  meaning 
With  abhorred  venomous  glosses.     Stand  you  up 
Shielded  and  helmed  and  weapone'd  with  the  truth, 
And  drive  before  you  into  uttermost  shame 
These  slanderous  liars !     Few  firm  friends  have  we^— 
You  know  it ! — the  swift  growth  of  our  good  fortune 
It  hath  but  set  us  up,  a  mark  for  hatred. 
What  are  we,  if  the  sovereign's  grace  and  favor 
Stand  not  before  us  ? 
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Scene  VIII. — Enter  the  Countess  Tertsky,  leading  m  her  hand 

the  Princess  Thelda,  richly  adorned  toith  brilliants.    Coun^ 

ess,  Thekla,  WaUenstein,  Utuchess, 

Coun,  How,  sister  ?     What !  already  upon  busaness ! 

[Observing  the  countenance  of  the  Duchess, 
And  business  of  no  pleasing  kind  I  see,  ^ 

Ere  he  has  gladdened  at  his  child.     The  first 
Moment  belongs  to  joy.     Here,  Friedland  !  father  ! 
This  is  tljy  daughter. 

[  Thekla  approaches  imth  a  shy  and  timid  air,  and  bends 
herself  as  about  to  kiss  his  hand.  He*receives  her  in 
his  arms,  and  remains  standing  for  some  time  lost  in 
the  feeling  of  her  presence. 

Wal.  Yes  !  pure  and  lovely  hath  hope  risen  on  me  : 
I  take  her  as  the  pledge  of  greater  fortune. 

Duch.  'Twas  but  a  little  child  when  you  departed 
To  raise  up  that  great  army  for  the  Emperor  : 
And  after,  at  the  close  of  the  campaign. 
When  you  returned  home  out  of  Pomer^nia, 
Your  daughter  was  already  in  the  convenl^ 
Wherein  she.  has  remained  till  now. 

Wal.  The  while 

We  in  tlie  field  here  gave  our  cares  and  toils 
To  make  her  great,  and  fight  her  a  free  way 
To  the  loftiest  earthly  good  ;  lo  !  mother  Nature 
Within  the  peaceful  silent  convent  walls  ^ 

Has  done  her  part,  and  out  of  her  free  grace  i 

Hath  she  bestowed  on  the  beloved  child 

The  godlike  ;  and  now  leads  her  thus  adorned  I 

To  meet  her  splendid  fortune,  and  my  hope.  j 

Duch.  {to  TJieJda.)  Thou  wouldst  not  have  recognized  thy 
father, 
Wouldst  thou,  my  child  ?     She  counted  scarce  eight  years, 
When  last  she- saw  your  face. 

Thek.  0  yes,  yes,  mother  ! 

At  the  first  glance  ! — ^My  father  is  not  altered 
The  form  that  stands  before  me,  falsifies 

No'  feattgre  of  the  image  that  hath  lived  ^  i 

^0  long' within  me  ! 
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Wal.  The  voice  of  my  child ! 

[  Then  after  a  pause, 
I  was  indignant  at  my  destiny 
That  it  denied  me  a  m'an -child,  to  be 
Heir  of  my  name  and  of  my  prosperous  fortune, 
And  re-illnme  my  soon  extinguished  being, 
In  a  proud  line  of  princes. 
I  wronged  my  desHny.     Here  upon  this  head 
So  lovely  in  its  maiden  bloom  will  I 
Let  fall  the  garland  of  a  life  of  war,. 
Nor  deem  it  lo^t,  if  Only  I  can  wreathe  it 
Transmitted  to  a  regal  ornament, 
Artfuiid  these  beauteous  brows. 

[He  clasps  Jier  in  his  arms,  as  Piccclomini  enters. 

Scene  IX. — Enter  Max.  Piccdomini,  and  some  time  after 
Count  Tertsky,  the  others  refnaining  as  before. 

Coun.  There  comes  the  Paladin  who  protected  us. 

Wal.  Max. !  Welcome,  ever  welcome  I     Always  wert  thou 
The  morning  star  of  my  best  joys  ! 

Max.  My  Greneral 

Wal.  Till  now  it  Was  the  Emperor  who  rewarded  Ihee, 
I  bat  the  instrument.     This  day  thou  hast  bound 
The  father  to  thee,  Max. !  the  fortunate  father, 
And  this  debt  Friedland's  self  must  pay. 

Max.     '  My  prince  I 

You  made  no  common  hurry  to  transfer  it. 
I  come  with  shame :  yea,  not  without  a  pang  T 
For  sparce  have  I  arrived  here,  scarce  delivered 
The  ftiother  and  the  daughter  to.  your  arms. 
But  there  is'brought  to  me  from  5'our  equerry 
A  splendid  richly-plated  hunting-dress. 

So  to  remunerate  me  for  my  troubles 

Yes,  yes,  remunerate  me !     Since  a  trouble 
It  must  be,  a  mere  o3ice,  not  a  favor 
Which  I  leaped  forward  to  receive,  and  which 
I  came  already  with  full  heart  to  thank  you  for. 
No  1  'twas  not  so  intended,  that  my  business 
Should' be  my.  highest  best  good  .fortune  1 

VOL.  vn.  ^ 
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Teriiky  enters,  and  delivers  letters  to  the  Duke,  which  he  breaks 
open  hurryingly. 

Coun.  {to  Max.)^  Remunerate  your  trouble !     For  his  joy 
He  makes  you  recompense.  -  ^'Tis  npt  unfUling 
For  you,  Count  Piccokmini,  to  feel 
So  tenderly — ^my  brother  it  beseems 
To  show  himself  forever  great  and  princely. 

Thek.  Then  I  too  must  have  scruples  of  his  love  : 
For  his  munificent  hands  did  ornament  me 
Ere  yet  the  father's  heart  had  spoken  to  me. 

Max.  Yes ;  'tis  his  nature  ever  to  be  giving, 
And  making  happy. 

[He  grasps  tlie  hand  of  tJie  Dtichess  with  still  increasing 

warmths 

How  my  heart  pours  out 
Its  all  of  thanks  to  him  :  0 !  how  I  seem 
To  utter  all  things  in  the  dear  name  Friedland.  ^ 
While  I  shall  live,  so  long  will  I  remain 
The  captive  of  this  name  :  in  it  shall  bloom 
My  every  fortune,  every  lovely  hope. 
Inextricably  as  in  some  magic  ring 
In  this  name  hath  my  destiny  charm-bound  me ! 

Coun.  {who  during  this  time  has  been  anxiously  loatching 
the  Duke,  and  remarks  that  he  is  lostjn  thought  over  tlie  Ut- 
ters^)   My  brother  wishes  us  to  leave  him.     Come. 

WaL  {turns  himself  round  quick,  collects  himself,  and  speaks 
tdth  cheerfulness  to  the  Duchess.)     Once  more  I  bid  thee  wel- 
come to  the  camp. 
Thou  art  the  hostess  of  this  court.     You,  Max., 
Will  now  again  adnainister  your  old  office,  , 

While  we  perform  the  sovereign's  business  here. 

[Max.  Piccolomini  offers  tJie  Duchess  his  arm,  the  Countess 
accompa9zies  the  Princess. 
Ter.  {calling  after  Am.)  Max.,  we  depend  on  seeiDg  you  at 
the  meeting. 

Scene  X. — Wallenstein,  Comit  Tertsky. 

Wal,  {in  deep  thought  to  himself)  She  hath  seen  all  things 
as  they  are-^it  is  so, 
And  squares  completely  with  my  Qther  notices. 
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They  have  datenmned  finally  ia  Vienna, 

Have  given  me  my  succtuor  already ; . 

It  is  the  King  of  Hungary,  Ferdinand, 

The  Emperor's  delicate  son  I^he*a  now  their  lavior, 

He's  the  new  star  that's  rising  now !     Of  ns   - 

They  think  themselves  already  fairly  rid^ 

And  as  we  were  deceased,  the  heir  already 

Is  entering. on  possesaion-^Therefore-— despatch  ! 

[As  he  turns  round  he  observes  Tertskyy  and  gives  him  a 
letter.  * 

Count  Altringer  will  have  himself  excused, 
And  Galas  too — I  like  not  this  !; 

Ter.  ^        And  if 

Thou  loiterest  longer,  all  will  fail  away^ 
One  following  the  other. 

WaL  Altringer 

Is  master  of  the  Tyrole  passes.     I  must  forthwith 
Send  some  one  to  him,  that  he  let  not  in 
The  Spaniards  on  me  from  the  Milanese* 

^Well,  aiid  the  old  Sesin,  that  ancient  trader 

In  contraband  negotiations,  he      . 

Has  shown  himself  again  of  late.     What  brings  he 

From  the  Count  Thur  ? 

Ter.  The  Count  communicates. 

He  has  found  out  the  Swedish  chancellor- 
At  Halberstadt,  where  the  convention's  held, 
Who  says,  you've  tired  him  out,  and  that  he'll  have 
No  further  dealings  with  you. 

WaL  And  why  so  ? 

Ter.  He  says,  you  are  never  in  earnest  in  your  speeches, 
That  you  decoy  the  Swedes — ^to  make  fools  of  them, 
Will  league  yourself  with  Saxony  against  them, 
And  at  last  make  yourself  a  riddance  of  them 
With  a  paltry  sum  of  money. 

Wal.  So  then,  doubtless, 

Yes,,  doubtless,  this  same  modest  Swede  expects 
That  I  shall  yield  him  some  fair  German  tract 
For  his  prey  and  booty,  that  ourselves  at  last 
On  our  own  soil  and  native  territory. 
Hay  be  no  longer  our  own  lords  and  masters ! 
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An  excellent  scheme  !     No !  no !     They  must  be  off, 
Off,  off!  away  !  toe  want  no  such  neighbore. 

Ter.  Nay,  yield  them  up  that  dot,  that  speck  of  land — 
It  goes  not  from  your  portion.     If  yoii  win 
The  game,  what  matters  it  to  you  who  pays  it  ? 

Wed.  Off  with  them,  off!  Thou  understand'st  not  this. 
Never  shall  it  be  said  of  me,  I  parcelled 
My  native  land  away,  dismembered  Germany^ 
Betrayed  it  to  a  foreigner,  in  order 
To  come  with  stealthy  tread,  and  filch  away 
My  own  share  of  the  plunder — Never !  never  !-»- 
No  foreign  power  shall  strike  root  in  the  empire. 
And  least  of  all,  these  Goths,  these  hunger- wolves, 
Who  send  such  envious,  hot  and  greedy  glances 
T' wards  the  rich  blessings  of  our  German  lands  ! 
I'll  have  their  aid  to  cast  and  draw  my  nets, 
But  not  a  single  fish  of  all  the  draught 
Shall  they  come  in  for. 

Ter.  You  will  deal,  however, 

More  fairly  with  the  Saxpns  ?  They  lose  patience     % 
While  you  shift  ground  and  make  so  many  curves. 
Say,  to  what  purpose  all  these  masks  ?  Your  friends 
Are  pldnged  in  doubts,  baffled  and  led  astray  in  you. 
There's  Oxenstein,  there^s  Arnheim — ^neither  knows 
What  he  should  think  of  your  procrastinations. 
And  in  the  end  I  prove  the  liar  ;  all 
Passes  through  me.  I  have  not  even  your  hand- writing. 

Wal.  I  never  give  my  hand- writing ;  thou  knowest  it. 

Ter.  But  how  can  it  be  hnbwn  that  you're  in  earnest, 
If  the  act  follows  not  upon  the  word  ?* 
You  must  yourself  acknowledge,  that  in  all 
Your  intercourses  hitherto  with  the  enemy 
You  might  have  done  with  safety  tdl  you  have  done, 
Had  you  meant  nothing  further  than  to  gull  him 
For  the  Emperor's  service. 

Wal.  (after  a  'pause  during  which  he  looks  narrotdy  <wi 
Tertsky.)  And  from  whence  dost  thou  know 
That  I'm  not  gulling  him  for  the  Emperor's  service? 
Whence  knowest  thou  that  I'm  not  gulling  all  of  yon  ? 
Dost  thou  know  me  so  weU  !  When  made  I  thee 
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The  iatendant  of  my  secret  purposes  ? 
I  am  not  conscious  that  I  ever  opened 
My  inmost  thoughts  to  thee.     The  Emperor,  it  is  true» 
Hath  dealt  with  me  amiss  ;  and  if  I  would, 
I  could  repay  him  -with  usurious  interest 
For  the  evil  he  hath  done  me,     It  delights  me 
To  know  my  power;  hut  whether  I  shall  use  h, 
Of  that,  I  should  have  thought  that  thou  couldst  speak 
No  wiser  than  thy  fellows.- 
Ter.  So  hast  thou  always  played  thy  gaino  with  us. 

[Enter  lUo, 

Scene  XL — Illo^  Wallenstein,  Tertsky. 

Wal.  How  stand  affairs  without  7     Are  they  prepared  ? 

lUo,  You'U  find  them  in  the  very  mood  you  wish. 
They  know  ahout  the  Emperor's  requisitions, 
And  are  tumultuous. 

Wal.  How  hath  Isolan 

Declared  himself? 

Illo.       ,  He's  yours^  hoth  soul  and  body, 

Since  you  built  up  again  his  Faro-bank. 

Wal.  And  which  way  doth  Kolatto  bend  ?  Hast  thou 
Made  sure  of  Tiefenbaoh  and  Deodate  ? 

lUo,  "What  Piccolomini  does,  that  they  do  too. 

Wal.  You  mean  then  I  may  venture  somewhat  with  them  ? 

lUo.  — If  you  are  assured  of  the  Piccolomini. 

Wal.  Not  more  assured  of  mine  own  self 

Ter.  And  yet 

I  would  you  trusted  not  so  much  to  Octavio, 
Thefoxl  •  .V 

Wal.  Thou  teachest  me  to  know  my  man  ? 

Sixteen  campaigns  I  have  made  with  that  pld  warrior. 
Besides,  I  have  his  horoscope, 
We  both  are  bora  beneath  like  stars — ^in  short 

.    [  With  an  air  of  myUery. 
To  this  belongs  its  own  particular  aspect. 
If  therefore  thou  canst  warrant  me  thfr  rest* 

lUo.  There  is  among  them  all  but  this  one  voice. 
Ton  must  not  lay  down  the  command.     I  hear 
They  mean  to  send  a  deputation  to  you. 
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Wal.  If  Fm  in  aught  to  bind  niyself  to  them, 
They  too  must  bind  themselves  to  me. 

Jllo.  Of  course. 

Wal.  Their  words  of  honor  they  must  give,  their  oathf 
Give  them  in  writing  to  me,  promisiiig 
Devotion  to  ray  service  unconditional. 

lllo.  Why  not  ? 

Ter.                    Devotion  unconditional? 
The  exception  of  their  duties  towards  Austria 
Theyll  always  place  among  the  premisses. 
"With  this  reserve 

Wal.  {shaking  his  head.)  All  unconditiojial  / 
No  premisses,  no  reserves. 

lllo.  A  thought  has  struck  me. 

I)oes  not  Count  Tertsky  give  us  a  set  banquet 
This  evening  ? 

Ter.  Yes  ;  and  all  the  Generals 

Have  been  invited. 

lllo.  {to  Wallenstein)  Say,  will  you  here  fully 
Commission  me  to  use  my  own  discretion  ? 
ril  gain  for  you  the  Generals'  words  of  honor, 
Even  as  you  wish. 

Wal.  Gain  me  their  signatures  I 

How  you  come  by  them,  that  is  t/owr  concern. 

Jllo.  And  if  I  bring  it  to  you,  black  on  white, 
That  all  the  leaders  who  are  present  here 
Give  themselves  up  to  you,  without  condition  ; 
Say,  will  you  then — then  will  you  show  yourself 
In  earnest,  and  with  some  decisive  action 
Make  trial  of  your  luck  T 

Wal.  The  signatures  ! 

Gain  me  the  aigna^tures. 

lllo.  Seize,  seize  the  honr 

Ere  it  slips  from  you.     Seldom  comes  tke  moment 
In  life,  which  is  indeed  sublime  and  weighty. 
To  make  a  great  decision  possible, 
0  !  many  things,*  all  transient  and  all  rapid. 
Must  meet  at  once  r  and,  haply,  they  thus  met 
May  by  that  confluence  be  enforced  to  pause 
Time  long  enough  for  wisdom,  thoii^h  too  short. 
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Far,  far  too  short  a  time  for  denbt  and  scrapie'! 

This  is  that  moment.     See',  onr  -anny  chiefhiiiui, 

Our  best,  our  noblest,  are  assembled  around  you^   - 

Their  kinglike  leader  !     On  your  nod  they  wait. 

The  single  threads,  which  here  your  prosperous  fortune 

Hath  woven  together  in  one  potent  web  ^ 

Instinct  with  destiny,  0  let  them  not 

Unravel  of  themselves.     If  you  permit 

These  chiefs  to  separate,  so  unanimous  ^ 

Bring  you  them  not  a  second  time  together. 

'Tis  the  high  tide  that  heaves  the  stranded  ship, 

And  every  individuaFB  spirit  waxes 

In  the  great  stream  of  multitudes.     Behold 

They  are  still  here,  here  stiU  !     But  soon  the  war . 

Bursts  them  once  more  asunder,  and  in  small 

Particular  anxieties  and  inter^ts      « 

Scatters  their  spirit,  and  the  sympathy 

Of  each  man  with  the  whole.     He,  who  to-day 

Forgets  himself,  forced  onward  with  the  stream, 

Will  become  sober,  seeing  but  himself, 

Feel  only  his  own  weakness,  and  with  speed 

Wni  face  about,  and  march  on  in  tke  old 

High  road  of  duty,  the  old  broad-tredden  road, 

And  seek  but  to  ma.ke  shelter  in  good  phght. 

Wal.  The  time  is  not  yet  come. 

Ter.  So  you  say  always^ 

B\3it  taken  will  it  be  time  ? 

Wal.  When  I  shall  say  it. 

Hlo.  You'll  wait  upon  the  stars,  and  on  their  hours, 
Till  the  earthly  hour  escapes  you.     O,  believe  me, 
In  your  own  bosom  are  your  destiriy's  stars. 
Oonfidence  in  yourself,  prompt  resolution. 
This  is  your  Venus  !  and  the  sole  malignant. 
The  only  one  that  harmeth  you  is  doubt. 

Wed.  Thou  speakest  as  thou  understand'st.     How  oft 
And  many  a  time  I've  told  thee,  Jupiter, 
That  lustrous  god,  was  setting  at  thy  birth. 
Thy  visual  power  subdues  no  mysteries  ; 
Mole-eyed,  thou  may'st  but  burrow  in  the  earth, 
Blind  as  that  subterrestrial,  who  with  wan 
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Lead-colored  shine  lighted  thee  into  life. 
The  common,  the  terrestrial,  thou  may'st  see, 
With  serviceable  cunning  knit  together 
The  nearest  with  the  nearest ;  and  therein 
I  trust  thee  and  believe  thee! -but  whate'er 
Full  of  mysterious  import  Nature  weaves, 
And  fashions  in  the  depths — the  spirit's  ladder,   , 
That  from  this  gross  and  visible  world  of  dust  .  • 
Even  to  the  starry  world,  with  thousand  rounds. 
Builds  itself  up  ;  on  which  the  unseen  powers 
Move  up  and  down  on  heavenly  ministries — 
The  eircles  in  the  circles,  that  approach 
The  central  sun  with  ever-narrowing  orbit — f    , 
These  see  the  glance  aJone,  the  unsealed  eye, 
Of  Jupiter's  glad  children  born  in  lustre, 

[He  walks  across  the  chamibeTy  then  returns^  andy  stand- 
ing stilly  proceeds. 
The  heavenly  constellations  make  not  merely 
The  day  and  nights,  summer  and  spring,  not  merely 
Signify  to  the  husbandman  the  seasons 
Of  sowing  and  of  harvest.     Human  action^ 
That  is  the  seed  too  of  contingencies, 
Strewed  on  the  dark  land  6f  futurity, 
In  hopes  to  reconcile  the  powers  of  fate.. " 
Whence  it  behooves  us  to  seek  out  the  seed-time, 
To  watch  the  stars,  select  their  proper  hours. 
And  trace  with  searching  eye  the  heavenly  houses, 
Whether  the  enemy  of  growth  and  thriving 
Hide  himself  not,  malignan^,,in  hW  corner. 
Therefore,  permit  me  my  own  time.     M<»nwhilc 
Do  you  your  part.     As  yet  I  can  not  say 
What  /  shall  do— ^only,  give  way  I  will  not. 
Depose  me  too  they  shall  not.     On  these  points 
You  may  rely. 

Page,  (entering.)  My  Lords,  the  Generals. 

Wal.  Let  them  come  in. 
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Scene  XU.—WallenUein,  Tertsky,  lUo.—  To  them  enter  Ques- 
tenberg,  Octaviot  and  Max.  JPiccohmini,  Buder,  Isolani, 
Maradas,  and  three  ^her  Generals.  -  Wallenstein  moHons 
Questenberg,  who  in  consequence  takes  th&  chair  directly  op- 
posite to  him;  the  others  follow,  arranging  thetnselves  accord' 
ing  to  their  rank,   .  There  reigns  a  momentary  silence.. 

Wal.  I  have  understood,  'tis  true,  the  sum  and  iniport 
Of  your  instructions,  ftuestenberg ;  .have  weighed  them, 
And  formed  my  final,  absolute  resolve  ; 
Yet  it  seems  fitting,  that  the  generals 
Should  hear  the  will  of  the  Emperor  from  your  mouth. 
May't  please  you,  then,  to  open  your  commission 
Before  these  noble  chieflains. 

Ques.  I  am  ready 

To  obey  you  ;  but  will  first  entreat  your  Highness, 
And  all  these  noble  chieftains,  to  consider. 
The  imperial  dignity  and  sovereign  right 
Speaks  from  my  mouth,  and  not  my  own  presumption. 

Wal.  "We  excuse  all  preface. . 

Ques.  '  When^his  Majesty 

The  Emperor  to  his  courageous  armies 
Presented  in  the  person  of  Duke  Friedland  _ 
A  most  experienced  and  renowned  commander, 
He  did  it  in  glad  hope  and  confidence 
To  give  thereby  to  the  fortunfe  of  the  war 
A  rapid  and  auspicious  change.     The  onset 
Was  favorable  to  his  royal  wishes. 
Bohemia  was  delivered  from  the  Saxons, ' 
The  Swede's  career  of  conquest  checked  f     These  lands 
Began  to  draw  breath  freely,  as  Duke  Friedland 
From  all  the  streams  of  Germany  forced  hither 
The  scattered  armies  of  the  enemy, 
Hither  invoked  as  round  one  magic  circle 
The  Rhiuegrave,  Bernhard,  Banner,  Oxenstirn, 
Yea,  and  that  never-conquered  King  himself; 
Here,  finally,  before  the  eye  of  Niirnberg, 
The  fearful  game  of  battle  to  decide. 

Wal   May*t  please  you  to  the  point.. 

Ques.  In  Nnmberg*s  camp  the  Swedish  monarch  left 
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His  fame— in  Latzen'9  plftias  his  life.     But  wha 

Stood  not  astounded,  when  vietoriour  Friedland 

After.this  day  of  triumph,  this  proud  day, 

Marched  toward  Bohexnia  with  the  speed  of  >flightr  . 

And-vanished  from  the  theatre  of  war  ;     • 

While  the  young  Weimar  hero  forced  his  way 

Into  Franconia,  to  the  Daaube,  like 

Some  delving  winter  stream,  %vhich,  where  it  rushes, 

Makes  its  own  channel ;  with  such  sudden  speed 

He  marched,  and  now  at  once  Tore  Kegenspurg 

Stood  to  the  affright  of  all  ^od  Catholio  Christians. 

Then  did  Bavaria's  well-deserving  Prince 

Entreat  swift  aidance  in  his  extreme  need  ; 

The  Emperor  sends  seven  horsemen  to  Duke  Friedland, 

Sev^i  horsemen-couriers  sends  he  with  the  entreaty  : 

He  superadds  his  own,  and  supplicates 

Where  as  the  sovereign  lord  he  can  coi^mand. 

In  vain  his  supplication ! ,  At  this  moment 

The  Duke  hears  un]y  his  old  hate  and  grudge, 

Barters  the  general  good  to  gratify 

Private  revenge — and  so  falls  Segenspurg. 

W^-  Max.,  to  what  period  of  the  war  alludes  he  ? 
My  recollection  fails  me  here. 

Max.  He  means 

When  we  were  in  Silesia. 

Wed.  Ay  I    Is  it  so ! 

But  what  had  we. to  do  there  ? 

Max.  To  beat  out 

The  Swedes  and  Saxons  from  the  province. 

Wal.  True, 

In  that  description  which  the  minister  gave 
I  seemed  to  have  forgotten  the  whole  war. 
(  To  Questenberg.)  Well,  but  proceed  a  little.  . 

Ques.  Yes!  at  length 

Beside  the  river  Oder  did  the  Duke 
Assert  his  ancient  fame.     Upon  the  fields 
Of  Steinau  did  the  Swedes  lay  down  their  arms, 
Subdued  without  a  blow.     And  here,  with  others, 
The  righteousness  of  Heaven  to  his  avenger 
Delivered  that  long-practised  stirrer-up 
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Of  insurrection,  that  curetf-laderr  toreh 

And  kindier  of  this  war,  Matthias  Thur. 

But  he  had  fallen  into  magnfluimoua  hands  ;  ^ 

Instead  of  punishment  he  found  reward, 

And  with  rich  presents  did  the  Duke  dismifli 

The  arch-foe  of  his  Emperor.  '  '  ^  -^ 

Wal.  {laughs.)  I  know, 

I  know  you  had  already  in  Vienna  , 

Your  windows  and  balconies  all  forestalled 
To  see  him  on  the  executioner's  cart. 
I  might  have  lost  the  battle,-  lost  it  too 
With  infamy,  and  still  retained  your  graced — 
But,  to  have  cheated  them  of  a  spectacle. 
Oh !  that  the  good  folks  of  Vienna  never,. 
No,  never  can  forgive  me. 

Ques.  f        So  Silesia 

Was  freed,  and  all  things  loudly  called  the  Duka 
Into  Bavaria,  now  pressed  hard  on  all  sides. 
And  he  did  put  his  troops  in  motion :  slowly, 
Q^uite.  at  his  ease,  and  by  the  longest  road 
He  traverses  Bohemia ;  but  ere  ever' 
He  hath  once  seen  the  enemy,  faces  round. 
Breaks  up  the  march,  aiid  takes  to  winter  ^uartenK 

Wed.  The  troops  were  pitiably  destitute 
Of  every  necessary,  every  comfort.  •         / 

The  winter  came.     V\rhat  thinks  his  Majesty 
His  troops  are  made  of?     ArriH  we  men  ?  subjeoted 
Like  other  men  to  wet  and  cold,  and  all 
The  circumstances  of  necessity  ? 
0  miserable  lot  of  ti)e  poor  soldier  I 
Wherever  he  comes  in,  all  flee  before  hitti,   '       ' 
And  when  he  goes  away,  the  general  curse 
Follows  him  on  his  route.     All  must  be  seized, 
Nothing  is  given  him.     And  compelled  to  seize 
From  every  man,  he's  every  man's  abhorrence. 
Behold,  here  stand  my  Generals.     Karaffa ! 
Count  Deodate !  Butler !  Tell  this  man 
How  long  the  soldiers'  pay  is  in  arrean. 

But.  Already  a  full  year. 

Wal.  And  'tis  the  km 
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That  constitutes  the  hireling's  name  and  duties^ 
The  soldier's  pay  is  the  soldier's  cavenanL-* 

Ques.  Ah !  this  is  a  far  other  tone  from  that, 
In  which  the  Buke  spoke  eight,  nine  years  ago. 

Wal.  Yes!  'tis  my  fault,  I  know  it:  I  {nyself 
HanV  spoilt  the  Emptor  by  indulging  him.   . 
Nine  years  ago,  (hiring  the  Banish  war, 
I  raised  him  up  a  Ib^ce,  a  mighty  force, 
Forty  or  fifty  thousand  men,  that  cost  him 
Of  his  own  purse  no  doit.     Through  Saxony 
The  fary  goddess  of  the  war  marehed  on» 
E'en  to  the  surf- rocks  of  the  Baltic,  beuring 
The  terrors  of  his  name.     That  was  a  time  I 
In  the  whole  Imperial  realm  no  name  like  mine 
Honored  with  festival  and  celebration —  r 

And  Albrecht  Wallenstein,  it  was  the  title 
Of  the  third  jewel  in  his  crown  ! 
But  at  the  Biet,  when  the  Princes  met 
At  Regenspurg,  there,  there  the  whole  broke  out, 
There  'twas  laid  open,  there  it  was  made  known, 
Out  of  what  money-.bag  1  had  paid  the  host. 
And  what  was  now  my  thank,  what  had  I  now,   . 
That  I,  a  faithful  tservant  of  the  sovereign, 
Had  loaded  on  myself  the  people's  curses, 
And  let  the  Princes  of  the  empire  pay 
The  expenses  of  this  war,  that  aggrandizes 
The  Emperor  alone — ^What  thanks  had  I !. 
What  ?     I  was  offered  up  to  their  complaints, 
Bismissed,  degraded ! 

Ques.  But  your  Highness  knows 

What  little  freedom  he  possessed  pf  action 
In  that  disastrous  diet. 

^  The  original  is  not  tran&Utable  into  English ; 

— 1 — Und  ssin  sold 

Mjis.  dem  mldaten  werdea,  darnach  heisst  er. 

It  might  perhaps  have  been  thus  rendered : 

*-  And  that  for  which  he  sold  his  seryioos, 
The  soldier  must  receive." 

But  a  fidae  or  doubtful  etymology  is  no  more  than  a  dull  pan. 
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Wal.  Death  and  heli  ! 

/had  that  which  could  have  procured  hi  in  freedom. 
"No !     Since  'twas  proved  so  inauspicious  to  me 
To  serve  the  Emperor  at  the  empire's  cost, 
I  have  been  taught  fkr  other  trains  of  thinking 
Of  the  empire,  and  the  diet  of  the  empire. 
From  the  Emperor,  doubtless,  I  received  this  staff, 
But  now  I  hold  it  as  the  empire's  general — 
For  the  common  weal,  the  universal  interest, 
And  no  more  for  that  one  man's  aggrandizement  1 
But  to  the  point.     What  is  it  that's  desired  of  me  T 

Ques.  First,  his  imperial  Majesty  hath  willed 
That  without  pretexts  of  delay  the  army 
Evacuate  Bohemia.  -  ' 

Wdl.  In  this  seasoh  ?  " 

And  to  what  quarter,  wills  the  Emperor,    ' 
That  we  direct,  our  course  ?  ^ 

Ques.  To  the  enemy. 

His  Majesty  resolves,  that  Rogenspurg 
Be  purified  from  the  enemy,  ere  Easter,  ^ 

That  Luth'ranism  may  be  no  longer  preached 
In  that  cathedral,  nor  heretical 
Defilement  desecrate  the  celebration 
Of  that  pure  festival. 

Wal.  My  generals, 

Can  this  be  realized  ?  * 

lUo,  *Tis  not  possible. 

•     But.  It  can't  be  realized. 

Ques.  The  Emperor 

Already  hath  commanded  colonel  Suys 
To  advance  toward  Bavaria  ! 

Wal.  What  did  Suys  ? 

Ques.  That  which  his  duty  prompted.     He  advan^d  I 

Wal.  What  ?  he  advanced  1     And  I,  his  general. 
Had  given  him  orders,  peremptory  orders, 
Not  to  desert^his  station  !     Stands  it  thus 
With  my  authority  ?     Is  this  th'  obedience 
Due  to  my  office,  which  being  thrown  aside 
No  war  can  be  conducted  ?     Chieftains,  speak ! 
You  be  the  judges,  generals !    What  deserves 
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That  officer,  who  of  his  oath  neglectful 
Is  guilty  of  contempt  of  prders  ? 

2220.  {raising  his  voice,  as  all  but  lUo  had.remaifi^  sUefU, 
and  seemingly  scrupulous.\  Death. 

Wal.  Count  Piccolomini  1  what  has  he  deserved  ? 

Max.  Pic  {after  a  long  pause.)  According  to  the  letter  of  the 
law, 
Death.       . 

Iso.  Death. 

But.  Death,  by  the  laws  of  war. 

[Questenberg  rises  from  his  seat,  Wailenstein  foUaws  ;  aU 
the  rest  rise. 

Wal.  To  this  the  law  condeoins  him,  and  not  I. 
And  if  I  show  him  favor,  'twill  arise 
From  the  reverence  that  I  owe  my  Emperor. 

Ques.  If  so,  I  can  say  nothing  further — here  ! 

Wal.  I  accepted  the  command  but  on  conditions ! 
And  this  the  first,  that  to  the  diminution 
Of  my  authority  no  human  being, 
Not  even  the  Emperor's  seli^  should  be  entitled 
To  do  aught,  or  to  say  aught,  with  the  i^rmy. 
If  I  stand  warranter  of  the  event,  • 
Placing  my  honor  and  my  head  in  pledge^ 
Needs  mnst  I  have  full  mastery  in  all    - 
The  means  thereto.     What  rendei^  thus  Gustavus 
Resistless,  and  unconquered  upon  earth  ? 
This — ^that  he  was  the  monarch  in  his  arm^r ! 
A  monarch,,  one  who  is  indeed  a  monarch, 
Was  never  yet  subdued  but  by  his  equal. 
But  to  tho  point !     The  best  is  yet  to  come. 
Attend  now,  generals ! 

Ques.  -        The  Prince  Cardinal 

Begins  his  route  at  tbe  approach  of  spring 
From  the  Milanese ;  and  leads  a  Spanish  army 
Through  Germany  into  the  Netherlands. 
That  he  may  march  secure  and  unimpeded, 
*Tis  th'  Emperor's  will  you  grant  him  a  detachment 
Of  eight  horse-regiments  from  the  army  hero. 

Wal.  Yes,  yes !  I  understand  1 — Eight  regiments  !     Well, 
Right  well  concerted,  iatker  Lamonnfidn  I 
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Eight  thousand  horse  !     Yes,  yes  !     'Tis  as  it,  should  be  ^ 
I  see  it  coming.  ^ 

QueSi      '■      There  is  noting  oonaiog. 
All  stands. ia  ^nt :  the  cooosel  oCstate-prudence^ 
The  dictate  of  necessity.  L-: — ?- 

Wat,  What  then? 

What,  my  Lord  Envoy  ?     May  I  not  not  be  sufiered 
To  understand  that  folks  are  tired  of  seeing 
The  sword's  hilt  in  my  grasp  :  and  that  your  court 
Snatch  eagerly  at  this  pretence,  and  use  ' 
The  Spanish  title,  to  drain  ofi'my  forees, 
To  lead  intp  the  eiripire-  a  new  army 
Unsubjected  to  my  coutroL     To  throw  me 
Plumply  aside, — I  am  stiU  too  powerful  for  you 
To  venture  that;  -My  stipulation  runs„  ; 
That  all  the  Imperial  fojrces  shall  obey  m« 
Where'er  th^  German  is  the  native  language. 
Of  Spanish,  troops  and  of  Prince  Cardinals 
That  take  their  route,  as  visitors,  through  the  empire, 
There  stands  no  syllable  in  my  stipulation . 
No  syllable !     And  so  the  politic  court 
Steals  in  a-tiptoe,  and  creeps  round  behind  it.;. 
First  makes  me  weaker,  then  to  be. dispensed  with, 
Tifl  it, dares  strike  at  length  a  bolder  blow 
And  make  shopt  work  with  >me. 
What  n^ed  of  aU  these  crooked  ways,  Lord  ;Envoy  I 
Straight-forward,  man  1     His  comj^ct  with  me  pinches 
The  Emperor.     He  would  that  I  moved  oflfl — 
Well !— I  will  gratify  him  I 

[Here  there  commences  an  agitation  among  the  Generals 
which  increases  continually,^ 
It  grieves  me  for  my  noble  officers'  sakes  1 
I  see  not  yet,  by  what  means  they  will  come  at 
The  moneys  they  have  advanoed,  or  how  obtain 
The  recompense  their  serviceSB  demand. 
Still  a  new  leader  brings  new  claimantfii  forward, 
And  prior  merit  superannuates  quickly. 
There  serve  here  diany  foreigners  in  th'  army, 
And  were  the  man  vel  aU  else  l^rave  and  gallant, 
I  was  not  wont  to  make  nice  scrutiny 
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After  hk  pedigree  or  catechism. 

This  will  he  otherwise,  1'  the  time  to  come.  . 

Well — me  no  longer  it  concerns.  [He  seats  kimsdf. 

Max.  Pie.  Forbid  it,  Heaven,  that  it  should  come  to  this  1 
Our  troops  will  swell  ill  dreadfal  fermentation-.^ 
The  Emperor  is  abused — it  can  not  be. 

Jso.  It  can  not  be  ;  all  goes  to  instant  wreck. 

Wal.  Thou  hast  said  truly,  faithful  Isolani ! 
What  we  with  tori  and  foresight  have  biiilt  up, 
Will  go  to  wreck — all  g6  to  instant  wreck. 
What  then  ?  another  chieftain  is  soon  found, 
Another  army  likewise  (who  dares  doubt  it  ?) 
Will  flock  from  all  sides  to  the  Emperor 
At  the  first  beat  of  his  recruiting  drum. 

[During  this  speechj  Isolani^  Tertsky,  Illo,  and  Maradas 
talk  confusedly  with  great  agitation. 

Max.  Pic.  {busily  and  passionately  going  from  one  to  another, 
soothing  them.)  Hear)  my  commander  !  Hear  me,  generals! 
Let  me  conjure  you,  Buke  1     Determine  nothing, 
Till  we  have  met  and  Tepresented  to  you 
Our  joint  remonstrances. — ^Nay,  calmer  !  -  Friends  I 
I  hope  all  may  be  yet'  set  right  again. 

Ter.  kvrdLj  !  let  us  away !  in  thi'  ^antechamber 
Find  we  the  others.  -  [they  go. 

But.  {to  Questenberg.)  If  good  counsel  gain 
Due  audience  from  your  wisdom,  my  Lord  Envoy!  * 

You  willbe  cautious  how  you  show  yourself 
In  public  for  some  hours  to  come-^-or  h«rdly 
Win  that  gold  key  protect  you  from  maltreatment. 

[Comrkotions  heard  from  vnihout. 

Wal,  A  saluta^  counsel-^-'— Thou,  Octavio  I 
Witt  answer  for  the  safety  pf  our  guest. 
Farewell,.  Yon  Cluestenberg  i       [  Questenberg  is  about  to  speak. 

Nay,  not  a  word, 
Not  one  word  more  of  that  detested  subject ! 
You  have  performed  your  duty — ^We  know  how 
To  separate  the  office  from  the  maiu 

[As  Questenberg  is  going  offvjith  Octavio,  Goetz,  Ttefenr 
bach,  Kolatto,  press  in;  several  other  Crenerals  fd- 
lotffing  them.  -  I 
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Goetz.  Where's  he  who  means  to  rob  us  of  our  general  ? 
2Hef.  (at  the  mme  time,)  What  are  we  forced  to  hear  ?    That 

•thou  wilt  leave  us  ?  •- 

Kol.  {at  the  sdnie  time.)  We  will  live  with  thee,  we  will  die 

with  thee. 
Wal.  (pointing  to  Bio,)    There !    the  Field-Marshal  knows 
our  will.  '       *  [Exit, 

[While  all  are  going  off  the  stage,  the  curtain  drops. 


ACT  IL 
Scene  I. — A  small  Chamber, 

lUo  and  Tertsky, 

Ter.  Now  for  this  evening's  business  I     How  intend  you 
>     To  manage  with  the  generals  at  the  banquet  ? 
i        Illo.  Attend  !     We  frame  a  formal  declaration 

Wherein  we  to  the  Duke  consign  ourselves 

Collectively,  to  be  and  to  remain 

His  both  with  life  and  limb,  and  not  to  spare 

The  last  drop  of  our  blopd  for  him,  provided 

So  doing  we  infringe  no  oath  nor  duty, 
;:     We  may  be  under  to  the  Emp'ror. — Mark ! 

This  reservation  we  expressly  make 

In  a  particular  clause,  and  save  the  conscience. 

Now  hear  !     This  formula  so  framed  and  worded 

Will  be  presented  to  them  for  perusal 

Before  the  banquet.     No  one  will  find  in  it 
'■^,    Cause  of  ofience  or  scruple.     Hear  now  further  I 

After  the  feast,  when  now  the  vap'ring  wine 

Opens  the  heart,  and  shuts  the  eyes,  we  let 
jjjj    A  counterfeited  paper,  in  the  which 

This  one  particular  clause  has  been  left  out, 

Gro  round  for  signatures. 

Ter.  How  ?  think  you  then   ' 

That  they*!!  believe  themselves  bound  by  an  oath, 
ft    Which  we  had  tricked  them  i^tto  by  a  juggle  ? 
^       Illo.  We  shall  have  caught  and  caged  them !     lict  them  thea 

Beat  their  wings  bare  against  the  wires,  and  rave 
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Loud  as  they  may  against  our  treachery, 
At  court  their  signatures  will  be  believed 
Far  more  thai^  their  most  holy  afHrmations. 
Traitors  they  ure,  and  must  be  ;  therefore  wisely 
Will  make  a  virtue  of  necessity. 

Ter.  Well,  well,  it  shall  content  me ;  let  but  something 
Be  donti  let  only  some  decisive  blow 
Set  us  in  motion. 

Illo.  Besides,  'tis  of  subordinate  importance 
How,  or  how  far,  we  may  thereby  propel 
The  generals.     'Tis  enough  that  we  persuade 
The  Duke,  that  they  are  his— Let  him  but  act 
In  his  determined  mood,  as  if  he  had  them, 
And.  he  vjill  have  them..    Where  he  plunges  in, 
.  He  makes  a  whirlpool,  and  all  stream  down  to  it. 

Ter.  His  policy  is  such  a  labyrinth, 
That  many  a  time  when  I  have  thought  myself 
Close  at  his  side,, he's  gone  a.t  once  and  led. me 
Ignorant  of  the  ground  where  I  was  standing. 
He  lends  the  enemy  his  ear,  permits  me 
To  write  to  them,  to  Arnheim ;  ta  Sesina 
Himself  comes  forward  blank  and  undisguised ; 
Talks  with  us  by  the  hour  about  his  plans, 
And  when  I  think  I  have  him— off  at  once — 
He  has  slipped  fVorti  me,  and  appears  as  if 
He  h&d  no  scheme,. but  to  retain  his  pkce. 

nio.  He  give  up  his  <^d  plans  !     I'll  tell  jrou,  friend  ! 
His  soul  is  occupied  with  nothing  else,  ^ 

Even  in  his  sleep — They  are  his  thoughts,  his  dreapis^ 
That  day  by  day  he  questions  for  this  purpose 
The. motions  of  the  planets — 

Ter.  Ay  !  you  know 

This  night,  that  is  now  coming,  he  with  Seni 
Shuts  himself  up  in  the  astrological  tower 
To  make  joint  observations — ^for  I  hear, 
It  is  toHbe  a  night  of  weight  and  crisis  ; 
And  something  great,  and  of  long  expectation, 
Is  to  make  its  procession  in  the  heaven. 

Illo.  Come  !  be  we  bold  and  make  despatch.     The  work 
In  this  next  day  or  two  must  thrive  and  grow 
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More  than  it  has  for  years*     And  let  but  only 

Things  Brst  turn  up  auspicious  here  b^v—  . 

Mark  what  I  say — the  right  stars  loo  will  show  themaelves. 

Come,  to  the  generals.     Alt  is  in  the  glow, , 

And  must  be  beaten  while  ^tis  malleable. 

Ter.  Do  you  go  thither,  lUo.   .  I  must  stay 
And  tvait  here  for  the  Countess  Tertsky.     Know, 
That  we  too  are  not  idle.     Break  one  string, 
A  second  is  in  readiness. 

lllo.  Yes  !  Yes  I  . 

I -saw  your  lady  smile  with  such  sly  meaning. 
What's  in  the  wmd  ? 

Ter.  A  secret.     Hufth  I  she  comes.       [JSxit  lllo. 

Scene  II. — {The  Countess  steps  out  from  a  doset.)    Count  and 
Countess  Tertsky.- 

Ter.  Well — is  she  coming  ? — I  can  keep  him  back 
No  longer. 

Court.  She  will  be  there  instantly. 
You  6n]y  send  him. 

Tei\  I  am  not  quite  certain 

I  must  confess  it,  Countess,  whether  or  not 
We  are  earning  the  Duke's  thanks  hereby.     You  know, 
No  ray  has  broken  from  him  on  this  point. 
You  have  overruled  me,  and  yourself  know  best, 
How  far  you  dare  proceed. 

C^un.  I  take  it  on  me. 

[  Talking  to  herself,  wlUle  she  is  advancing. 
Here's  no  need  of  full  powers  and  commissions — 
My  cloudy  Duke !  we  understand  each  otherr — 
And  without  words.     What,  could  I  not  unriddle, 
Wherefore  the  daughter  should  be  sent  for  hither, 
Why  first  he,  and  no  otber,  should  be  chosen 
To  fetch  her  hither  I     This  sham  of  betrothing  her 
To  a  bridegroom,*  whom  no  one  knows-r-No !  no  I— — 
This  may  blind  others  !     I  see  through  thee,  Brother  ! 

*  Id  GermaHy,  after  hoaorable  addresses  have  been  paid  and  formally 
accepted,  the  lovers  are  called  Bride  and  Bridegroom,  even  thoOgh  the 
marriage  should  not  take  place  till  years  afterwards. 
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But  it  besecamB  thee  not,  to  draw  a  card' 

At  such  a  game.     Not  yet ! — ^It  all  remains 

Mutely  delivered  up  to  my  finessing — ^ 

"Well— thou  shalt  not  have  been  deceived,  Duke  Friedland  ! 

In  her  who  is  thy  sister. 

Servant.  {enteJ^s,)  -  The  commanders ! 

Ter.  {to  the  Countess.)  Take  care  you  heat  his  fancy  and 
affections — 
Possess  him  with  a  reverie,  and  send  him, 
Absent  and  dreaming,  to  the  banquet ;  that 
He  may  not  boggle  at  the  signature. 

Coun,  Take  you  care  of  your  guests ! — Go,  send  him  hither. 

Ter.  All  rests  upon  his  undersigning. 

Cmm,  (interrupting  him.)  Go  to  your  guests  I  Go "  ' 

lUo.  {comes  hack.)  Where  art  staying,  Tertsky  ? 
The  house  is  full,  and  all  expecting  you. 

Ter.  Instantly  !  Instantly  !  ( To  the  Countess.)  And  let  him 
not        ' 
Stay  here  too  long.     It  might  awake  suspicion 
In  the  old  man 

Coun.  A  truce  with  your  precautions ! 

{Exeunt  Tertsky  and  lUo. 

Scene  III — Countess,  Max.  Ficcolomim. 

Max.  {peeping  in  on  tJie  stage,  slyly)  Aunt  Tertsky  I  may  1 

venture  ? 
[Advances  to  the  middle  of  the  stage,  and  looks  around  him 
with  uneasiness. 

She*s  not  here ! 
Where  is  she  ? 

Coun.  Look  but  somewhat  narrowly 

In  yonder  corner,  lest  perhaps  she  lie 
Concealed  behind  that  screen. 

Max.  There  lie  her  gloves ! 

{Snatches  at  them,  hut  the  Countess  takes  them  herself. 
You  unkind  lady  !     You  refuse  me  this— 
You  make  it  an  amusement  to  torment  me. 

Coun.  And  this  the  thanks  you  give  me  for  my  trouble  ? 
Max.  0,  if  you  felt  the  oppression  at  my  heart  1 
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Since  weVe  been  Here,  sa  to  constrain  myself — 
With  such  poor  stealth  to  hazard  words  and  glances^- 
These,  these  are  not  my  habits  ! 

Coun.  "    '    .       You  have  still 

Many  new  habits  to  acquire,  3roung  friend! 
But  on  this  proof  of  your  obedient  temper 
I  must  continue  to  insist ;  and  only 
On  this  condition  can  Lplay  the,  agent 
For  your  concerns. 

Max.  But  wherefore  comes  she  not  ?     . 

Where  is  she  ? 

Coun.  Into  my  hands  you  mast  place  it 

Whole  and  entire.     Whom  could  you  find,  indeed, 
More  zealously  affected  to  your  interest  ? 
No  soul  on  earth  must  know  it — ^not  your  father. 
He  must  not  above  all. 

Max.  Alas!  what  danger? 

Here  is  no  face  on  which  I  might  concentre 
All  the  enraptured  soul  stirs  up  within  me. 

0  lady  !  tell  me.     Is  all  changed  around  me  ? 
Or  is  it  only  I  ? 

I  find  myself 
As  among  strangers  !     Not  a  trace  is  lefl 
Of  all  my  former  wishes,  former  joys. 
Where  has  it  vanished  to  ?     There  was  a  time 
When  even,  methought,  with  such  a  world  as  this 

1  was  not  discontented.     Now  how  flat ! 
How  stale  !     No  life,  no  bloom,  no  flavor  in  it ! 
My  comrades  are  intolerable  to  me. 

My  father — Even  to  him  I  can  say  nothing. 
My  arms,  my  military  duties — 0  ! 
They  are  such  wearying  toys  I 

Coun.  But,  gentle  friend  I 

I  must  entreat  it  of  your  condescension, 
You  would  be  pleased  to  sink  your  eye,  and  favor 
With  one  short  glance  or  two  this  poor  stale  world 
Where  even  now  much,  and  of  much  moment, 
Is  on  the  eve  of  its  completion. 

Max*  Something, 

I  can't  but  know,  is  going  forward  round  me. 
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I  Bee  it  gatliering,  crowding,  driving  on, 

In  wild  uncustomary  movementsv     Well,  .       / 

In  due  time,  doubtless,  it  will  reach' even  me. 

Where  think  you  I  have  been,  dear  lady  ?     Nay, 

No  raillery.     The  turmoil  of  the  camp. 

The  spring-tide  of  acquaintance  rolling  in. 

The  pointless  jest,  the  empty  conversation, 

Oppressed  and  stifled  me.     I  gasped  for  air-^ 

I  could  not  breathe — I  was  constrained  to  fly. 

To  seek  a  silence  out  for ^ my  full  heart ; 

And  a  pure  spot  wherein  to  feel  tny  happiness. 

No  smiling.  Countess  1     In  the  church  was  I. 

There  is  a  cloister  here  to  the  *heaven's  gate, 

Thither  I  wentj  there  found  myself  alone. 

Over  the  altar  hung  a.  holy  niother  ; 

A  wretched  painting  'twas,  yet  'twas  the  iriend 

That  I  was  seeking  in  this  moment.     Ah, 

How  oft  have  i  beheld  that  glorious  form 

In  splendor,  'mid  ecstatic  worshipers, 

Yet,  still  it  moved  me  not  1  and  now  at  once 

Was  my  devotion  cloudless  as  my  love. 

Coun.  Enjoy  your  fortune  and  felicity  I  ' 

Forget  the  world  around  you.     Meantime,  friendship 
Shall  keep  strict  vigils  for  you,  anions,  active. 
Only  be  manageable  when  that  friendship 
Points  you  the  road  to  full  accomplishment. 
How  long  may  it  be  since  you  declared  your  passion  ? 

Ma^.  This  morning  did  I  hazard  the  first  word. 

Coun.  This  morning  the  first  time  in  twenty  days  ? 

Max.  'Twas  at  that  hunting-castle,  betwixt  here 
And  Nepomuck,  where  you  had  joined  us,  and — 
That  was  the  last  relay  of  the  whole  journey  1 
In  a  balcony  we  were  standing  mute, 
And  gazing  out  upon  the  4reary  field  : 
Before  us  the  dragoons  were  riding  onward, 
The  safe-guard  which  the  Buke  had  sent  ua^— heavy 

*  I  am  doubtful  whether  this  be  the  dedication  of  the  cloister  or  the  name 
of  one  of  the  city  gates,  near  which  it  stood.  I  have  translated  it  in  the 
former  sense ;  but  fearful  of  having  made  some  blunder,  I  add  the  originaL 
— Es  ist  ein  Kloster  hier  ft»r  Himm$l9p/ort», 
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The  inquietude  of  parting  lay.upoir  me, 

And  treiabling  ventured  I  at  length  these  words  : 

This  ail  reminds  me,  noble  maiden,  dhat 

To-day,  I  must  take  leave  of  my  good  fortune, 

A  few  hours  more,  and  you  will  find  a  father, 

Will  see  yourself  "^surrounded  by  new  friends, 

And  I  heiy^forth  shall  be  but  as  a  stranger, 

Lost  in  the  many — "  Speak  with  my  Aunt  Tertsky  V* 

With  hurrying  voice  she  interrupted  me. 

She  faltered.     I  beheld  a  glowing  ted 

Possess  her  beautiful  cheeks,  and  from  the  ground  ^ 

Raised  slowly  up  her  eye  met  mines-^no  longer 

Did  I  control  myself 

[  Tlie  Princess  Thekla  appears  at  the  door,  and  remains 
standings  observed  by  tfie  Countess,  but  not  by  Ficco- 
hmini. 

With  instant  boldness 
I  caught  her  in  my  arms,  my  mouth  touched  hers  ; 
There  was  a  rustling  in  the  room  close  by ; 
It  parted  us — 'Twas  you.     What  since  has  happened, 
You  know. 

Coun.  (after  a  pause,  with  a  stolen  glance  at  Theklor.)  And 
is  it  your  excess  of  modesty  ; 
Or  are  you  so  incurious,  that  you  do  not 
Ask  me  too  of  my  secret  ? 

Max.  jO£  your  secret  ? 

Coun.  Why,  yes  I     When  in  the  instant  after  you 
I  stepped  into  the  room,  and  found  my  niece  there. 
What  she  in  this  first  moment  of  the  heart 
Ta*en  with  surprise — 

Max.  {tcith  eagerness.)  Well !    . 

Scene  IV. —  Thekla  {hurries  fcnvard).  Countess^  Ma>x. 
Piccohmini^ 

Thek.  {to  the  Countess.)  Spare  yourself  the  trouble  : 
That  hears  he  better  from  myself 

Max.  {stepping  backward.)      My  Princess  ! 
What  have  you  let. her  hear  me  say,  Aunt  Tertsky  ? 

Thek,  {to  the  Countess.^  Has  he  been  here  long  ? 
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Coun.  Yes  ;  and  aobn  mast  go. 

Where  have  you  stayed  so  long  ? 

Thek.  Alas !  my  mother 

Wept  so  again  !  and  I — I  see  her  suffer, 
Yet  can  not  keep  myself  from  hbiug  happy. 

Max,  Now  once  again  I  have  courage  to  look  on  you. 
To-day  at  noon  I  could  not.  • 

The  dazzle  ef  the  jewels  that  played  lound  you 
Hid  the  beloved  from  me. 

Thek,  Then  you  saw  me 

With  your  eye  only-^and  not  with  your  heart  ? 

Max.  This  morning,  when  I  found  you  in  the  circle. 
Of  all  your  kindred^  in  your  father's  arms, 
Beheld  myself  an  alien  in  this  circle, 
0 !  what  an  impulse  felt  I  in  that  moment 
To  fall  upon  his  neck,  to  call  \^ia  father  ! 
But  his  stern  eye  o'erpower'd  the  swelling  jiassion — 
It  dared  not  but  be  silent.     And  those  brilliantB, 
That  like  a  crown  of  stars  enwreathed  your  brows. 
They  scared  me  too !     0  wherefore,  wherefore  should  he 
At  the  first  meeting  spread  as  'twere  the  ban 
Of  excommunieation  round  you,  wherefore 
Dress  up  the  angel  as  for  sacrifioe,^ 
And  cast  upon  the  light  and  joyous  heart 
The  mournful  burthen  of  his  station  ?     Fitly  . 
May  love  dare  woo  for  love ;  but  such  a  splendor 
Might  none  but  monarchs  venture  to  approach. 

Thek.  Hush  !  not  a  word  more  of  this  imimmery, 
You  see  how  soon  the  burthen  is  thrown  off. 
(  To  the  Counter.)  He  is  not  in  spirits.     Wherefore  is  he  not  ? 
'Tis  you,  aunt,  that  have  made  him  all  so  gloomy  ! 
He  had  quite  another  nature  on  the  journey — 
So  calm,  so  bright,  so  joyous,  eloquent. 
( To  Max.)  It  was  my  wish  to  see  you  always  so, 
And  never  otherwise  ! 

Mdx,  You  find  yourself 

In  your  great  father's  arms,  beloved  lady  I 
All  in  a  new  world,  which  does  homage  to  you, 
And  which,  wer't  only  by  its  novelty, 
Delights  your  eye. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


OB,   THE  FIRBT  PAB3*  OP  WALLBNSTBIN.  629 

Thek,  Yes  ;  I-conless  to  you 

That  many  things  delight  me  here  :-  this  oamp, ' 
This  ipotley  stage  of  warriois,  which  renews 
So  manifold  the  image  of  my  fancy, 
And  binds  to  life,  binds  to  reality, 
What  hitherto  had  but  been  present  to  me 
As  a  sweet  dream  I 

Max.  Alas  !  not  so  to  me, 

It  makes  a  dream  of  my  reality. 
Upon  some  island  in  the  elhereal  heights 
Fve  lived  for  these' last  days.     This  mass  of  men 
Forces  me  down  to  earth.     It  is  a  briclge 
That,  reconducting  to  my  former  life> 
Divides  me  and  my  he9.ven. 

Thek,  The  game  of  life 

Looks  cheerful,  when  one  carries  in  one's  hcast 
The  inalienable  treasure.     *Tis  a  game^ 
Which,  having  onae  reviewed,  I  turn  more  joyous 
Back  to  my  deepersand  appropriate  bliss. 

\3reaking  pff,  a7td  in  a  spofiiv4  tone* 
In  this  short  time  that  I've  been  present  here, 
What  new  unheard-of  things  have  I  not  seen  I 
And  yet  they  aU  must  give  place  to  the  wonder 
Which  this  mysterious  castle  guards* 

Coun.  {recollecting.)  And  what 

Can  this  be  then  ;  methought  I  was  acquainted 
With  all  the  dusky  corners  of  this  house. 

Thek.  Ay,  {smiling.)  but  the  road  thereto  is  watched  by  spirit*. 
Two  griffins  still  stand  sentry  at  the  door. 

Coun.  {laughs.)  The  astrological  tower !— ^How  happens  it 
That  this  same  sanctuary,  whose  access 
Is  to  all  others  so  impracticable, 
Opens  before  you  even  at  your  approach  ? 

Thek.  A  dwarfish  old  man  with  a  friendly  face 
And  snow-white  hairs,  whose  giacious  services 
Were  mine  at  first  sight,  opened  me  the  doors. 

Max.  That  is  the  Dukp's  astrologer,  old  Seni. 

Thek.  He  questioned  me  on  many  points  ;  for  instance, 
When  I  was  born,  what  month,  and  on  what  day. 
Whether  by  day  or  in  the  night. 

VOL.  VII.  Z 
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Coun^  He  wished 

To  erect  a  figure  for  your  horoscope. 

Thek,  Mj  hand  too  he  examlaed,  shook  his  head 
With  such  sad  meaning,  and  the  lines,  methought. 
Did  not  square  over  truly  with  his  wishes.^ 

Coun.  Well,  Princes^  and  what  found  you  in  this  tower  ? 
My  highest  privilege  has  heen  to  snatch 
A  side-^glance,  and  away  I  .  - 

Thek.  It  was  a  strange 

Sensation  that  came  o'er  me,  when  at  first 
From  the  hroad  sunshine  I  stept  in  ;  and  now 
The  narrowing  line  of  daylight,  that  ran  after 
The  closing-door,  was  gone  ;  and  all  about  me 
Twas  pale  and  dusky  night,  with  many  shadows 
Fantastically  cast.     Here  six  or  seven 
Colossal  status,  and  all  kings,  stood  round  me 
In  a  half-circle.     Each  one  in  his  hand 
A  sceptre  bore,  an(Lon  his  head  a  star  ; 
And  in  the  tower  no  other  light  was  there 
But  firom  these  stars  :  all  seemed  to  come  from  them. 
''  Th^se  are  the  planets,"  said  that  low  old  man, 
**  They  govern  worldly  fates,  and  for  that  cause 
Are  imaged  here  as  kings.    He  farthest  from  you. 
Spiteful,  and  cold,  an  oldiftian  melancholy, 
With  bent  and  yellow  forehead,  he  is  Saturn. 
He  opposite,  the  king  with  the  red  light, 
An  armed  man  for  the  battle,  that  is  Mars ; 
And  both  these  bring  but  little  luck  to  man.'' 
But  at  his  side,  a  lovely  lady  stood. 
The  star  upon  her  head  was  soft  and  bright, 
And  that  was  Venus,  the  bright  star  of  joy. 
On  the  left  hand,  ]o  I  Mercury,  with  wings, 
duite  in  the  middle  glittered  silver  bright 
A  cheerful  man,  and  with  a  monarch's  mien ; 
And  this  was  Jupiter,  my  father's  star  : 
And  at  his  side  I  saw  the  Sun  and  Moon. 

Max.  0  never  riidely  will  I  blame  Jiis  faith 
In  the  might  of  stars  and  angels  I     Tis  not  merely 
The  human  being's  Pride  that  peoples  space , 
With  life  and  mystical  predominance ; 
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Since  likewise  for  the  stricken  heart  of  Lore 

This  visible  nature,  and  this  common  world,  ' 

Is  all  too  narrow  :  yea,  a  deeper  import  '    ^     ^ 

Imrka  in  the  legend  told  my  infant  years 

Than  lies  upon  that  truth,  we  live  to  learn. 

For  fable  is  Love's  world,  his  home,  his  birth-place : 

Delightedly  dwells  he  'mong  fays  and  talismans, 

And  spirits  ;^  and  delightedly  believes 

Divinities,  being  himself  divine.  .  "• 

The  intelligible  forms  of  ancient  poets. 

The  fair  humanities  of  old  religipn, 

The  power,  the  beauty,  aiid  the  majesty, 

That  had  their  haunts  in  dale,  or  piny  mountain, 

Or  forest  by  slow  stream,  or  pebbly  spring, 

Or  chasms  and  wat'ry  depths ;  all  these  have  vanished, 

They  live  no  longer  in  the  faith  of  reason  ! 

But  still  the  heart  doth  need'  a  language,  still 

Doth  the  old  instinct  bring  back  the  old  naihes, 

And  to  yon  stany  world  they  now  are  gone,        * 

Spirits  or  gods,  that  used  to  share  this  earth 
'  With  man  as  with  their  friend  ;  and  fo  the  1ov6t 

Yonder  they  move,  from  yonder  visible  sky 

Shoot  influence  down  :  and  even. at  this  day 

'Tia  Jupiter  who  brings  whatever  is  great. 

And  Venus  who  brings  every  thing  that's  fair ! 
TTiek,  And  if  this  be  the  science  of  the  stars, 

I  too,  with  glad  and  zealous  industry. 

Will  learn  acquaintance  with  this  cheerful  faith. 

It  is  a  gentle  and  aflectidnate  thought, 

That  in  immeasurable  heights  above  us. 

At  our  first  birth,  thtf  wreath  of  love  was  woven, 

With  i^arkling  stars  for  flowers. 

Coun.  Not  only  roses, 

But  thorns  too  hath  -the  heaven  7  and  well  for  you 

Leave  they  your  wreath  of'  love  inviolate ; 

What  Yenus  twined,  the  bearer  of  glad  fortune, 

The  aulien  orb  of  Mars  soon  tears  to  pieces. 

Max,  Soon  a^U  his  gloomy  empire  reach  its  close. 

Blest  be  the  General's  zeal :  into  the  laurel        -     > 
Will  he  enweave  the  olive-branch,  presenting 
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Peace  to  the  shouting  n^^tions.     Hien  no.  wkh 

Will  have  remained  for  his  great  heart !     Enough 

Has  he  performed  for  glory,  and  can  now    . 

Live  for  himself  and  his.     T9  his  domains 

Will  iie  retire;  he  has  a  stately  seat 

Of  fairest  view  at  Git&chin  ;  Iteichenberg» 

And  Friedland  Ca&tle,  both,  lie  pleasantly — 

Even  to  the  foot  of  the  huge  mountains  here 

Stretches  the  chase  and  co.vers  of  his  forests : 

His  ruling,  passion,  to  dreate  the  splendid. 

He  can  indulge  without  restraint ;  can  give 

A  princely  patronage  to  every  art, 

And  to  all  worth  a  Sovereign's  protection  ; 

Can  build,  can  plant,  can  watch  the  starry  courses— r- 

Coun,  Yet  I  would  have  you  look,  and  look  again, 
Before  you  lay  aside  your  arms,  young  friend ! 
A  gentle,  bride,  as  she  is,  is  well  worth  it, 
That  you  should  woe  and  win  her  with  the  sword. 

Max.  0,  that  the  sword  could  win. her  I 

Coun.  What  was  that  ? 

Did  you  hear  nothing  ?     Seemed,  as  if  ,1  heard 
Tumult  and  larum  in  the  banquet-room.  [Eodt  Countess. 

Scene  V. — Th^fkh  and  Max,  Piccolomini. 

Thek.  {as  soon  as  the  Countess  is  out  of-  sight,  in  a  quick 
low  voice  to  Piecdomini.)  Don't  trust  them  I  They  are 
false ! 

Max.  Impossible  I 

Thek.  Tfust  no  one  here  but  me..    I  saw  at  oncei» 
They  had  a  purpose.       '   . 

Max.  Purpose  I  but  what  pjurpose  1^ 

And  how  can  we  be  instrumental  to  it  ? 

Thek.  I  know  no  more  than  you ;  but  yet  believe  me  ; 
There's  some  design  in  this  !  to  make  us  happy, 
To  realize  our  union — trust  me,  lave  I 
They  but  pretend  to  wish  it,        ,  ^ 

Max.  But  these  Tertsbys ^ 

Why  use  we  them  at  alt?     Why  Bot  your  mothra  ? 

Excellent  creature  !  she  deservies  £rom  us 

A  full  and  filial  confidenoei .       .  ' 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


OB,  THE  FIRST  PART  OP  WALLENSTBIN.  533 

• 
TJuik^-  ^e  doth  love  you, 

Doth  rate  you  high  hefere  all  others — hat —  ^ 

But  such  a  secret — she  would  never  have 
The  courage  to  conceal  it  from  my  father. 
For  her  own  peace  of  mind  we  must  preserve  it  ^ 

A  secret  from  her  too. 

Max.  Why  any  secret  ? 

I  love  not  secrets.     Mark,  what  I  will  do. 
m  throw  me  at  your  father's  f6et — let  Jmn 
Decide  upon  my  fortunes  ! — He  is  true, 
He  wears  no  nlask — he  hates  all  crooked  ways — 
He  is  so  good,  so  nohle  ] 

Thek,  (falls  on  his  neck.)   That  are  you  ! 
.  Max,  You  knew  him  only  since  this  morn  ;  but  I 
Have  lived  ten  years  already  in  his  presence, 
And  who  knows  whether  in  this  very  moment  ^ 

He  is  not  merely  waiting  for  us  both 
To  own  our  loves,  in  order  to  unite  us. 

You  are  silent ! 

You  look  at  me  with  such  a  hopelessness  f 
What  have  you  to  object  against  your  father  ? 

Tliek.  I  ?     Nothing.     Only  he*s  so  occupied — 
He  has  no  leisure  time  to  think  about 
The  happiness  of  us  two.  [  Taking  his  hand  tenderly. 

Follow  me ! 
Let  us  not  place  too  great  a  faith  in  men. 
These  Tertskys — we  will  still  be  grateful  to  them 
For  every  kindness,  but  not  trust  them  further 

Than  they  deserve ; — and  in  all  else  rely 

On  our  own  hearts ! 
Max.  0 !  shall  we  e*er  be  happy  1 

Thek.  Are  we  not  happy  now  ?     Art  thou  aot  mine  ? 
Am  I  not  thine  ?     There  lives  within  my  soul 
A  lofty  courage — 'tis  love  gives  it  me ! 
I  ought  to  be  less  open— -ought  to  hide 
My  heart  more  from  thee — so  decorum  dictates  : 
But  where  in  this  place  couldst  thou  seek  for  truth. 
If  in  my  mouth  thou  didst  not  find  it  ? 
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Scene  VI.-^To  them  enters  the  Countess  Tertsky. 

Count  (in  a  pressing  ma?mer.)     Come  ! 
My  hasbaiid  sends  me  for  you. — It  is  now 

The  latest  moment,  (they  not  appearing  to  attend  to  what  she 
says,  she  steps  between  them.) 

Part  you !  .  " 

.  Thek,  .  /  0,  not  yet ! 

It  has  been  scarce  a  moment. 

Goun,  Ay  !  Then  time 

Flies  swiftly  with  your  Highness, princess  niece ! 
Max.  There  is  no  hurry,  aunt. 
Coun,  Away  !  away ! 

The  folks  begin  to  miss  you.     Twioe  already 
His  father  has  asked  for  him. 

Tliek.  Ha  !  his  fkther  ? 

Coun.  You  understand  that,  niece  ! 
Thek.  Why  needs  he 

To  go  at  all  to  that  society  ? 
*Tis  not  his  proper  company.     They  may 
Be  worthy  men,  but  he's  too  young  for  them. 
-In  brief,  he  suits  not  such  society. 

Coun.  You  mean,  you*d  rather  keep  him  wholly  here  ? 
Thek.  {with  energy.)  Yes !  j'ou  have  hit  it,  aunt !  That  is  my 
meaning. 
Leave  him  here  wholly  !     Tell  the  company — 
-  Coun.  What !  have  you  lost  your  senses,  nififce  ? — 
Count,  yau  remember  the  conditions.     Come  !' 

Max.  {to  Thekla.)  Lady,  I  npusl  obey.     Farewell,  dear  lady! 
\^Thekla  turns  away  from  him  with  a  quick  motion. 
What  say  you  then,  dear  lady  ? 

Thek.  (vdthout  looking  at  him.)  Nothing.     Go ! 
Max.  Can  T,  when  you  are  angry—* — 

{He  draws  up  to  her,  their  eyes  meet,  she  stands  silent  a 
numient,  then  throws  herself  into  his  arms  ;  he  presses 
her  fast  to  his  heart. 
Coun.  Off  I  Heavens  !  if  any  one  should  come  ! 
Hark !  What*s  that-^hoise  ?  It  comes  this  way. Off! 

[Max.  tears  himself  oAvay  out  of  her  arms,  and  goes.     The 
CoufUess  accompanies  him.    Thekla  follows  him  with  her 
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eyes  at  first,  watlcs  restlessly  across  the  room,  tlien  stops,  and 
remains  standing,  lost  in  thought.  A  guitar  lies  on  the 
table,  she  seizes  it  as  by  a  sudde?i  emotion,  and-  after  she  Jias 
played  awhile  an  i'^egular  and  mdanchcH/y  symjpJi/Ony,  she 
fails  gradually  into  the  music  and  sings. 

Thekla  {plays  and  s;i7igs). 

The  cloud  doth  gather,  the  gi-eenwood  roar, 

The  damsel  pafees  along  the  shore  ; 

The  hillows  they  tcimhle  with  might,  with  might ; 

And  she  flings  out  her  voice  to  the  darksome  night ; 
Her  bosom  is  swelling  with  sorrow  ; 

The  world  it  is  empty,  the  heart  will  die,    •  ^ 

There's  nothing  to  wish  for  beneath  the  sky : 

Thou  Holy  One,  call  thy  child  away  I 

I've  lived  and  loved,  and  that  was  to-day- 
Make  ready  my  grave-clothes  to-morrow.* 

*  I  found  it  not  in  my  power  to  translate  this  song  with  literal  fidelity, 
preeerving  at  the  same  time  the  Alcaic  movement;  and  have  therefore 
add^  the  original  with  a  prose  translation^.  Some  of  my  readers  may  be 
more  fortunate. 

Thekla  (spielt  wid  tingt). 

Der  J^ichwald  brauset,  die  Wolken  ziehn, 
Das  Magdlein  wandelt  an  Ufers^Gniin, 
Es  bricht  sich  die  Welle  mit  Macht,  mit  Macht, 
Und  sie  singt  hinaus  in  die  finstre  Kacht, 

Das  Auge  von  Weinen  getriihet : 
Das  Herz  ist  gestorben,  die  Welt  ist  leer, 
ITnd  weiter  giebt  sie  dem  Wunsehe  nichts  melff. 
Du  Heilige,  rufe  dein  Kind  zuriick, 
Ich  habe  genossen  das  irdische  Gliick, 

Idi  habe  gelebt  und  geliebet. 

Literal  Translation, 
Thekla  {plays  and  singe). 

The  oak-forest  bellows,  the  clouds  gather,  the  damsel  walks  to  and  fro  on 
the  green  of  the  shore ;  the  wave  breaks  with  might,  with  might,  and  she 
«ing8  out  into  the  dark  night,  her  ey^  discolored  with  weeping :  the  heart 
is  dead,  the  world  is  empty,  and  further  gives  it  nothing  more  to  the  wish. 
Thou  Holy  One,  call  thy  child  home.  I  have  enjoyed  the  happinesa  of  this 
world,  I  have  lived  and  have  loved. 

I  can  not  but  add  here  an  imitation  of  this  song,  with  which  the  author 
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Scene  VII. — CaufUess  {returns),  Tkekla. 

Coun.  Fie,  lady  niece !  to  throw  yourself  upon  him. 
Like  a  poor  gift  to  one  who  cares  not  for  it, 
And  8o  must  be  flung  after  him  1     For  you, 
Duke  Friedland*s  only  child,  I  should  have  thought, 
It  had  been  more  beseeming  to  have  shown  yourseir  ' 
More  chary  of  your  person.  y 

Thek.  {ri^^ng.)  And  what  mes^  you  ? 

Coun.  I  mean,  niece,  that  you  should  not  have  forgotten 
Who  you  are,  and  who  he  19.     But  perchance 
That  never  once  oeccurred  to  you. 

Thek.  .      What  then?  ; 

Coun.  That  yqu  are  the  daughter  of  the  Prince  Duke  Fried- 
land. 

Thek.  Well— and  what  farther  ? 

Coun.  What  ?  a  pretty  question  ! 

Thek,  He  was  hem  that  which  we  have  but  become. 
He's  of  an  ancient  Lombard  family, 
Son  of  "a  reignijig  princess. 

Coun.  Are  you  dreaming? 

Talking  in  sleep  ?     An  excellent  jest,  ibrsooih  1 
We  shall  ao  doubt  right  courteously  entreat  him 
To  honor  with  his  hand  the  jichest  heiress 
In  Europe. 

Thek.  That  will  not  be  necessary. 

Coun.  Methinks  'twere  well  though  not  to  run  the  hazard. 

Thek.  Hi«  father  loves  him.  Count  Octavio 
Will  interpose  no  difficulty 

of  "The  Tale  of  Rosamund  Gray  and  Blind  Margaret"  has  favored  me,  and 
which  appears  to  me  to  have  caught  the  liappiest  manner  of  our  old  balladk 

The  clouds  are  blackening,  the  storms  thi'eateniDg, 

The  cavern  doth  mutter,  the  greenwood  moan  ; 
Billows  are  breaJciug,  the  damsel's  heart  aching, 

Thus  in  the  dark  night  she  siugeth  alone, 
Ser  eye  upward  roving : 
The  world  is  empty,  the  heart  is  dead  surely, 

In  this  world  plainly  all  seemeth  amiss ; 
To  thy  heaven,  Holy  One,  takb  home  thy  little  one, 

I  have  partaken  of  all  earth's  bliss. 
Both  living  and  loving. 
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His  father !  hU  !    But  youis,  nieee,  what  of  jouts  ? 

Thek.  ,Why  I  begin  to  think  you,  fear  his  fether. 
So  anxiously  you  hide  it  from  the  wan  I  . 
His  father,  his,  I  mean. 

Conn,  {looks  at  her  as  scrutinizing.)  Nieee,  you  &re  false. 

Thek.^Are  you  then  woimded  ?     0,  be  fnends  -with  me ! 

Coun.  You  hold  your  g^me  for  one  already.     Do  not  i 
Triumph  too  soon  ?-— 

Thek.  (irUerrujAing  her,  and  attempting  tQ  SQothe  her.)  Nay 
now,  be  fciendfi  with  me. 

Coun.  It  is  not  yet  so  far  gone. 

Tliek.  I  believe  you. 

Gown.  Bid  you  suppose  your  father  had  laid  out 
His  most  important  life  in  toik  of  war,  . 
Denied  himself  each  quiet  earthly  bliss, 
Had  banished  slumber  from  his  teat,  devoted  - 

His  noble  head  to  care,  and  for  this  only. 
To  make  a  happy  pair  of  you  ?     At  leqgtji 
To  diaw  you  from  your  convent,  an4  conduct  . 
In  easy  triumph  to  your  arms  the  man  .         , 

That  chanced  to  please  your  eyes  !     All  this,  methmkfi, 
He  might  have  purchased  at  a  cheaper  rate, 

Thek.  That'vhich  he  did  not  plant  forme  might  yet  - 

Bear  me  fair  fruitage  of*  its  own  accord, 
And  if  my  friendly  and  aifoctionate  i^te. 
Out  of  his  fearfUl  and  enormous  being. 
Will  but  prepare  the  joys  of  life  for  me — .     - 

Coun.  Thou  seest  it  with  a  lovelorn  maiden's  i^yes. 
Cast  thiifed  eye  round,  bethink  thee  who  thou  art 
Into  no  house  of  joyance  hast  thou  stepped} 
For  tto  espoufals  dost  thou  find  the  walls 
Decked  out,  no  guests  the  nuptial  garland  wearing. 
Here  is  no  splendor  but  oif  arms.     Or  think'st  thou 
That  all  these  thousands  are  here  congregated 
To  lead  up  the  long  dances  at  thy  wedding  ? 
Thou  seest  thy  father's  forehead  full  of  thought. 
Thy  mother's  eye  in  tears  :  upon  the  balance  - 
lies  the  great  destiny  of  all  our  house. 
Ijeaye  now  the  puny  wish,  the  girlish  feeling, 
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0  thrust  it  far  behind  thee  !     Give  thou  proof, 
Thou'rt  the  daughter  of  the  Mighty — his  • 
"Who  where  he  moves  creates  the  wonderful. 
Not  to  herself  the  woman  must  belong, 
Annexed  and  bound  to  alien  destinies. 

But  she  performs  the  best  part,  she  the  wisest. 
Who  can  transmute  the  alien  into  self ;  • 
Meet  and  disarm  necessity  by  choice,  ' 

And  what  must  be,  take  freely  to  her  heart, 
And  bear  and  f&ster  it  with  mother's  love. 

Thek.  Such  ever  was  my  lesson  in  the  convent.  ^ 

1  had  no  loves,  no  wishes,  knew  myself 
Only  as  his — his  daughter — ^his,  the  Mighty  ! 
His  fame,  the  echo  of  whose  blast  drove  ta  me 
From  .the  far  distance,  wakened  in  my  soul 
No  other  thought  than  this— I  am  appointed 
To  offer  up  myself  in  -passiveness  to  him. 

Co7m,  That  is  thy  fate.    Mould  thou  thy  wishes  to  it. 
I  and  thy  mother  gave  thee  the  example. 

T/iek.  My  fate  hath  shown  me  him,  to  whom  behooves  it 
That  I  should  ofier  up  myself     In  gladness 
JSifn  will  I  follow. 

Coun*  Not  tl^  fate  hath  shown  him  1 

Thy  heart,  say  rather — 'twas  thy  heart,  my  child  ! 

Thek,  Fate  hath  no  voice  but  the  heart's  impulses. 
I  am  all  his  f     His  present — his  alone. 
Is  this  new  life,  which  lives  in  me.     He  hath 
A  right  to  his  own  creature.     What  was  I 
Ere  his  fair  love  infused  a  soul  into  me  ? 

Court.  Thou  wouldst  oppose  thy  father  then,  should  he 
Have  otherwise  determined  with  thy  person  ? 

[  Thekla  remains  silent*    The  Countess  eanHnues. 
Thou  mean'st  to  force  him  to  thy  liking  ? — Child, 
His  name  is  Friedland. 

Thek.  My  name  too  is  Friedland. 

He  shall  have  found  a  genuine  daughter  in  me.      ' 

Court.  What  ?  he  has  vanquished  all  impediment, 
And  in  the  wilful  mood  of  his  own  daughter 
Shall  a  new  struggle  rise  for  him  ?     Child  !  child! 
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As  yet  thou  hast  seen  thy  father*s-  smiles  alone  ; 
The  eye  of  his  rage  thou  hast  not  seen.     Dear  child, 
I  will  not  frighten  thee.     To  that  extreme:   . 
I  trust,  it  ne'er  shall  Ijoirie.     His  will  is  yet 
Unknown  to  me  :  'tis  possible  his  aims 
May  have  the  same  direction  as  thy  \Vish. 
But  this  can  never,  hever  be  his  will 
That  thou,  the  daughter  of  his  haughty  fortunes, 
Should'st  e'er  demean  thee  as  a  love-sick  maiden  ; 
And  like  some  poor  cost-nothing,  fling  thyself 
Toward  the  man,  who,  if  tljat  high  prize  ever 
Be  destined  to  await  him,  yet,  with  sacrifices 
The  highest  love  can  bring,  must  pay  for  it.         \Exit  Countess, 
Thek.  (who  during  the  last  speech^  had  ^  been  lost  in  her  re-- 
jlections.)  I  thank  thee  for  tjie  hint.     It  turns 
My  sad  presentiment  to  certainty. 
And  it  is  so ! — Not  one  friend  have  we  here, 
Not  one  true  heart !  we've  nothing  but  ourselves!^         I 
0  she  said  rightly — ^no  auspicious  signs 
Beam^on  this  covenant  of  our  affections. 
This  is  no  theatre,  where  hope  abides. 
The  dull  thick  noise  of  war  alone  stirs  here. 
And  love  himself,  as  he  were  armed  in  steel, 
Steps  forth,  and  girds  him  for  the  strife  of  death. 

[Music  from  the  banquet-room  is  heard. 
There's  a  dark  spirit  walking  in  our  house, 
And  swiftly  will  the  Destiny  close  on  us. 
It  drove  me  hither  from  my  calm  asylum, 
It  mocks  my  soul  with  charming  witchery. 
It  lures  me  forward  in  a  seraph's  shape, 
. I  see  it  near,  I  see  it  nearer  floating, 
It  draws,  it  pulls  me  with  a  god4ike  power — 
And  lo  !  the  abyss — and  thither  am  I  moving — 
{  have  no  power  within  me  not  to  move  ! 

[The  music  from  the  banquet-room  becomes  louder. 
O  when  a  house  is  doomed  in  Are  to  perish, 
Many  a  dark  heaven  drives  his  clouds  together^ 
Yea,  shoots  his  lightnings  down  from  sunny  heights, 
Flames  burst  from  out  the  subterraneous  chasms, 
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*Aod  fiends  and  angels  mingling  in  their  fuFy, 

Sling  firebrands  at  the  burning  edFfiee  [Exit  TheJda, 

Scene  VIII. — A  large  Saloon  lighted  up  taith  festal  splendor; 
in  the  midst  of  it.,  and  in  tlip  centre  of  iJie  Stage^  a  Table 
richly  set  out,  at  tvhich  eight  Generals  are  sitting,  among 
whom  are  Octavio  Piccolomini,  Tcrtsky^and  Maradas.  Right 
and  left  of  this,  but  farther  back,  tiro  other  Tables,  at  each 
of  which  six  Persons  are  jjlaccd.  The  Middle  Door,  which 
is  standing  open,  gives  to  the  Prospect  a  fourth  Table,  with 
the  same  number  of  Persons.  More  forward  stands  the  side- 
board, TJie  whole  front  of  the  ^tage  is  kept  open  for  (he 
Pages  and  Servants  in  waiting.  ^  All  is  in  motion.  The 
band  of  Music  belonging,  to  Tertsktjs  Regiment  march  across 
the  Stage,  and  draw  up  round  the  Tables,  Before  they  are 
quite  off  from  the  Front  of  the  Stage,  Max.  Piccolomlni  ap- 
pears, Tertsky  advances  towards  him  with  a  Paper,  Isolani 
comes  tip  to  m^eet  him  taith  a  Beaker  or  Service-cup. 

Tertsky,  Isolani,  Max.  Piccolomini. 

Iso.  Here,  brother,  what  we  love  !     Why,  where  hast  been  ? 
Off  to  thy  place — quick  I     Tertsky  here  has  given 
The  mother's  holiday-wine  up  to  free  booty. 
Here  it  goes  on  as  at  the  Heidelberg  castle. 
Already  hast  thou  lost  the  best.     They're  giving 
At  yonder  table  ducal  crowns  in  shares  ; 
There's  Sternberg's  lands  and  chattels  are  put  up, 
With  Egenberg's,  Stawata's,  Lichtenstein's," 
And  all  the  great  Bohemian  feodalities. 
Be  nimble,  lad  !   iind  something  may  turn  up 
For  thee — who  knows  ?  off^ — to  thy  place  !  quick  !  march  ! 

Tiefertbach  and  Goetz.  {call  out  from  the  second  and  third 
tables.)  Count  Piccolomini ! 

Ter.  Stop,  ye  shall  have  him  in  an  instant. — Read 

*  Tliero  are  few,  who  will  not  have  taajbe  enough  to  laugh  at  the  two  con 
dudiDg  lioea  of  this  soliloquy ;  and  still  fewer,  I  would  faiu  hope,  who  would 
not  have  been  more  disposed  to  shudder,  had  I  given  a  faithful  trauslatioo. 
For  the  readers  of  German  I  have  added  the  original : 

Blind-wuthead  schleudert  selbst  der  Gk>tt  der  Freude 
Den  Pechkranz  in  das'brennende  Gebaude. 
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This  oath  here,  'whether  us  'tis  here  set  forth, 
The  wording  satisfies  you.     They've  all  read  it, 
Each  in  his  •iurn,  and  each  <«e  will  subscribe 
His  individual,  signature. 

Max.  {reads.)  "  Ingratis  servire  nefas." 

Iso.  That  founds,  to  my  ears  very  much  like  Latin, 
And  being  interpreted,  pray  \yhat  may't  mean  ? 

Ter.  No  honest  man  will  serve  a  thankless  master. 

Max.  *'  Inasmuch  as  our  supreme  Commander  the  illustrious 
Duke  of  Friedland,  in  consequence  of  the  manifold  affronts  and 
grievances  which  he  has  received,  had  expressed  his  determi- 
nation to  quit  the  Emperor,  but  on  our  unanimous  entreaty  has 
graciously  consented  to  remain  still  with  the  army,  and  not  to 
part  from  us  without  our  approbation  thereof,  so  we,  collectively 
and  ea>ch  in  particular,  in  the  stead  of  an  oath  personally  taken, 
do  hereby  oblige  ourselves  ^likewise  by  him  honorably  and  faith- 
fully to  hold,  and  in  nowise  whatsoever  from  him  to  part,  and 
to  be  ready  to  shed  for  his  interests  the  last  drop  of  our  blood; 
80  far,  namely,  as  our  oath  to  the  Emperor  imll  permit  it.  (  These 
last  words  are  repeated  by  Isolani.)  In  testimony  of  which  yre 
subscribe  our  names." 

Ter,  Now  I — are  you  willing  to  subscribe  this  paper  ? 

Iso.  Why  should  he  not  ?     All  officers  of  honor 
Can  do  it,  ay,  must  do  it. — Pen  and  ink  here  ! 

Ter.  Nay,  let  it  rest  till  after  meal. 

Iso.  {drawing  Max-  cdong.)  Come,  Max. 

{Both  seat  themselves  at  their  table. 

Scene  T^.-^Ttrtsky,  Neumann. 

Ter.  {beckons  to  Neumamny  who  is  waiting  at  the  stde-tdMe, 
.    and  steps  forward  toith  him  to  the  edge  of  the  stage.) 
Have  you  the  copy  with  you,  Neumann  ?     Give  it. 
It  may  be  changed  for  the  other  ? 

Neu.  I  have  copied  it 

Letter  by  letter,  line  by  line  ;  no  cy^ 
Would  e'er  discover  other  difiereuce, 
Save  only  the  omission  of  that  clause. 
According  to  your  Excellency's  order. 
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Ter,  Uight !  lay  it  yonder,  and  away  with  this — 
It  hai  pcrfonned  its  business — to  the  fire  with  it — 

{Neumann  lays  the  copy  on  the  table,  and  steps  hack 
again  to  the  side-table. 

Scene  X.—Ulo  {comes  out  from  the  second  chamber),  Tertsky, 

nio.  How  goes  it  with  young  Piccolomini  ? 

Ter.  All  right,  I  think.     He  has  started  no  objection. 

lUo.  He  is  the  only  one  I  fear  about — 
He  and  his  father.     Have  an  eye  on  both ! 

T<y.  How  looks  it  at  your  table  :  yon  forget  not 
To  keep  them  warm  and  stirring  ? 

Jllo.  0,  quite  cordial, 

They  are  quite  cordial  in  the  scheme.     We  have  them. 
And  His  as  I  predicted,  too.     Already  , 
It  is  the  talk,  not  merely  to  maintain 
The  Diuke  in  station.     "  Since  we're  once  for  all 
Together  and  unanimous,  why  not," 
Says  Montecttculi,  "  ay,  why  not  onward. 
And  make  conditions  with  the  Emperor 
There  in  his  own  Vienna  ?"     Trust  me,  Count, 
Were  it  not  for  these  said  Piccolomini, 
We  might  have  spared  ourselves  the  cheat. 

Ter.  And  Butler  ? 

How  goes  it  there  ?     Hush ! 

Scene  XL.— To  them  enter  Butler  from  the  second  table. 

Bat.  "     Don't  disttirb  yourselves. 

Field  Marshal,  I  have  understood  you  perfectly. 
Good  luck  be  to  the  scheme ;  and  as  to  me, 

[With  an  air  of  mystery. 
ToU  may  depend  upon  me. 

JJlo.  (vnth  vivacity.)  May  we,  Butler  ? 

But.  With  or  without  the  elause,.all  one  to  me ! 
You  understand  me  ?     My  fidelity 
The  Duke  may  put  to  any  proof — Fm  with  him ! 
Tell  him  so  !  Vm  the  Emperor's  officer, 
As  long  as  'tis  his  pleasure  to  remain 
The  Emperor's  general !  and  Friedland's  servant, 
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As  soon  as  it  shall  please  him  to  become 
His  own  lord. 

Ter,  You  would  make  a  good  exchange. 

No  stem  economist,  no  Ferdinand, 
Is  he  to  whom  you  plight  your  seFvices. 

But,  (tvitk  a  haughty  look.)  I  do  not  put  up  jay  fidelity  500 
To  sale,  Count  Tertsky  I     Half  a  year  ago 
I  would  not  have  advised  you  to  have  made  me 
An  overture  to  that,  to  which  I  now 
Offer  myself  of  my  own  free  accord. — 
But  that  is  past !  and  to  the  Duke,  Field  Marshal,  . 

I  bring  myself  together  with  my  regiment. 
And  mark  you,  'tis  my  humor  ta  believe, 
The  example  which  I  give  will  not  remain 
Without  an  influence. 

Illo.  Who  is  ignorant, 

That  the  whole  army  look  to  Colonel  Butler, 
As  to  a  light  that  moves  before  them  ? 

But,  Ey  ? 

Then  I  repent. me  oiot  of  that  fidelity 
Which  fi>r  the  length  <^  forty  years  I  held. 
If  in  my  sixtieth  year  my  old  good  name  /    , 

Can  purchase  for  me  a  revenge  so  full.         . 
Start  not  at  what  I  say,  sir  Generals  !      , 
My  real  motives — ^they  concern  not  you. 
And  you  yourselves,  I  trust,  could  not  expeet 
That  this  your  game  had  crooked  my  judgment^-or 
That  fickleness,  quick  blood,  or  such  light -cause, 
Had  driven  the  old  man  from  the  track  of  honor, 
Which  he  so  long^  had  trodden. — Come,  my  friends ! 
I'm  not  thereto  determined  with  less  firmness, 
Because  I  know  and  have  looked  steadily 
At  that  on  which  I  have  determined. 

Illo.  Say, 

And  speak  roundly,  what  are  we  to  deem  ydu  ?  ^ 

But.  A  friend  !  I  give  you  here  my  hand !  I'm  yours 
With  all  I  have.     Not  only  men,  but  money 

Will  the  Duke  want. Go,  tell  him,  ^irsl 

I've  earned  and  laid  up  somewhat  in  his  service, 
I  lend  it  him ;  and  y^  h»  my  survivor, 
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It  has  been  already  long  ago  bequeathed  bim. 
He  is  my  heir.     For  me,  I  stand  alone» 
Here  in  the  worid  ;  naught  know  I  of  -the  feding 
That  binds  the  husband  to  a  wife  and  ehildien. 
My  name  dies  with  me,  my  existence  ends. 

Illo,  'T'h  not  your  money  that  he  needs — a  heart 
Like  yours  weighs-  tons  of  gold  down,  weighs  down  miUiona ! 

BiU.  I  came  a  simple  soldier's  boy  froni  Ireland 
To  Pfagne — and  with  a  master,  whom  I  buried. 
From  lowest  stable  duty  I  climbed  up. 
Such  was  the  fate  of  war,  to  this  high  rank, 
The  plaything  of  a  whimsical  good  fortune. 
And  Wallenstein  too  is  a  child  of  luck,    - 
I  love  a  fortune  that  is  like  ray  6wn. 

Illo.  All  powerful  souls  have  kindred  with  each  other. 

But,  This  is  an  awful  moment !  to  tiie  brave, 
To  the  determined,  an  auspicious  mmnent. 
The  Prince  of  Weimar  arms,  upon  the  Maine 
To  found  a  mighty  dukedom.     He  of  Halberstadt, 
That  Mansfeld,  wanted  but  a  longer  life 
To  have  marked  out  with  his  good  sword  a  loidship 
That  should  reward  his  courage.     Who.of  these 
Equals  our  Friedland  ?     There  is  nothing,  nothing 
So  high,  but  he  may  set  the  ladder  to  it ! 

Ter.  That*9  spoken  like  a  naan  t 

But,  Do  you  secure  the  Spalniard  and  Italian- 
Til  be  your  warrant  for  the  Scotchman  Lesly*  - 
Gome !  to  the  company  t 

Ter.  Where  is  the  master  of  the  ceDar  ?  Ho ! 
Let  the  best  wines  come  up;  Ho !  cheerly,  hoy  1 
Luck  comes  to-day,  so  give  her  hearty  webooie. 

[ExewUt  each  to  kU  table* 

Scene  XII. —  The  Master  of  the  Cellar  advancing  with  Ifgu- 
^%ann,  Servants  passing  backtvards  iZTtd  fortoards. 

Mast,  of  the  Cel.  The  best  wine  I  0 1  if  my  old  mistress,  his 
lady  mother,  could  but  see  these  wild  goings  on«  she  would  torn 
herself  round  in  her  grave.  Yes,  yes,  siroflleer!  'tis  all  dowm 
the  hill  with  thiff  noble  houito !  no  and,  no  m^es^tioii !    Ai)d  th« 
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marria^  with  the  Duke's  sister,  a  splendid  conaectioa^  a  very 
splendid  coqaeotion  !  but  I  tell  you,  sir  officer,  it  bodes  no  good.  - 

Neu.  Heaven  forbid !  Why,  at.  this  very  moment  the  whole 
prospect  is  in  bud  and  blossom  I 

Masp.  of  the  ^el.  You  think  so  ?— rWell,  well !  much  may  be 
said  on  that  head..  .    s  > 

1st,.  iS«:.'(co«tes.)  Burgundy  for  the  ibiirth  table. 

Mast,  of  the  Cel.  Now,  sir  lieutenant,  if  this  isn't  the  seven- 
tieth flask — .—  ^  -  „ 

1st.  Set,  Why,  the  reason  is,  that  German  lord,  Tiefenbach; 
sits  at  that  table.  ^ 

Mast,  of  the  Cd.  {continuing  his  discourse  to  Newntann.) 
They  are  soaring  too  high.  Thev  would  rival  kings  and  electors 
in  their  pomp  and  splendor ;  and.  wherever  the  Duke  leaps,  net  a 
minute  doe§  my  gracious  master,  4:he  Count,  loiter  on  the  brink. 

(to  the  Servants.) — ^What  do  you  stand  there  listening  for? 

I  will  let  you  know  you  have  legs,  presently.  Off  I  see  to  the 
tables,  see  to  the  flasks  !  Look  there !  Count  Palfi  has  an  empty 
gloss  before  hira;  I        .  '     ^^ 

'  Runner,  {conies.)  The  great  service-cup  is  wanted,  sir ;  that 
rich  gold  cup  with  the  Bohemian  arms  on  it.  The  Count  says 
you  know  which  it  is.  * 

Mast,  of  the  Cel.  Ay !  that  was  made  for  Frederick's  corona- 
tion by  the  artist  William — there  was.  not  such  another  prize  in 
the  whole  booty  at  Prague. 

Runner.  The  same  I — a  health  is  to  go  round  in  him. 

Mast.-  of  the  Cel.  {shaking  his  liead^  while  he  fetches  and 
rinses  the  cup.)  This  will  be  something  for  the  tale-bearers — ^this 
goes  to  Vienna. 

Neut  Permit  me  to  look  at  it. — Well,  this-  is  a  cup  indeed  ! 
How  heavy  !  as  well  it  may  be,  being  all  geld. — And  what  neat 
things  are  embossed  on  it !  how  natural  and  elegant  they  look ! 
There,  on  that  first  quarter,  let  me  see.  That  proud  Amazon 
there  on  horseback,  she  that  is  taking  a'leap  over  the  crosier  and 
mitres,  and  curries  on  a  wand  a  hat  together  with  a  banner,  on 
which  there's  a  goblet  represented.  Can  you  tell  me  what  all 
this  signifles  ?       ~ 

MaU.  of  the  Cel.  The  woman  whom  you  see  there  on  horse- 
back, is  the  Free  Electioix  of  the  Bohemian  Crown.     That  is 


Digitized 


by  Google 


646  ^0K  PIGCOLCXBCINI: 

signified  by  the  round  bat,  and  by  that  fiery  steed  on  which  she 
is  riding.  The  hat  is  the  ptide  of-  man ;  for  he  who  can  not 
keep  h»  .hat  on  before  kings  and  emperors  is  no  free  man. 

Neu.  But  what  is  the  cup  there  on  the  banner? 

Mast,  of  the  Cd.  The  cup  signifies  the  freedom  of  the  Bohe- 
mian Church,  as  it  was  in  our  forefathers'  times.  Our  forefathers 
in  the  wars  of  the  Hussites  forced  from  the  Pope  this  noble  privi- 
lege :  for  the  Pope,  yon  know^  will  not  grant  the  cup  to  any  lay- 
man. Your  true  M(»:avian  values  nothing  beyond  the  cup ;  it  is 
his  costly  jewel,  and  has  cost  the  Bohemians  their  precious  blood 
in  many  and  many  a  battle. 

iVeu.  And  what  says  that  chart  that  hangs  in  the  air  there, 
over  it  all  ? 

Most  of  the  Cel..  That  signifies  the  Bohemian  letter  royal, 
which  we  forced  from  the  Emperor  Rudolph — ^a  precious,  never 
to.  be  enough  valued  parchment,  that  secures  to  the  new  Church 
the  old  privileges  of  free  ringing  and  open  psaknody.  But  since 
he  of  Steiermark  has  ruled  over  us,  that  is  at  an  end  ;  and  after 
the  battle  at  Prague,  in  which  Count  Frederick  Palatine  lost 
crown  and  empire,  our  faith  hangs  upon  the  pulpit  and  the  altar — 
and.our  brethren  took  at  their  homes  over  their  shoulders  ;  but  the 
letter  royal  the  Emperor  himself  cut  to  pieces  with  his  scissors. 

Neu.  Why,  my  good  Master, of  the  Cellar  !  you  are  deep  read 
in  the  chronicles  of  your  country  ! 

Mast,  of  the  Cel.  So  were  my  forefathers,  and  for  that  reason 
were  they  minstrels,  and  served  under  Procopius  and  Ziska. 
Peace  be  with  their  ashes  I  Well,  well  I  they  fought  for  a  good 
cause  though — There !  carry  it  up  I 

Neu.  Stay !  let  me  but  look  at  this  second  quarter.  Look 
there  f  That  is,  when  at  Prague  Castle  the  Imperial  Counsellors, 
Martinitz  and  Stawata^  were  hurled  down  head  over  heels.  *Tis 
even  so  I  there  stands.  Count  Thur  who  eommands  it. 

[Runner  takes  the  service-cup  and  goes  off  tcith  it. 

Mast,  of  the  Cel.  0  let  me  never  hear  more  of  that  day.  It 
was  the  three  and  twentieth  of  May,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one 
thousand,  six  hundred,  and  eighteen.  It  seems  to  me  as  it  were 
but  yesterday — from  that  unlucky  day  it  all  began,  all  the  heart- 
aches of  the  country.  Since  that  day  it  is  now  sixteen  years,  and 
there  has  never  once  been  peace  on  the  earth. 

[Health  drunk  aloud  at  the  second  tahle. 
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The  Prince  of  Weimar !  '  Hurra ! 

[At  the  third  and  fotirth  table. 

Long  live  Prince  William!     Long  live  DukevBernatd  1 
Hurra !  [Music  strikes  up. 

Is^.  iSgr.  .Hear 'eoi!  Hear 'em  !     What  an  uproar !  -    .. 

2d.  Ser.  {comes  in'  running.)  Did  you  hear?  They  have 
drank  the  Prince  of  Weimar's  health. 

Sd.  Ser.  The  Swedish  Chief  Commander ! 

1st.  Ser.  (speaking  at  the  same  tim^e.)  The^  Lutheran  ! 

2d.  Ser.  Just  before  when  Count  Deodate  gave  out  the  £mpe« 
ror's  health,  they  were  all  as  mum  as  a  nibbling  mouse^^. 

Mast,  of  tile  Cel.  Pph,  poh  !  When  the  wine  goes  in,  strange 
things  come  out.  A  good  servant  hears,  and  hears  not  \ — You 
should  be  nothing  but  eyes  and  feet,  except  when  you  are  called. 

2d.  Ser.  {to  the  Rwmter,  to  ichom  lie  gives,  secretly  a  flask 
of  wine,  keeping  his  eye  on  the  Master  of  the  Cellar ^  standing 
between  him-  and  the  Runner.)  Cluick,  Thomas T  before  the  Mas- 
ter of  the  Cellar  runs  this  way  ! — 'tis  a  flask  of  Ffontignac  I — 
Snapped  it  up  at  the  third  table. — Canst  go  off  with  it  ? 

Rufif  {hides  it  in  his  pocket.)  All  right ! 

[Exit  the  Second  Servant. 

^d.  Ser.  {aside  to  the  First.)  Be  on  the  hark,  Jack !  that  we 
may  have  right  plenty  to  tell  to  Father  ftuivoga — He  will  give 
us  right  plenty  of  absolution  in  return  for  it. 

\st  Ser.  For  that  very  purpose  I  am  always  having  something 
to  do  behind  illo's  (3iair. — He  is  the  man  for  speeches  to  make 
you  stare  with!  ^ 

Mast,  of  the.  Cel.  {to  Neumann.)  Who,  pray,  may  that  swar- 
thy man  be,  he  with  the  cross,  that  is  chatting  so  eonfidently 
with  Esterhats  ? 

Neu.  Ay  !  he  too  is^  one  of  those  to  whom  thfey  confide  too 
much.     He  calls  himself  Maradas,  a  Spaniard  is  he. 

Mast,  of  the  Cel.  {impatiently.)  Spaniard!  Spaniard! — I  tell 
you,  friehd  ;  nothing  good  comtes  of  those  Spaniards.  All  these 
out-landish*  fellows  are  little  better  than  rogues. 

*  There  is  a  humor  iu  the  original  which  «in  not  be  given  in  the  trans- 
lation.  **  DieWel.  chen  alle,"  Ac  which  word  in  classical  German  means  the 
IteUians  alone ;  but  in  its  fiist  sense,  and  at  present  in  the  vulgar  use  of  the 
word,  signifies  Tdreigners  in  general.  Our  word  wall-nuts,  I  suppose, 
means  outlandUh  nuts — Wallss  nuees,  in  Gei'maa  "  Welsch-ntisse." 
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Neu,  Ey,  fy  I  you  should  not  say  so,  friend.  There  are  among 
them  our  very  best  generals,  and  those  on  whom  the  Duke  at  this 
moment  relies  the  rao^t. 

Mast,  of  the  Cd.  {taking  the  flask  out  of  the  Runner'i 
pocket,)'  My  son,  it  will  be  broken  to  pieces  in  your  pocket. 

[  Tertsky  hurries  in,  fetches  away  the  paper ,  and  calls  to  a 

Servant  for  pen  and  ink,  and  goes  to  the  back  of  the  stage. 

MaU.  of  the  Cd.  {to  the  Servants.)  The  Lieutenant-General 

stands  up.-.-Be  on  the  watch— Now  I  They  break  up: — Off,  and 

move  back  the  forms. 

[They  rise  at  all  the  tables,  the  Servants  hurry  of  the 
front  of  the  stage  to  the,  tables;  part  of  the  Guests 
camefqrtoard. 

Scene  XIII. — Octavio  Piccolamini  enters  in  conversation  vnth 
Maradas,  and  both  place  themselves  quite  on  the  edge  of  the 
stage  on  one  side  of  the  proscenium.  On  the  side  directly 
opposite,  .Max.  Piccolomini,  by  hivisdf,  lost  in  thought,  and 
taking  no  part  in  any  thing  that  is  going  forward.  The 
middle  space  betvjteen  both,  but  rather  more  distant  from  the 
edge  of  the  stage,  is  filled  up  by  Butler,  Isolani,  Croetz,  Tie/en^ 
bach,  and  Kolatto. 

Iso.  {iohile  tlie  company  is  coming  forward.)  Good  night,  good 
night,  Kolatto !  Good  night,  Lieutenant-General ! — I  should 
rather  say,  good  morning.  * 

Goetz.  {to  Tiefenbach,  making  the  usual,  complinient  after 
meals.)  Noble  brother ! 

Tief  Ay  !  'twas  a  royal  feast  indeed. 

Goetz.  Ye^y-my  La<i^  Countess  understands  these  matters. 
Her  mother-in-law,  heaven  rest  her  soul,  taught  her  !— -Ah !  that 
was  a  housewife  for  you ! 

Tief.  There  was  not  her  like  in  all  Bohemia  for  setting  out  a 
table. 

Oct.  {aside  to  Mar  ados.)  Do  me  the  favor  to  talk  to  me — ^talk 
of  what  you  will-^or  of  nothing.  Only  preserve  the  appearance 
at  least  of  talking.  I  would  not  wish  to  stand  by  myself,  and 
yet  I  conjecture  that  there  will  be  goings  on  here  worthy  of  out 
attentive  observation. 

[He  continues  to  fix  his  eye  on  the  whole  follaunng  scene. 

Iso.  {on  the  point  oj  going.)  Lights  1  lights ! 
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Ter,  (udvancn  Unth  the  paper  to  Isolani.)  Noble  i)n»t]ier !  two 
minutes  iotiger  f-^Here  is  something  to  subscribe. 

Iso,  Subscribe  as  much  as  yoxi  4ike~but  you  must  excuse  me 
from  reading  it. 

Ter.  Tbere  is  no  need.  It  is  the  bath  which  youiiave  ahready 
read. — Only  a  few  marks  of  your  pen  !  ^ 

[Ikdam  hands  over  the  paper  to  Octavio  respectfully, 

Ter.  Nay,  nay,  first  come  first  served.  There  is  no  prece* 
dence  here.  « 

[  Octavio  runs  over  the  paper  tvith  apparent  indifference,. 
Tertsky  watches  him  at  some  distance. 

Goetz.  {to  Tertsky.)  Noble  Count  I  with  your  permission — 
Good  night. 

Ter.  Where's  the  hurry  ?  Come,  one  other  composing  draught. 
{To  the  Servants.)— Eo ! 

Goetz.  Excuse  me — ati't  able. 

Ter.  A  thimble-full ! 

Goetz,  Excuse  me. 

THef,  (sits  down.)  Pardon  me,  nobles ! — This  standing  does  not 
agree  with  me. 

Ter,  Consult  only  your  own  convenience,  General ! 

Tief,  Clear  at  head,  sound  in  st<»:nach — only  my  legs  won't 
carry  me  any'  longer. 

Iso,  {pointing  at  his  corpulence.)  Poor  legs!  how  shfndd 
they  ?     Such  an  unmerciful  load ! 

'  [Octavio  stibscribes  his  name,  and  reaches  over  the  paper 
to  Tertsky,  who  gives  it  to  Isolani  ;  and  }te  goes  to  the 
table  to  sign  his  name. 

Tief.  'Twas  that  war  in  Pomera'nia  that  first  brought  it  on. 
Out  in  all  weathers — iee  and  snow — ^no  help  for  it. — I  shall  never 
get  the  better  of  it  all  the  days  of  my  life. 

Goetz.  Why,  in  simple  verity,  your  Swede  makes  no  nice  in- 
quiries about  the  season. 

Ter,  {observing  Isolani,  whose  hand  trembles  excessively,  so 
that  he  can  scarce  direct  his  pen.)  Have  you  had  that  ugly  com- 
plaint long,  noble  brother  ? — Despatch  it. 

Iso.  The  sins  of  youth  I  I  have  already  tried  the  Chalybeate 
waters.     Well---I  must  bear  it* 

[Tertsky  gives  the  paper  to  Maradas;  he  steps  to  the 
taMe  to  subscribe. 
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Oct,  (advancing  to  BtUler,)  You  are  Jiot  over  fond  of  the 
orgies  of  Bacchus,  Colonel  I  I  have  observed  it.  You  would,  I 
think,  iind  yourself  more  to  your  liking  in  the  uproar  of  a  battle, 
than  of  a  feast. 

But.  I  must  confess,  *ftis  not  in  my  way. 

Oct.  {stepping  nearer  to  him,  friendlUy^  Ni^  in  mine  either, 
I  can  assure  you ;  and  I  am  not  a  little  glad,  my  much  honored 
Colonel  Butler,  that  we  agree  -96  well  in  our  opiniohs.  A  half- 
do{en  good  friends  at  most,  at  a  small  round  table,  a  glass  of 
genuine  Tokay,  open  hearts,  and  a  rational  conversation — that's 
my  taste !  .  m 

But.  And  mine  too,  when  it  can  be  bad.  - 

[The  paper  comes  to  Tiefenbach,  toho  glances  over  it  at 
the  same  time  tuith  Goetz  and.  Kolatto.  Maradas  in 
the  mean  time  returns  to  Octavio  ;  all  this  takes  ^ace, 
the  conversation  icith  Butler  proceeding  unint^rupted. 

Oct.  {introducing  Maradas  to  Butler.)  Don  Balthasar  Mara- 
das !  likewise  a  man  of  our  stamp,  and  long  ago  your  admirer. 

[Butler  bows. 

Oct.  {continuing.)  You  are  a  stranger  here — 'twas  but  yester- 
dayyou  arrived — you  are  ignorant /of  the  ways  and  means  here. 
'Tis  a  Wretched  plaoe-^1  know,  at  our  age,  one  loves  to  be  snug 
and  quiet — What  if  you  moved  your  lodgings  ? — Gome,  be,,  my 
visitor.  {Butler  makes:  a  loia  iow.)  Nay,  without  compli- 
ment!— For  a  friend  like  you,  I  have  still  a  corner  remaining. 

But.  {coldly.)  Your  obliged  hitmble  servant.  My  Lord  Lieu- 

.  tenant-General ! 

> 

[  The  paper  comes  to  Butler,  who  gees  to  the  table  to  sub- 
scribe it.     The  front  of  the  stage  is  vacant,  so  that 
both  the  J^iccolomiiiis,  each  oh  the  side  where  he  had 
been  from  the  commencement  of  the  scene,  remain  alone, 
Oct.  {after  having  some  time  patched  his  son  in  silence,  ad- 
vances someiohat  nearer  to  him.)     You  were  long  absent  from 
us,  friend! 

Max.  I     ■    urgent  business  detained  me. 
Oct.  And,  I  observe,  you  are  still  absent ! 
Max.  You,  know  this  crowd  and  bustle  always  makes  me 
silent. 

Oct.  May  I  be  permitted  to  ask  what  businei^s  'twa^  that  de- 
tained you  ?     Tertsky  knows  it  without  asking  I 
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Max,.  What  doe»  Tertsky  know  ? 

Oct.  He  was  the  only  one  who  did  not  miss*  you. 

Isa.  {who  hits  been  attending  to  them  from  some  distance^ 
steps  up.)  Well  done,  father  !  Rout  out  his  baggage  1  Beat  up 
hU  quarters  !  Xh^ie  is  something  there  ihat  should  Boot  be. 

Ter.  {tvith  the  paper.)  Is  there  none  wanting  ?  Have  the 
whole  subscribed? 

Oct.  AU.  •         .  .        , 

fer,  {calling  aloud.)  Ho  1     Who  sub^ribes  ? 

JBut.  {to  Tertsky.)  Count  liie  names.  There  ought  to  be  just 
thirty. 

Ter.  Here  is  a  cross. 

Tief.  That's  my  mark.  ^ 

Iso.  He  can  not  write  ;  but  his  cross- is  a  good  cross;  and  is 
honored  by  Jews  as  well  as  Christians.     >     -      v 

Oct.  {  presses  on  to  Max,)  Oome,  General !  let  us  go.     It  is  late. 

Ter,  One  Piccolomini  only  has  signed.  ' 

Iso.  {pointing  to  Max.)  Look  !  that  is  your  man,  that  statue  ' 
there,  who  has  had  neither  eye,  ear,  nor  tongue  for  us  the  wholes 
evening.    .  ,        -     -    .  . 

[Max.  receives  the  paper  from  Tertsky  y  which  he  looks  upon 
vacantly.  ^ 

ScjsKE  XIV. —  To -these  enter  lllofrom  the  inner  room.  He  has 
in  his  hand  the  golden  ^ervice-cup,  and  is  extremely  distem- 
pered ivith  drinking:  Goetz  and  Butler  follow  him,  en- 
deavoring to  keep  him  back. 

Ilia,  What  do  yon  want  ?     Let  me  go. 

Goetz  and  But.  Drink  no  more,  lUo !  For  heaven's  sake, 
drink  no  more. 

lllo.  {goes  up  to  Octavio  and  shakes  him  cordially  by  the  imnd, 
and  then  drinks.)  Octavio !  I  bring  this  to  you.  Let  all  grudge 
be  drowned  in  this  friendly  bowl !  I  know  well  enough,  ye  never 
loved  me — Devil  take  me  !— and  I  never  loved  you  ! — I  am  al- 
'ways  even  with  people  in  that  way  ! — Let  what's  past  be  past — 
that  is,  you  understand — ^forgotten  !  I  esteem  you  infinitely. 
(^JSntbracing  him  repeatedly.)  You  have  not  a  dearer  friend  on 
earth  than  I — ^but  that  you  know.  The  fellow  that  cries  rogue 
tojou  calls  me  villain — and  X}^  strangle  him  !— my  dear  friend  1 
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Ter,  {whispering  to  him.)  Art  in  thy  sense?  ?  .  For  beaTon's 
sake,  Illo  !  think  where  you  are  1 

lllo,  (akfud^)  What  do  you  mean  ? — ^There  •  are  none  but 
friends  here,. are  there?  >(ZrOoA;& round  the  tohcle  circle  vsith a 
joUy  and  trtumphajU  air,)  Not  a  sneaker  among  ns,  thajik 
heaven  ! 

Ter.  (to  Butler,  eagerly.)  Take  him  off  with  you,  £>fee  him 
off,  I  entreat  you,  Butl0lr ! 

But,  (to  Illo.)  Field-Marshal !  a  word  witb  you! 

[Leads  him  to  the  side-hoard, 

Illo.  A  thousand  for  one  ;  Fill — fill  it  once  more  up  to  the 
brim. — To  this  gallant  man's  health  ! 

Iso.  {to  Max.  who  all  the  while  has  been  staring  on  the  paper 
withfioced  hut  vacant  eyes.)  Slow  and  %\xie,  my  noble  brother  ?— 
Hast  parsed  it  all  yet  ? — Some  words  yet  to  go  through  1 — ^Ha  ? 

Moa:.  (leaking  up  as  from  a  dream.)  What  am  I  to  do?  . 

Ter.  (and  at  the  same  time  IsolanL)  Sign  your  name. 
\Octavio  directs  his  eyes  mi  him  with  intense  anxiety. 

Max.  (retv/rnsr  the  paper.)  Let  it  stay  till  to-morrow.  It  is 
business — to-day  I  am  not  sufficiently  collected.  Send  it  to  me 
to-morrow.  ,         -^ 

Ter.  Nay,  colleet  yourself  a  little, 

Iso.  Awake,'  man  !  awake  ! — Come,  thy  signature,  and  have 
done  with  it !  What  ?  ,  Thou  art  the  youngest  in  the  whole  com- 
pa^ny,  and  wouldest  be  wiser  than,  all  of  us  together?  Look 
there  I  thy  father  has  signed-*-we  have  all  signed, 

Ter.  (to  Octavio)  Use  your  influence.     Instruct  him. 

Oct.  My  son  is  at  the  age  of  discretion. 

Illo.  (leaves  the  service^up  on  the  sidehoiard.)  What's  the  dis- 
pute? 

Ter.  He  declines  subscribing  the  paper. 

Max.  I  say,  U  may  as  well  #tay  till  to-morrow. 

Illo.  It  can  not  stay.  We  have  all  subscribed  to  it — and  so 
must  you. — You  must  subscribe. 

Max.  \^;  good-night! 

Hk).  I^ !  You  come  not  off  so  !  The  Duke  shall  learn  who 
are  his'  friterlsv    •  [All  collect  round  lUo  and  Max. 

Max.  1TOat  my  sentiments  are  towards,  the  Duke  the  Duke* 
knows,  every  one  knows — ^what  need  of  this  wild  stuff? 

Illo.  This  is  the  thanks  the  Duke  gets  Jfor  bis  partiality  to 
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halitiDs  and  foreignere— Ub  Bohemians  he  holdi»  for  little  better 
tliau  duli^ards — nothing  pleases  him  but  what's  outlandish. 

Ter.  {in  extreme  emharrassment,  to  the  Commanders,  toho  at 
lUo's  tDords  give  a  sudden  startj  as  preparing  to  resent  them.) 
It;  is  the  wine  that  speaks,  and  not  his  reason.  Attend  not  to 
him,  I  entreat  you.  -  ■  -. 

2so.  (with  a  bitter  laugh,)  Wine  invents  nothing:  it  only 
tattles,  \      ''->■■      •  ' 

lUo.  He  who  is  not  with  me,  is  against  me.  Your  tender  con- 
sciences !  Unless  they  can  slip  out  by  a  back-door,  by  a  puny 
proviso —       "  ^     ' 

Ter,  {interrupting  him.)  He  is  stark  mad— ^on*t  lislsn  to 
him  ! 

lUo.  {raising  his  voice  to  the  highest  pitch.)  Unless  they  can 
slip  out  by  a,  proviso.  What  of  the  proviso  ?  The  devil  take 
this  proviso ! 

Max:  {has  his  attention  roused  and  looks  again  into  the  paper.) 
What  is  there  here  then  of  such  perilous  import  ?  You  make 
me  curious— I  must  look  closer  at  it. 

Ter.  {in  a  low  voitx  to  Illo.)  What  are  you  doing,  Hlo?     You , 
are  ruining  us. 

Tief.  {to'  Kplatto.)  Ay,  ay!  t  observed,  that  before  We  sat 
down  to  supper,  it  was  read  differently. 

Goetz.  Why,  I  seemed  to  think  so  too. 

Iso,  What  do  I  care  for  that  7  Where  there  stands  other 
names,  mine  can  stand  too. 

Tief.  Before  supper  there  tvas  a  cert^a^M^  therein,  or 
short  clause  concerning  our  duties 

JBiU.  {to  one  of  the  Commandej^ 
think  you.     What  is  the  main 
is,  whether  we  shall  keep  oiirj 
must  not  take  these  thinn^s  tocj 

Iso.  {to  onb  of  the  Generi 
these  provisos  when  he  gave 

Ter.  {to  Goetz.)  Or  when  ; 
veyancer,  which  brings  you  in  ] 

lUo.  He  is  a  rascal   who 
there  be  any  one  that  wants 
hie  man. 

Tief,  Softly,  softly  I  'Twas  hut  a^ 

VOL.  vn.  2  A 
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JKfox.  (having  read  the  paper  gives  it  back.)  Till  to-monow, 
therefore! 

Ilio.  {ftammeringf  teith  rage  and  fury,  loses  all  command  over 
himself,  and  presents  the  paper  to  Max,  vnth  one  hand,  and  his 
sword  in  th^taher.)  Subscribe — Judas  I 
Iso,  Out  upon  you,  Ulo ! 

Oct*  Ter,  Bu^.  (aU  together.)  Dowa  with  the  sword  ! 
Max.  {rushes  on  him  suddenly  and  disarms  him,  then  to  Count 
Tertsky.)  T^ke  him  off  to  bed. 

[Max  leaves  the  stage,     lUo  cursing  and  raving  is  field 
back  by  some  of  the  officers,  and  amidst  a  universal  co»' 
4  fusion  the  curtain  drops, 

ACT  m 

\  ■  - 

Scene  I. — A  cliamher  in  PiccdominVs  Mansion,    It  is  Night. 
Octavio  Piecdomini.     A  valet  de  Chatnbre,  with  -Lights. 

Oct.  — ; —  And  when  my  son  comes  in  conduct  him  hither. 
What  i^  the  hour  ? 

VaUt.  'Tis  on  the  point  of  morning 

Oct,  Set  down  the  light.     We  mean  not  to  undress 
You  may  retire  to  sleep. 

[Eodt  Valet,     Octavio  paces,  musing,  across  the  chamber. 
Max.  Piccolomini  enters  unobserved,  atfd  looks  at  his 
father  for  some  moments  in  silence. 
Max.  Art  //foj*  oil  ended  with  me  ?     Heaven  knows 
That  odious  ^^^HB|^^o  fault  of  mine. 
'Tia  iiKiS^^^^^^^Kbgnature. 

^^  Duld  not,  it  might  seem, 

liB  my  nature— 
'  Max.  I  say;  it  niay  as  well  &iQ.y\  I  must  follow 
^lo.  It  can  not  stay.     We  have  I 

1, — Yoii  must  subscribe.       mces  him.)     Follow  it, 
good-night  1  m  ! 

You  come  not  off  so  faithfully 
ids.  [All  omhy  father, 

iat  my  sentiments  a  JRy. 
one  knows — whaxM      I  will  do  so, 
is  the  thanl^i^lRe  this  night, 
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There  must  reihain  no  secrets  Hwixt  us  two.    ■ 

[Both  seat  themselves* 
Max.  Piocolomini !  what  think'st  thou  of 
The  oath  that  was  sent  r6waA  for  signatures  ? 

Max.  I  bold  it  fi>r  a  thing  of  harmless  import, 
Although  I  love  not  these  set  declarations. 

Oct.  And  on  no  other  ground  hast  thou'  refdsed 
The  signature  they  fain  had  wrested  from  thee  ? 

Ma3!>.  It  was  a  serious  husiness^^-^-^I  was  ahsent — 
The  afiair  itself  seemed  not  so  urgent  to  me. 

Oct,  Be  open,  Max.     Thon  hadst  then  no  suspicion  ? 

Mas;.  Suspicion !  what  suspicion  ?     Not  the  least. 

Oct.  Thank  thy  good  ange],  Ficeolomini : 
He  drew  thee  hack  unconscious  fmm  the  abyss. 

Max.  I  know  not  what  thou  meanest. 

Oct.  I  will  tell  thee; 

Fain  would  they  have  ext<»ted  from  thee,  son,  ^ 
The  sanction  of  thy  name  to  villany ; 
Yea,  with  a  single  flourish  of  thy  pen, 
Made  thee  renounce  thy  duty  and  thy  honor ! 

Max.  {rises.)  Ootavio!  - 

Oct.  '        Patience  I     Seat  your^lf.     Mnch  yet 

Hast  thou  to  hear  from  me,  friend  ! — hast  for  yean 
Lived  in  incomprehensible  illusion. 
Before  thine  eyes  is  treason  drawing  out 
As  black  a  web  as  e'er  was  spun  lor  venom  : 
A  power  of  hell  overclouds  thy  understanding. 
I  dare  no  longer  stand  in  silence — dare 
No  longer  see  thee  wondering  on  in 
Nor  pluck  the  bandage  from 

Max. 
Yet,  ere  thou  speak*st,  a  mo 
If  your  disclosures  should  ap 
Conjectures  only — and  almo 
They  will  be  nothing  furthe 
Am  not  in  that  eoUected  mo 
That  I  could  listen  to  them  ( 

Oct.  The  deeper  cause  thoJ 
The  more  impatient  cause  1 
To  force  it  on  thee.     To  the  ii 
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And  wisdom  of  thy  heart  I  coiild  have  trus^d  thee 
With  cahn  aasuraace — but  I  see  the  net 
Preparing — and  it.  is  thy  heart  itself 
Alarms  me  fi>r  thine  innocence— -that  secret, 

IFixing  his  eye  sreadfcatly  on  his  son's  face. 
Which  thou  concealest,  forces  mine  from  me. 

Max.  attempts  to  answer,  but  hesitates,  qnd  casts  his  eyes 
the  ground,  emdarrassed. 

Oct.  {after  a  pause.)  Know,  then,  they  are  duping  theeT 
most  foul  game 
With  thee'  and  with  us  all — nay,  hear  me  calmly — 
The  Duke  even. now  is  playing.     He. assumes 
The  mask,  as  if  he  would  £>rsake  the  army  :       , 
And  in  this  moment  makes  he  preparations 
That  army  from  the  Emperor  to  steed, 
And  cany  it  over  to  tfie  enemy ! 

Max.  That  low  priest's  legend  I  know  well,  but  didnpt 
Expect  to  hear  it  from  thy  mouthy    . 

Oct.  That^pouth, 

From  which  thou  hearest  it  at  this  present  moment, 
Doth  warrant  thee  that  it  is  no  priest's  legend. 

Max.  How  mere  a  maniac  t]iey  supposed  the  Duker; 
What,  he  can  meditate  ?— the  Duke  ? — can  dream 
That  he  can  lure  away  full  thirty  thousand ; 
Tried' troops  and  true,  aH  honora]t>le  soldiers, 
More  than  a  thousand  noblemen  among  them, 
From  oaths,  from  duty,  from  their  honor  lure  them. 
And  make  them  all  unanimous  to  do 
A  deed  that  brands  them  ^c^undrels  ?     . 
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36ix.  Has  he,  Octavio,  merited  of  us,  '^ 

That  we— that  we  should  thiuk  bo  vilely  of  him  T 

Oct.  WhatM^e  would  think  is  not  the  question  fiefe. 
The  affair  speaks  for  itself — aiid  clearest  proofs  !  ' 

Hear  me,  my  son — 'tis  not  unknown  ^o  thee, 
In  what  ill  credit  with  the  Court  we  stand. 
But  little  dost  thou  know,  or  gueite,  what  tricks, 
What  hase  intrigues,  ;Mrhat  lying  artifices, 

Have  heen  employed — for  this,  sole  end — to  sow  •  . 

Mutiny  in  the  camp!     All  bands  are  Iposed — 
Loosed  all  the  bands,  that  link  the  officer 
To  his  liege  Emperor,  all  that  bind  the  soldiet 
Afiectionately  to  the  citizen. 
Lawless  he  stands,  and  threateningly  beleaguers 
The  state  he's  bound  to  guard.     To  such  a  height 
'Tis  swoln,  that  at  this  hour  the  Emperor 
Before  his' armiel^ — ^his  own  armies — ^trembles: 
Yea,  in  his  capital,  his  palace,  fears 
The  traitor's  poniards,  and  is  meditating 
To  hurry  off  and  hide  his  tender  offspring—^ 
Not  from  the  Swedes,  not  from  the  Lutherans — 
No  ;  from  his  o^wn  troops  hide  and  hurry  them  ! 

Max,  Cease,  cease  !  thou  torturest,  shatter'st  me.     I  know     ' 
That  ofl  we  tremble  at  an  empty  terror ; 
But  the  false  phantasm  brings  a  real  misery. 

Oct.  It  is  no  phantasm.     An  intestine  war, 
Of  all  the  most  unnatural  and  cruel,       ' 
Will  burst  out  into  flames,  if  instantly 
We  do  not  fly  and  stifle  it.     The  Generals 
Are  many  of  them  long  ago  woh  over ;   > 
The  subalterns  are  vacillating — whole 
Regiments  and  garrisons  are  vacillating. 
To  foreigners  our  strongholds  are  intrusted  ; 
To  that  suspected  Schafgotchis  the  whole 
Force  of  Silesia  given  up  :  td  Tertsky 
Five  regimenti,  foot  and  horse— to  Isolani, 
To  lUo,  Kinsky,  Butler,  the  best  troops. 

Max.  Likewise  to  both  of  us. 

Oct.  "       Because  the  Duke 

Believes  he  has  secured  us — ^means  to  lure  ujf 
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Still  further  on  by  splendid  proQiuKi. 
To  me  he  portions  forth  the  princedoms,  Glatz 
And  Sagan ;  and  too  plain  I  see  the  angle 
With  which  he  doubts  not  to  catch  tkee* 

Max.  No  I  no  I 

I  t«^l  thee— no. ! 

Oct.  O  open  ye^  thine  eyes ! 

And  to  what  purpose  think'st  thou  he  has  called  ua 
Hither  to  Filsen  ?— tp  avail  himself        ;   *r 
Of  our  advice  ? — O  when  did  Friedland  ever 
Need  bur  advice  ? — Be  calm*  and  listen  to  me. 
To  sell  ourselves  are  we  called  hither,  and,  .  > 
Decline  we  that — ^to  be  his  hostages. 
Therefore  doth  noble  Galas  stand  aloof  I 
Thy  father,  too,  thou  would' st  not  have  seen  here. 
If  higher  duties  had  not  held  htm  fettered.    . .  , 

Max,  He  makes  no  secret  of  it — needp  make  |[ione~- 
That  we're  called  hither  for  his  sake — he  owns  it 
He  needs  our  aidance  to  maintain  himself — 
He  did  so  much  for  us ;  and  't^s  but  fair 
That  we  too  should  do  somewhat  now  for  him. 

Oct    And  know'st  thou  what  it  is  which  we  must  do ! 
TKat  Illo's  drunken  mood  betrayed  it  to  thee.> 
Bethink  thyself— >-what  hast  thou  heard,  what  seen  ?. 
The  counterfeited  papers — the  omission 
Of  that  particular  clause,  so  full  of  meaning, 
Does  it  not  prove,  that  they  would  b^  us  down 
To  nothing  good  ? 

Max,  That  counterfeited  paper 

Appears  to  me  no  other  than  a  trick 
Of  Ulo's.own  device.     These  underhand 
Traders  in  great  men^s  interests  ever  use 
To  urge  and  hurry  all  things  to  the  extreme. 
They  see  the  Duke  at  variauce  with  the  oourt^. 
And  fondly  think  to  serve  him,  when  they  widen 
The  breach  ijrreparably. '  Trust  me,  father. 
The  Duke  knows  nothing  of  all  this. 

Oct.  It  grieves  me 

That  I  must  dash  to  earth,  that  I  must  shatter 
A  faith  so  specious  ;  hut  I  ii^ay  not  spare  thee ! 
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For  this  is  not  a  time  for  tenderness.  ' 

Thou  must  take  measures,  speedy  ones*— mu6t  act. 

I  therefore  Mrill  ccmfess  to  thee,  that  all 

Which  IVe  intrusted  to  thee  now-^that  all 

Which  seems  to  thee  so  unbelievable,* 

That — ^yes,  I  will  tell  thee — {A  pause.)    Mai?. !  Tbad  it  sU 

Prom  his  own  mouth — ^from  the  Duke's  mouth  I  had  it. 

JWbKC.  {in  excessive  agitation.)  No ! — no  !-Hiever ! 

Oct.  Himself  eonfided  to  m^  \ 

What  I,  'tis  true,  had  long  before  disoorered' 
By  other  mean&— -himself  confided  ta  me, 
That  'twas  his  settled  plan  to  join  thd  Swedes  | 
And,  at  the  head  of  the  united  armies, 
Compel  the  Emperor — 

itfoo;.  He  i&  paflBioUate,  ^ 

The  Court  has  stung  bim-^he  is  «or«i  all  tsiM  r 
With  injuries  and  afironts  ;  ahd  in  a  moment > 
Of  irritation,  what  if  he,  for  oncej  ' 

Forgot  himself  ?     HeV  an  impetuous  man. 

Oct.  Nay,  in  cold  blood  he  did  eotifeis  this  ta  me : 
And  having  construed  my  astonishment 
Into  a  scruple  of  hi9  power,  he  showed  me 
His  written  evidences. — shoWed  me  letters* 
Both  from  the  Saxon  and  the  Swede,  that  gav« 
Promise  of  aidance,  and  defined  th'  amount. 

Max.  It  can  not  be  !-^an  not  be  !  can  Mt  be  ! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  it  can  not !  .      ^ 

Thou  wouldest  of  necessity  have  shown  him 
Such  horror,  such  deep  loathing — ^that  Or  he 
Had  tak'n  thee  for  his  better  gentius,  or 
Thou  stood'st  not  now  a  living  man  before  me:— 

Oct.  I  have  laid  op^n  my  objections  to  him, 
Dissuaded  him  with  pressing  earnestness ; 
But  my  abhorrence,  the  full  sentimeBt  ,      ' 

Of  my  whole  heart— that  I  have  stiH  kept  sacred  ,     ^ 
To  my  own  consciousness. 

Max.  And  thini  hast  been 

So  trea«hdnHis !  *  That  looks  not  like  my  father  1 
I  trusted  not  thy  words,  when  thou  didst  tell  me 
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Evil  of  him ;  much  less  cSn  I  now  do  it,    - 
That  thou  ealumniatest  thy  own  self. 

Oct.  I  did  not  thrust  mydelf  into  his  seerecy. 

Max.  Uprightness  merited  his  confidence. 

Oct,  He  was  no  longer  worthy  of  sincerity. 

Max.  Dissimulaticm,  sure,  was  still  less  worthy 
Of  thee,  Octavio ! 

Oct.  Gave  I  him  a  cause 

To  entertain  a  scrapie  of  my  honor  ? 

Max,  That  he  did  n$»t,  evinc'd  his  confidence. 

Oct.  Dear  son,  it  is  not  alwaye  possible 
9till  to  preserve  that  infant  purity. 
Which  the  voice  teaches  in  our  inmost  heart. 
Still  in  alarm,  forever -on  the  watch  * 

Against  the  wiles  of  wicked  men,  een  Yirtoe 
Will  sometimes  bear  away  her  outward  robes 
Soiled  in  the  wrestle  with  Iniquity. 
This  is  the  curse  of  every  evil  deed, 
That,  propagating  still,  it  brings  forth  evil. 
I  do  not  cheat  my  better  soul  with  sophisms  : 
I  but  perform  my  orders ;  the  Emperor 
Prescribes  my  conduct  to  me.     Dearest  boy, 
Tar  better  were  it,  doubtless^  if  we  all     > 
Obeyed  the  heart  at  all  times  >  but  so  doing. 
In  this  our  present  sojourn  with  bad  men, 
We  must  Abandon  many  an  honest  object. 
Tis  now  our,  call  to  serve  the  Emperor, 
By  what  means  he  can  best  be  served— rthe  heart 
May  whisper  what  it-will— ^this  is  our  call ! 

Max.  It  seems  a  thing  appointed,  that  to-day 
I  should  not  comprehend,  not  understand  thee.. 
The  Duke  thou  say'st  did  honestly  pour  out 
His  heart  to  thee,  but  for  an  evil  purpose  ; 
And  thou  dtshonestljr  hast  cheated  him 
For  a  good  purpose  I  *   Silence,  I  entreat  thee— 
My  friend  thou  stealest  not  from  me — 
Let  me  not  lose  my  father  i 

Oct.  ^{suppressing  resentment^  As  yet  thou  know'st  not  all, 
toy  son.     I  have 
Yet  somewhat  to  disclose  to  thee.  {After  a  pau$e. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


OB,  THB  FItKSt  PAJtT  OF  WALLENSTXUT.  661 

Dake  Friedlaad 
Hath  made  his  preparations.     He  relies 
Upon  his  stars.     He  deems  us  unprovided, 
And  thinlcs  to  fall  upon  us  by  surprise. 
Yea,  in  his  dream  of  hope,  he  grasps  already 
The  golden  eitcle  in  his  hand.     He  errs. 
We  too  have  been  in  action — he  but  grasps 
His  evil  fate,  most  evil,  most  mysterious  ! 

'Max,  0  nothing  rash,  my  sire  !     By  all  that's  good 
Let  me  invoke  thee^— no  precipitation  ! 

Oct.  With  light  tread  stole  he  on  his;evil  way, 
With  light  tread  Vengeance  st(^e  on  after  him. 
Unseen  she  stands  already,  dark  behind  him--^ 
But  one  step  more — ^he  shudders  in  her  grasp ! 
Thou  hast  seen  Ctuestenberg  with  me.     As  yet* 
Thou  know'st  but  his  ostensible  commission ; 
He  brought  with  him  a  privcUe  one,  my  son !        * 
And  that  was  for  me  only. 

Max.  May  I  know  it  ?■ 

Oct,  {seizes  the  patent.)  Max. !        [A  pause* 

'*  In  this  disclosure  place  I  in  thy  hands . 
The  Empire's  welfare  and  thy  father's  life. 
Dear  to  thy  inmost  heurt  is  Wallenstein  : 
A  powerful  tie  o£  lore,  of  veneration, 
Hath  knit  thee  to  him  fpcmi  thy  earliest  youth.-  . 
Thou  ttourishest  the  tit'sA.— 0  let  me  sttll 
Anticipate  thy  loitering  confidenee !  *        , 

The  h(^  thou  nourish^  to  knit  thyself 
Yet  closer  to  him  ■ 

Max.  FttUter— ^ 

Oct.  0  my  son, 

I  trust  thy  heart  nndbuhtingly.    But  am  I 
Equally  sure  of  thy  collectedness  ? 
Wilt  thou  be  able»  with  calm  countenance, 
To  enter  this  man's  presence,  when  that  I   ' 
Have  trusted  to  thee  hit  whole  fate  ? 

Max.  Aocordihg 

As  thou  dost  trust  me,  father,  with  his  erime. 

[Octavio  takes  a  paper  mUofhis  e$eritdret  and  give$  ii 
to  him. 
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Max.  What  ?  how  ?  a  foil  fttperial  pateat ! 

Oct.  Rend  it 

Mcui.  {Just  glances  on  it.)  Dnka  FnedUud  flenteneed  and  €<«• 
demaed  I 

Oct.  Even  bo. 

Max.  {throws  down  the  peeper.)  O  thii  i»  too  much !  0  un-  * 
happy  error ! 

Oct.  Read  on.     Collect  thyielf. 

Max.  {after  he  has  read  further^  with  a  look  of  ajf right  and 
astonishment  on  hit  father.)    How  I  what !  Thoii  I  thou  I 

Oct.  But  for  the  preteitt  moment,  till  the  King 
Of  Hungary  may  safely  join  the  anny, 
Is  the  command  aangned  to  me. 

Max.  And  think'at  thon. 

Dost  thou  helievef,  that  thou  wilt  tear  it  from  him  ? 
0  never  hope  it !— Fatirar  I  father !  father  I 
An  inauspicious  office  Is  enjoined  ^ee. 
This  paper  here — this  I  and  wilt  thou  enfexoe  it  ? 
The  mighty  in  the  middle  of  his  hosti 
Sntt««uided  hy  his  thousands,  him  wotdd'st  thou 
Disarm^egrade  !     Thon  art  lost,  both  thou  and  aU  of  us. 

Oct.  What  hazard  I  incur  thereby,  I  know. 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  stand.     The  Almighty 
Will  cover  with  his  shield  the  Imperial  house, 
And  shatter,  in  his  wrath,  the  work  of  darkness^ 
The  Bmperor  hath  true  ftorvants  still ;  and  even 
Here  in  the  camp,  there  are  enough  brave  men,  > 

Who  for  the  good  cause  ^ill  fight  gaUantly. 
The  faithful  have  been  warned— ^the  dangexous 
Are  closely  watched.     I  wait  but  the  ftnt  step, 
And  then  immediately-*-*-^ 

Max  ^        What  I  on  snipiiSiott  ? 

Immediately  ? 

Oct.  The  Emperor  k  no  tyrant. 

The  deed  alone  he*ll  punish,  not  the  wish. 
The  Duke  hath  yet  his  destiny  in  his  power.       «^ 
Let  him  but  leave  the  treason  uncompleted, 
He  will  be  silently  dkpkwed  from  offiee, 
And  make  way  to  hi*  Bmpen>E*s  n^  son. 
An  honorable  exile  to  his  castles 
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Will  be  a  betieikotioa  to  him  vather 

Than  puhtsfament.     But  the  first  open  step^-» 

Max.  What  callest  thou  «ueh  a  step  ?     A  wicked  stop    - 
Ne'er  will  he  take  ^  but  thoa  fntght'st  easily. 
Yea,  thou  hast  doae  it,  miftnterpiet  him/ 
Oct.  Nay,  howsoever  punishable  were 
Duke  Friedland's  purposes^  yet  still  the  steps 
Which  he  hath  taken  openly,  permit 
A  mild  construction.     It  is  my  intention 
To  leave  this  paper  wholly  unenforced 
Till  some  act  is  committed  which  convicts  hmi 
Of  a  high  treason,  without  doubt  or  f4ea, 
And  that  shall  sentence  him.  . 

Max.  Btit  who  the  judge  ? 

Oct,  Thyself. 

Max.  Forever^  then,  this  paper  will  lie  idle. 
Oct.  Too  soon,  I  fear,  its  powers  must  all  be  proved. 
Afler  the  counter-promise  of  this  evening, 
It  can  not  be  but  he  must  deem  himself  ^ 

Secure  of  the  majority  with  «s; 
And  of  the  army's  general  sentiment 
He  hath  a  pleasing  proof  in  that  petition     ^  . 
Which  thou  deliveredst  to  him  from  the  regiments. 
Add  this  too— I  have  letters  that  the  RhinegraTe 
Hath  changed  his  route,  and  travels  by  forced  marches 
To  the  Bohemian  Forest.     What  this  purports, 
Remainik  unknown  ;  and,  to  confirm  suspicion. 
This  night  a  Swedish  nobleman  arrived  here.      . 

Max.  \  have  thy  word.     Thou'K  not  proceed  to  action 
Before  thou  hast  convinced  me — me  myself. 

Oct.  Is  it  possible  ?     Still,  after  all  thcM  know'at» 
Canst  thou  believe  still  in  his  innccehoe  ? 
Max.  {taith  enthusiasm.)  Thy  judgtnent  may  mistake)  my 
heart  can  not 

[Moderates  his  voice  and  manner* 
These  reascms  might  expound  thy  spirit  or  mine  ^ 
But  they  expound  not  Friedland— -I  have  hikh.  i 
For  as  he  knits  his  fortunes  to  the  stars, 
Even  so  doth  he  resemble  them  in  secifet^ 
Wonderful,  stffl  inexplicable  cotirseft  I  / 
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Trust  me,  they  do  him  wrong.     All/wiii  be  solved. 
These  smokes,  at  onoe,  will  kindle  into  flame — 
The  edges  of  this  black  and  stwrny  cloud 
Will  brighten  suddenly,  and  we  shall  view 
The  Unapproachable  gh'de  out  in  splendor. 
Oct.  I  will  await  it. 

Scene  II. — Octavio  arid  Max.  as  before.     To  them  the  Valel 
of  the  Ohamher. 

Oct.  How  now,  then  ? 

Vol.  A  despatch  is  at  the  door. 

Oct.  So  early  ?     From  whom  comes  he  then  ?     Who  is  it  ? 

Vol.  That  he  refused  tb  tell  me. 

Oct.  Lead  him  in : 

And  hark  you — let  it  not  transpire. 

{Eait  Valet — the  Comet  steps  in. 
Ha  I  Comet — ^is  it  you  ?  and  from  Count  Galas  I 
Give  me  your  letters. 

Cor.  The  Lieutenant-General 

Trusted  it  not  to  letters.  .     .     T 

Oa.  And  what  i?  it  ? 

Car.  He  bade  me  tell  you — Dare  I  speak  openly  here  ? 

Oct.  My  son  knows  all. 

Cor.  ^  We  have  him. 

Oa.  Whom? 

Cor.  -  >  Sesinii, 

The  old  negdtiator. 

Oct.  (eagerly.)  And  you  have  him  ? 

Cor.  In  the  Bohemian  Forest  Captain  Mohrbrandt 
Found  and  secured  him  yester  morning,  early  : 
He  was  proceeding  then  to  Regen^urg,^ 
And  on  him  were. despatches  for  the  Swede. 

Oct,  And  the  despatches 

Cor.      ~     /-  The  Lieutenant-General 

Sent  them  that  instant  to  Vienna,  and 
The  prisoner  with  them. 

Oct.  This  is,  indeed,  a  tiding ! 

That  fellow  is  a  precious  casket  to  us, 
ihclosing  weighty  things — ^W«s  much  found  on  ^m  ? 
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Cor,  I  think,  six  packets,  with  Count  Tertsky's  arms. 
Oct,  None  in  the  Duke's  own  hand  ?  ^^   ^ 

Cor,  V  Not  that  I  knftw. 

Oct,  And  oW  Senna  ?  ^ 

Cot.  He.  was  sorely  fngfatened, 

When  it  was  told  him  he  must  to  Vieana. 
But  the  Couat  Altringer  badelrim  take  heart, 
Would  he  but  make  a  full  and  freeoorifession. 

Oct.  Is  Altringer  then  with  your  Lord  ?     I  heard 
That  he  lay  sick  at  Linz. 

Cor.  ■  These  three  days  past 

He's  with  my  master,  the  Lieutenant-General, 
At  Frauemburg.     Already  have  they  sixty 
Small  companies  together,  chosen  men  ; 
Bespectfolly  they  greet  you  with  assurances, 
That  they  are  only  waiting  your  commands. 

Oct.  In  a  few  days  may  great  events  take  place. 
And  when  must  you  Teturn  ? 

Cor.  I  wait  your  orders. 

Oct.  Remain  till  evening. 
\Cornet  signifies  his  assent  and  obeisance,  and  is  going. 
No  one  saw  you — ha  ? 

Cor.  No  living  creature.     Through  the  cloister  wicket 
The  Capuchihs,  as  usual,'  let  me  in. 

Oct.  Go,  rest  your  limbs;  and  keep  yourself  concealed. 
I  hold  it  probable^  that  yet  ere  eVenipg 
I  shall  despatch  yoU.     The  development 
Of  this  affair  approaches  :  6re  the  day. 
That  even  now  is  dawning  in  the  heaven. 
Ere  this  eventful  day  hath  set,  the  lot 
That  must  decide  our  fortunes  will  be  drawzr. 

[Ecsit  Comet 

Scene  lU.-^Octavio  and  Max,  Piccolomini, 

Oct.  Well — and  what  now,  son  ?     All  will  soon  be  clear ; 
For  all,  Tm  certain,  went  through  that  Sestna. 

Max.  (who  through  the  whole  of  the  foregoing  scene  has  "been 
in  a  visUde  struggle  of  feelings,  at  length  starts  as  one  resolved.) 
I  will  procure  me  light  a  shorter  way.    Farewell.  c 
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Oct.  Ylhme  now  ?---*Reoiaia  kere. 

Max,  To  the  Duke. 

Oct.  {alarmed.)  Wh%t 

Max.  {returning.)  If  thdu  hast  helieved  thlit^I.  shall  act 

A  part  in  this  thy  play-?- 

Thou  hast  miscalculated  oa  me,  grievously. . 

My  way  must  be  straight  on.     True  with  the  toligue,  . 

False  with  the  heart-*— I  may  not,  eaa  not  be :  . 

Nor  can  I  sufier  th)it  a  man  should  trust  me-^ 

As  his  friend  trust  me — and  then  lull  my  eonscienoe 

With  such  low  pleas  as  these  : — *'  I  ask'd  him  not — 

He  did  it  all  at  his  own'hazaid — and 

yiysnouth  has  never  lied  to  him."r~-No,  no  ! 

What  a  friend  takes  me  for,  that  I  must  be  : 

— ^I'll  to  the  Duke ;  ere  yet  this  day  is  ended  . 

Will  I  demand  of  him  that  he  do  save 

His  good  name-from  the  worlds  and  with  one  stride 

Break  through  and  rend  this  fine-spun  web  of  yours. 

He  can,  he  will ; — I  still  am  his  believer. 

Yet  ri]  not  pledge  myself,  but  that  thoB9  letters 

May  furnish  you,  perchance,  with  pvoofs  against  him* . 

How  far  may  not  this  Xei^y  have  proceeded— 

What  may;  nojb  he  hitosejif  too  have  permitted 

Himself  to  do,  to  snare  the  enemy, 

The  laws  of  war  excusing  ?     STothing,  sav^  , 

His  own  mouth  shall  convict  him— Huithingl^ss  !    . 
And  face  to  face  will  I  go  question  him- 
Oct.  Thou  wilt  ? 

Max.  I  will,  ai  iHure  as  this  heart  bents. 

Oct.  I  have,  indeed,  misoaleujiated  on  thee* 
I  calculated  on  a  prudent  son, 
Who  would  have  bless'd  the  hand  beneficent 
That  plucked  him  back  from  the  abyss — and  lo  ! 
A  fascinated  being  I  discover,     . 
Whom  his  two  eyes  befool,  whom  passion  ttdlders,  - 
Whom  not  th^  broad^H  light  of  noon  ean  heal. 
Gos  question  him ! — ^^Be  mad  enough^  I  pr&y  thee. 
The  purpose  i^. thy  father,  of  \thy  Smpeiw, 
Go,  give  H  lip  free  booty  i-^F^ree  me,  drive  me 
To  aa  open  breaoh  belbre  the  time.    And  JwWr 
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Now  that  a  miracle  of  heaven  had  guarded 
My  secret  purpose  even  to  this  hotir. 
And  laid  to  sleep  suspicion's  piercing  eyes, 
Let  me  hav^  lived  to  see  that  mine  own  son, 
With  frantic  enterprise,  anhihilates  " 
My  toilsome  labors  and  state  policy.  • 

Max.  Ay — this  state  policy  f    0  how  I  curse  it ! 
You  will  some  time,  with  your  state  policy ,> 
Compel  him  to  the  measure  :  it  may  happen, 
Because  ye  are  determintd  that  he  is  guilty. 
Guilty  ye'll  make  him.     All*  retreat  cut  off, 
You  elose  up  every  outlet,  hem  him  in 
Narrower  and  narrower,  till  at  length  ye  fercahim — » 
Yes,  ye — ^ye  force  him^  in  his  desperation, 
To  set  fire  to  his  prison.    Pather  !  Father  ! 
That  never  can  end  well — it  can  not — ^will  notl 
And  let  it  be  decided  as  it  may, 
I  see  with  boding  heart  the  near  afipvoaeh 
Of  an  ill-starred;  vnblest  ovUstiopke. 
For  this  great  monarch-ispirit,  if  be  faU« 
Will  drag  a  world  into  the  ruin  with  him. 
And  as  a  ship  (that  nralWay  on  the  oe^n 
Takes  fire)  at  oncie,  a»d  whh  a  thunder^bUfst 
Explodes,  and  with  itself  shoots  ovt  itdcrew 
la  smoke  and  ruin  betwixt  ses  and  Ifteaven ;     ^    .    . 
So  will  he,  falling,  ^braw  down  in  faab^  fall 
All  us,  who're  fix»d  and  diortiaed  lo  his  fortune. 
Deem  of  it  what  thou  wih ;  bat  paarddn  m^ 
That  I  raust  bear  me  on  in  iny  own  wvf 
All  must  remain  pure  betwixt  htm>  aiid  fioie ;.. 
And,  ere  the  diaylight  dawns,  it  nnsMt  b^  fcn^^im    .  ~ 
Which  I  must  lose — tiiy  father,  or  my  friend. 

[During  Im  exit  the.  outU^dropB. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


668  THX  PtOOOLOHIHl: 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — A  room  fitted  up  for  astrological  labors,  arid  provided 
toith  celestial  charts,  taith  gldbes,  telescopes,  qtuidrants,  and 
other  mathematical  instruments . — Seven  colossal  figures,  repre- 
senting the  planets,  each  with  a  transparent  star  of  a  different 
color  on  its  head,  stand  in  a  semicircle  in  the  background,  so 
that  Mars  and  Saturn  are  nearest  the  eye. —  The  remainder 
of  the  Scene,  and  its  disposition,  is  given  in  the  Fourth  Scene 
of  the  Second  Act.—  There  must  .be  a  curtain  over  the  figures, 
^hich  may  be  dropped,  and  conceal  theni  on  occasions. 

[In  the  Fifth  Scene  of  this  Act  it  must  be  dropped ;  but  in  the 
Seventh  Scene,  it  must  be  again  drwn  up  wholly  or  in  part.] 

WaXlenUein  at  a  black  tahlcr  on  which  a  Speculum  Astrologu 
cum  is  described  with  chalk,  Seni  is  taking  observations 
through  a  tnndow, 

Wal.  All  well — and  now  let  it  be  ended,  Seni. — Cosne, 
The  dawn  commences,  and  Mahi  roles  the  hour. « 
We  must  give  o'er  the  operation.     Come, 
We  know  enough. 

Seni,  Your  Highness  must  permit  me  .- 

Just  to  contemplate  Venus.     She's  now  rising : 
Like  as  a  sun,  so  shines  die  in  the  east.     - 

Wal,  She  is  at  present  in  her  perigeor 
And  shoots  down  now  her  strongest  inflaenoes. 

[Contemplating  the  figure  on  the  taUe, 
Auspicious  aspect !  fiaieful  in  conjunction, 
At  length  the  mighty  three  oonradiate ; 
And  the  two  stars  of  blessing,  Jupiter 
And  Venus,  take  between  them  the  malignant 
Siyly-maliciouji  liars,  and  thus  compel 
Into  miy  service  that  old  mischief-lbunder ; 
For  long  he  viev^ed  me  hostilely,  and  ever 
With  beam  oblique,  or  perpendicular, 
Now  in  the  Cluartile,  now  in  the  Seeondan, 
Shot  his  zed  lightnings  at  my  stars,  disturbing 
-Their  blessed  influences  and  sweet  aspects. 
Now  they  have  conqnered  the  old  enemy. 
And  bring  him  in  the  heavens  a  |Hrisoner  to  me. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


OB,   THE  FIRST  1>ART  OF  WALLENBTEIN.  669 

Seni.  (who  has  come  dmonfrom  the  window,)  Xnd  in  a  comer 
^oase,  your  Highiiess-^thiiik  of  that ! 
That  makes  ^ach  influence  of*  double  strength. 

WaL  And  sun  and  moon,  too,  in  the  Sextile  aspect, 
The  soft  light  with  the  veh*)aient — so  I  love  it. 
Sol  is  the  heart,  Luna  the  head  of  heaven, 
Bold  be  the  plan,  fiery  the  execjutioh. 

Seni.  And  both  the  fnighty  Lumina  by  no 
Malefic  us  affronted.     Lo !  Saturntra, 
Innocuous,  powerless,  in  cadence  Dorao. 

Wal.  The  empire  of  Saturnus  is  gone'  by  : 
Lord  of  jthe  secret  birth  of  things  is  he  ; ' 
Within  the  lap  of  earth,  and  in  the  depths 
Of  the  imagination  dominates  ;  ^ 

And  his  are  all  things  that  eschew  the  light. 
The  time  is  o'er  of  brooding  and  contrivance  : 
For  Jupiter,  the  lustrous,  lordeth  now, 
And  the  dark  work,  complete  of  preparation, 
He  draws  by  force  into  the  realm  of  light. 

Now  must  we  hasten  on  to  action,  ere  ^^ 

The  scheme,  and  mostanspicious  positure 
Parts  o*er  my  head,  and  takes  onoe  more  its  flight ; 
For  the  heaveftis  journey  still,  and  •sojourn  not. 

[  There  arc  knocks  at  the  door. 
There's  some  one  knocking  there.     See  who  it  is.  '  * 

Tertsky'.  {front  vnthout.)  Open,  and  let  me  in. 
.Wed.    ^  Ay-^'tis  Tertsky. 

What  is  there  of  such  iilgence  ?     We  are  busy. 

Ter.  {from  udthout.)  Lay  all  aside  at  present,  L  entreat  you. 
It  suffers  no  delaying.  ,-  ' 

Wal.  OpenVSeni! 

[  While  Seni  opens  thedoorsfor  Tertsky,  Wallemtein  draios^ 
the  curtain  over  the  figures. 

Ter.  {enters.)  Hast  then  alr^eady  heard  it"?     He  is  taken. 
Galas  has  given  him  up  to  the  Emperor. 

{Senisdrojws  off  the  black  table  and  exit. 

Scene  IL — Wall^nstdn,  Count  Tertsky. 

Wal.  {to  Tertsky.)  Who  has  been  taken ? — Who  is  given  up? 
Tet.  The  man.  who  ^ow6  our  sectetST  wiio  knows  every 
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Negotiation  withtlie  Swede  aud  Saxoar 

Through  whose  hands  all  and  every  thing  has  paG«ed*«^ 

Wal.  (drawing  back,)  Nay,  not  Sesina  ? — Say,  No  I  I  eaitreat 
thee. 

Ter.  All  on  his  road  for  Regenspurg  to  the  Swede 
He  was  plunged  down  upon  by  Galas'^  ageat. 
Who  had  been  long  in  ambush^  lurking  ibr  him. 
There  must  have  been  found  on  him  my  whole  packet 
To  Thur,  to  Kinsky,  to  Oxenstirn,  to  Aruheim  :. 
All  this  is  in  their  hands ;  they  have  now  an  insight 
Into  the  whole— onr  m^asures^  and  our  motives. 

Scene  III.-^-To  them  enters  Itlo, 

lUo.  {to  Tertsky.)  Has  he  heard  it  ?    : 

Ter,  He  has  heard  it.  /      . 

lllo,  (to  Wallenstein.)  Thinkest  thott  still  = 

To  make  thy  peace  with  the  Emp'ror,  to  xegaia 
His  confidence  ? — ^E'en  were  it.  now  thy  wish 
To  abandon  all  thy  plans,  yet  still  they  know 
Wnat  thou  hast  wished  ;  then  forwards  thou  must  press ! 
Retreat  is  now  no  longer  in  thy  power. 

Ter.  They  have  documents  against  us,  and  in  hands. 
Which  show  beycmd  all  power  of  contradiction — 

Wal.  Of  my  handwriting-^no  iota.     Thee 
I  punish  for  thy  Hes. 

lUo.  And  thou  belieVest, 

That  what  this  man,  that  what  thy  sister's  hvsband, 
Did  in  thy  name,  wm  not  stai^  on  thy  reck'nilig  ? 
His  word  must  pass  for  thy  wo|rd  with  the  Swede, 
And  not  with  those  that  hate  thee  at  Vienna. 

Ter,  In  wjriting  thou  gav^t  iiothiiig--rBat  betktiA  thee, 
How  far  thou  venturedst  by  word  of  i^ath 
With  this  Sesinfi  ?     And  wiU  h^  be  silent  ? 
If  he  can  save  himself  by  yielding  ufi 
Thy  secret  purposes,  will  he  retain  them  ? 

Illo.  Thyself  dost  not  conceive  it  possible ; 
^nd  since  they  now^hitve  evidence  authentic 
How  far  thou  hast  already  gone,  speak  .l^^-^tel]  u»r 
What  art  thou,  waiting  for  ?  thou -canst  no  kt^r 
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Keep  thy  command  ;  and  beyond  hope  of  resoae 
Thou*rt  lost,  if  thou  reftiga'st  it.  ' 

Wai,  ,  In  the  army     * 

Lies  my  security.     The  army  will  not 
Abandon  me.     Whatever  they  may  know, 
The  power- is  mine,  and  they  must  gulp  it  down — 
And  substitute  I  caution  for  my  fealty, 
They  must  be  satisfied,  at  least  appear  so. 

Illo.  The  army,  Dulce,  es  thine  now-r-for  this  moment?— 
'Tw  "thioe  :  but  think  with  terror  on  the  slow, 
The  quiet  power  of  time      From  open  violence 
The  attachment  of  thy  soldiery  secures  thee  . 
To-day — to-morrow  ;  but  grant'st  thou  them  a  respite, 
Unheard,  UBseen,  they'll  undermine  that  love 
On  which  thou  now  dost  feel  so  firm*  a  footing, 
With  wily  theft  will  draw  away  from  thee 
One  after  th'  other . 

Wal.  *Tis  a  culled  accidenjt ! 

lUo.  0,  I  will  call  it  a  moat  blessed  one,  ^ 

If  it  work  on  thee  as  it  ought  to  do,  . 

Hurry  thee  on  to  action'-*«to  decision. 
The  Swedish  General - 

Wal.                              He's  arrived !  Know'st  thou 
What  his  commission  ist ^ 

Illo,  To  thee  alone 

Will  he  intrust  the  purpose  of  his  coming.^ 

Wal.  A  cursed,  cursed  accident !     YeSi  yes, 
Sesina  knows  too  much,  and  won't  be  silent. 

Ter.  He's  a  Bohemian  fugitive  and  rebel> 
His  neck  is  forfeit.     Can  he  save  himself  , 

At  thy  cost,  think  you  he  will  scruple  it  ? 
And  if  they  put  him  to  the  torture,  will  he. 
Will  he^  that  dastardling,  have  strength  enough^— — 

Wal.  (lost  in  thmght,)  Their  confidence  is  lost — irreparably  1 
And  I  muy  aet  what  way  I  will,  I  shall 
Be  and  remain  forever  in  their  thought 
A  traitor  to  my  country.     How  sincerely 

Soever  I  return  back  to  my  duty,  A 

It  will  no  longer  help  me ' 

XOo.  Euinthee,    . 
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That  it  will  do  !     Not  thy  fidelity, 

Thy  weakness  will  be  deemed  the  sole  occasion — 

Wal.  ( pacing  up  and  down  in  extreme  agitation.)     What ! 
I  ranst  realize  it  now  in  earnest, 
Because  I  toyed  too  freely  with  the  thought  ?  -  ^ 

Accursed  he  who  daUies  with  a  devil ! 
And  must  I — I  must  realize  it  now — 
Now,  while  I  have  the  power,  it  must  take  place  ?     ' 

Illo.  Now— now — erelhey  can  ward  and  parry  it ! 

Wal.  (looking  at  the  paper  of  sit/natures.)  I  have  tbe  Gen* 
erals'  word — a  written  promise  ! 
Max.  Piccolomini  stands  not  here— how's  that  ? 

Ter.  It  was ^he  fanoied 

lUo.  ^  Mere  Belf-willedness. 

There  needed  no  such  thing  'twixt  him  and  ydu. 

Wal,  He  is  quite  right — ^there  needeth  no  such  tiling, 
The  regiments,  too,  deny  to  march  for  Flanders- 
Have  sent  me  in  a  paper  of  remonstrance, 
And  openly  resist  the  Imperial  orders. 
The  first  step  to  revolt's  already  taken. 

Illo,  Believe  me,  thou  wilt  find  it  far  more  easy 
To  lead  them  over  to  the  enemy 
Than  to  the  Spaniard. 

Wal.  I  will  hear,  however. 

What  the  Swede  has  to  say  to  me. 

Illo,  (eagerly  to  Tertsky.)    Go,  call  hjpi ! 
He  stands  without  the  door  in  waiting. 

Wal.  Stay! 

Stay  yet  a  little.     It  hath  taken  me 
All  by  surprise, — ^it  came  too  quick  upbn  me  ; 
Tis  wholly  novel,  that  an  accident. 
With  its  dark  lordship,  and  blind  agency. 
Should  force  me  oil  v^itlj  it. 

^Hlo,  First  hear  him  only. 

And  after  weigh  it.  [Exeunt  Tertsky  and  Bio. 

Scene  17. — WaUenstein. 

Wal.  (in  soliloquy.)  Is  it  possible  ? 
Is't  so  ?     I  can  no  longer  what  I  tvould  ! 
No  longer  draw  back  at  my  liking  I     I 
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Must  doihe  deed,  beclmse  I  thought  of  it, 

And  fed  this  heart  here  .with  a  dream  !     Becanae 

I  did  not  scowl  teaiptatibn  from  my  presence^ 

Dallied  with  thoughts  of  possible  fulfilment, 

Commenced  no  movement,  left  all  time  uncertain, 

And  only  kept  the  roadj  the  access  open ! 

By  the  great  God  of  Heaven  !  it  was  not 

My  serious  meaning,  it  was  ne'er  resolve. 

I  but  amused  myself  with  thinkiug  of  it. 

The  free-will  tempted  me,  jthe  power.to  do 

Or  not  to  do  it. — ^Was  it  criminal 

To  iji^ke  the  fancy  minister  to  hope, 

To  fill  the  air  with  pretty  toys  of  air. 

And  clutch  fantastic  sceptres  moving  t'ward  me  ? 

^Was  not  the  will  kept  free  ?     Beheld  I  not 

The  road  of  duty  close  beside  me — ^but 

One  little  step,  and  once  more  1  was  in  it ! 

Where  am  I  ?     Whither  have  I  been  transported  ? 

No  road,  no  track  b^ind  me,  but  a  wall, 

Impenetrable,  insurmountable, 

Bises  obedient  to  the  spells  I  muttered 

And  meant  not-^my  own  doings  tower  behind  me. 

IFauses,  and  remains  in  deep  thought, 
A  punishable  man  I  seem,  the  guilt, 
Try  what  I  will,  I  can  not  roll.ofi*  from  me  ; 
The  equivocal  demeanor  of  my  life, 
Bears  witness  on  my  prosecutor's  party ; 
And  even  my  purest  acts  from  purest  motives 
Suspicion  poisons  with  malicious  gloss. 
Were  I  that  thing,  for  which  I  pass,  that  traitor, 
A  goodly  outside  I  had  sure  reserved. 
Had  drawn  the  cQv'rings  thick  and  double  round  mo, 
Been  calm  and  chary  of  my  utterance. 
But  being  conscious  of  the  innocence 
Of  my  intent,  my  uncorrupted  will, 
I  gave  way  to  my  humors,  to  my  passion  : 
Bold  were  my  words,  because  my  deeds  were  not. 
Now  every  planless  measure*  chance  event. 
The  threat  of  rage,  the  vaunt  of  joy  and  triumph, 
And  all  the  May-gamea  of  a  heart  o'erflowiiig, 
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Wll  they  connect,  and  'weave  them  all  together 

Into  one  web  of  treason  ;  all  will  be  plan, 

My  eye  ne'er  absent  from  the  far-(^  mark, ,  ^ 

Step  tracing  step,  each  step  a  politic  piogress  ; 

And  oiit  of  all  they'll  fobricate  a  charge 

So  specious,  that  I  must  myself  stand  dumb. 

I  am  caught  in  my  own  net,  and  only  force, 

Naught  but  a  sudden  rent  can  liberate  me.      {Pauses  agmn. 

How  else  1  since  that  the  heart's  unbiassed  instinct 

Impelled  me  to  the  daring  deed,  which  now 

Necessity,  self-preservation,  orders. 

Stern  is  the  on-look  of  Necessity,  «b 

Not  without  shudder  many  a  human  band 

Grasps  the  mysterious  urn  of  destiny. 

My  deed  was  mine,  remaining  in  my  bosom, 

Once  Bufiered  to  escape  from  its  safe  corner 

Within  the  heart,  its  nursery  and  birth-place, 

Sent  forth  into  the  foreign,  it  belongs 

Forever  to  those  sly  malicious  powers  ^ 

Whom  never  art  of  man  conciliated. 

[Paces  in  agitation  through  the  Chamber ,  then  pauses^ 

and,  after  the  pause,  breaks  out  again  4nto  audihie 

soliloquy. 
What  is  thy  enterprise  ?  thy  aim  ?  thy  object  ?• 
Hast  honestly  confessed  it  to  thyself? 
Power  seated  on  a  quiet  throne  thou'dst  shake)- 
Power  on  an  ancient  consecrated  throne. 
Strong  in  possession,  founded  in  old  custom ; 
Power  by  a  thousand  tough  and  striiigy  roots' 
Fixed  to  the  people's  pious  nursery-faith.  ' 
This,  this  will  be  no  strife  of  strength  with  strength. 
That  feared  1  not.    1  brave  each  combatant, 
Whom  I  can  look  on,  fixing  eye  to  eye. 
Who  full  himself  of  courage  kindles  courage 
In  me  too.     'Tis  a  foe  invisible,      ^  ■ 
The  which  I  fear — a  fearful  enemy, 
Which  in  thjB  human  heart  opposes  me, 
By  its  coward  fear  alone  made  fearful  to  me. 
Not  that,  which  full  of  life,  instinct  with  power^ 
Makes  known  its  present  being,  that  is  not 
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The  true,  the  perilously,  forraidable. 
0  no  !  it  is  the  common,  the  quite  common, 
,  The  thing  of  an  eternal  yesterday,  ^s 

What  ever  was,  and  evermore  returns, 
Sterling  to-morrow,  for  to-day  'twas  sterling^! 
For  of  the  wholly  common  is  man  made^ 
And  cuBtom  is  his  nwne  !     Woe  then  to  theitf. 
Who  lay  irreverent  hands  upon  his  old 
House  furniture,  the  dear  inheritance 
From  his  forefathers.     For  time  consecrates  ;- 
And  what  i^  gray  with  age  becomes  religion.     • 
Be  in  possesaioa,  and  thou  hast  the  right, 
And  saoxect  will  the  many  guard  it  fer  thee ! 

[Do  the  PdgiSy  tfibo  here^ enters. 
The  Swedish  officer  ?— Well,  let  him  enter. 

[The  Page  exit,  Wallen^tin  fixes  his  eye  m  deep  thsmght 
on  the  door.  ^ 

Yet  is  it  pure — as  yet  1 — the  crime  has  come 
Not  o'er  this  threshold  yet — so  slender  is  •  • 

The  boundary  that  divideth  life's  two  paths. 

Scene  V. —  Wallenstein  and  Wrangell 

Wed.  {after  having  fixed,  a  seetrcMng  look  on  him.)    Your 
name  is  W^range^  ? 

FF>/w4.  jGru^tave  Wrangel,  General: 

Of  the  Sudermanian  Blues. 

WaL  It  was  a  Wrangel 

Who  injured  me  materially  at  StraJsLind,. 
And  by  his  brave  resistance  was  the  cause 
Of  th'  opposition  which  that  sea-port  made. 

Wran.  It  was  the  dcnng  of  the  element 
With  which  you  fought,  i»y  lord !  and  not  my  merit 
The  Baltic  Neptune,  did  assert  hia  freedom. 
The  sea  and  l^d,  it  seemed,  were  not  to  serve 
One  and  the  same, 

Wal.  (makes  a  motion  for  him  to  take  a  seat,  andr seats  ;hiin^ 
self.)  And  where  are  your  creden^ala  ? 
Come  you  provided  with  full  powers,  Sir  General  ? 

Wtirn^  ThoKe  are  bo  many  scruples  yet  to  i 
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Wal.  {having  read  the  credentiaU.)  An  able  letter ! — ^Ay- 
he  if  a  prudent. 
Intelligent  master,  whom  you  lerve,  Sir  General  I 
The  Chancellor  writes  me,  that  he  but  fulfiis 
Hie  late  departed  Sovereign's  own  idea 
In  helping  me  to  the  Bohemian  erown. 

Wran,  He  says  the  truth.     Our  great  king,  now  in  heaven. 
Did  ever  deem  most  highly  of  your  Grace's 
Pre-eminent  sense  and  inilitary  genius ; 
And  always  the  oommanding  Intellect, 
He  said,  should  have  command,  and  be  the  king.     . 

Wal,  Yes,  he  might  say  it  safely.— General  Wrangci, 

[  Taking  his  hand  affectionately. 
Gome,  fair  and  open — Trust  me,  I  was  always 
A  Swede  at  heart.     £y !  that  did  you  experience 
Both  in  Silesia  and  at  Nuremburg ; 
I  had  you  often  in  my  power,  and  let  you 
Always  slip  out  by  some  back  door  or  other. 
'Tis  this  a^  which  the  Court  can  ne'er  fbigive  me, 
Which  drives  me  to  this  present  step  :  and  since 
Our  interests  so  run  in  one  direction, 
E'en  let  us  have  a  thorough  confidence 
Each  in  the  other. 

Wran.  Ccmfidence  will  come. 

Has  each  but  only  first  security. 

Wal.  The  Chancellor  still,  I  see,  does  not  quite  trust  me  ; 
And,  I  confess — ^the  gain  does  not  lie  wh<^y 
To  my  advantage— Without  doubt  he  thinks 
If  I  can  play  Mae  with  the  Emperor, 
Who  is  my  sovereign,  I  can  do  the  like 
With  th'  enemy^  and  that  ^^^  one  too  were 
Sooner  to  be  forgiven  me  than  the  other.  . 
Is  not  this  your  opinion  too,  ^ir  General  ? 

Wran.  I  have  here  an  office  merely,  no  opinion. 

Wal.  The  Emperor  hath  urged  me  to  the  uttermost. 
I  can  aq  longer  honorably  serve  him. 
For  my  security,  in  self-defence, 
I  take  this  hard  step,  which  my  conscience  blames. 

Wran.  That  I  believe.     So  far  would  no  one  go 
Who  was  not  £>ioed  to  it.  .        [After  a  pause. 
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What  toay  have  impelled 
Your  prificely  Highness  in  this  wise  io  kct      ' 
Towai^d  your  ^vereign  Lord  and  Emperot, 
Beseems  not  us  to  expoutid  or  criticize. 
The  Swede  is  fighting  for  his  good  old  causer 
With  his  good  sword  and  consciehce.     This  cOneurrence, 
This  opportufiity,  is  in  our  favor, 
And' all  advantages  in  war  are  lawfill. 
We  take  what  ofiers  without  questioning  ;    ' 
And  if  aU. have  its  due  and  just  proportions 

WaL  Of  what  then  are  ye  doubting  ?     Of  my  will  T     ' 
Or  of  my  power?     I  pledged  me  to  the  Chancellor, 
Would  he  trust  «:^  with  sixteen  thousand  meri,  ^         ,. 
That  I  would  instantly  go  over  to  them: 
With  eighteen  thousand  of  the  Emperor's  troops. 
*    Wran.  Your  Grace  is  known  to  be  a  mighty  war-chief, 
To  be  a  second  Attila  and  Pyrrhus. 
'Tis  talked  of  s^l  with  fresh  astonishment, 
How  some  years  past,  beyond  all  human  faith  '^' 

You  called  an  army  forth,  like  a  creation  ; 
But  yet- '  '  ' 

WaL        But  yet  ?  '  ^  ^ 

Wran,  But  still  the  Chancellor  thinks, 

It  might  yet  be  an  easier  thing^  from  nothing 
To  cidl  forth  sixty  thousand  men  of  battle, 
Than  to  persuade  one  sixtieth  part  of  them— 

W(d.  What  now  ?     Out  with  if,  friend  ? 

Wran.  To  break  their  oaths; 

Wal,  And  he  thinks  s©.'— ^He  judges  hke  a  Swede,  ' 
And  like  a  Protestant.     You  Lutherans 
Fight  for  your  Bible.     You  are  interested 
About  the  cause ;  and  with  your  Tteitrps  yon  fi)llow  . 
Your  banners. — Among  you,  whoe'er  deserts  \     ' 
To  the  enemy,  hath  broken  covenatrt 
With  two  Lords  at  one  time.     WeVe  no  such  fancies. 

Wran.  Great  God  in  Heaven  !     Have  then  the  people  here' 
No  house  and'hopie,  no  fireside,  no  altar  ? 

WaL  I  will  explain  that  to  you,  how  it  stands — 
Th«  Austrian  has  a  country,  ay,  and  loves  it. 
And  has  good  cause  to  love  it — ^but  this  army, 

VOL.  vn.  2B 
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That  calls  itself  tfa'  Imperial,  tiiia  that  housM 
Here  in  Bohemia,  this  has  none — ^no  countxy ;      >, 
This  18  an  outcast  ef  all  foreign  lands,  . 
Unclaimed  l^  town  or  tribe,  to  whom  belongs 
Nothing,  except  the  nniversal  son. 

Wran,  But  then  the  nobles  and  the  officers  ? 
Such  a  desertion,  such  a  felony, 
It  is  without  example,  my  Lord  Duke» 
In  the  world's  history. 

Wal.  They  are  all  mine — 

IJLine  unconditionally,  mine  on  all  terms. 
Not  me,  your  own  eyes  you  must  trust. 

[He  gives  Jmn  the  paper  containing  the  ioritten  oath. 
Wrangel  reads  it  through^  a7id  having  read  ii,  fojfJ 
U  on  the  table,  remaining  silent 

So  then? 
Now  comprehend  you  ?  , 

Wran,  .  Comprehend  who  can  ! 

My  Lord  Duke  ;  I  will  let  the  mask  drop — ^yes  ! 
I've  full  powers  for  a  final  settlement. 
The  Ehinegrave  stands  but  four  days*  march  from  here 
With  fifteen  thouss^d^men,  and  only  waits 
For  orders  to  proceed  and  join  your  army. 
Those  orders  I  give  out,  immediately 
We're  compromised. 

Wal,  What  asks  the  Chancellor? 

Wran.  (considerately.)  Twelv^  regiments,  every  man  a  Swtdft 
— ^my  head  / 

The  warranty — and  all  might  prove  at  last 
Only  false  play — ^ 

fVal.  (starting.)  Sir  Swede  I 

Wran.  (cqlmly  proceeding.)  Am  therefore  forced 
T*  insist  thereon,  that  he  do  formally, . 
Irrevocably  break  with  th*  Emperor, 
Else  not  a  Swede,  is  trusted  to  Duke  Friedland. 

Walt  Come,  brief  and  open !  what  is  the  demand  9 

Wran.  That  he  forthwith  disarm  the  Spanish  reg'ments 
Attached  to  th*  Emperor^  that  he  seiae  Prague,  ' 
And  to  the  Swedes  give  up  that  city,  with 
The  strong  pass  Ej?r«^.      .      ; 
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Wal,  fhat  is  niuch  indeed ! 

Prague  ! — Egra*s  granted— But — but  Prtigue  !—'Twon't  do. 
I  give  you  every  security 

Which  you  xnay  ask  of  me  in  common  reason-^  '       •  -'  . 
But  Prague^— Bohemia-^these,  Sir  General, 
I  can  myself  protect 

Wran.  We  doubt  it  not.        —        • 

But 'tiff  not  the  protection  that  is  how      '  r      .     .    . 

Our  8(de  concern.     We  want  security, 
That  we. shall  not  ex]>end'our  men  and  money 
All  to  no  purpose. 

Wal.  Tis  but  reasonable.  " 

Wran,  And  till  we  are  indemnified,  so  long 
Stays  Prague  in  pledge.  " 

Wal.  Then  trust  you  T»  so  Bttlo  ?  --  ^ 

Wran.  (rising.)  The  Swede,  if  he  would  tireat  well  ^ih.  the 
German,  * 

Must  keep  a  sharp  look-out.     We  have  been  called 
Over  the  Baltic,  we  have  saved  the  empire 
From  ruin — :with  our  best  blood  have  we  sealed 
The  liberty  of  faith,  and  gospel  truth. 
But  now  already  is  the  benefaction  " 

No  longer  felt,  the  load  alone  is  felt. 

Ye  look  askance  with  evil  eye  upon  us. 

As  foreigners,  intruders  in  the  empire,  "^ 

And  would  fain  send  us,  with  some  paltry  sum 

Of  money,  home  again  to  our  old  forests. 

No  no  I  my  Lord  Duke  !  no ! — ^it  never  was 

For  Judas'  pay,  for  chinking  gold  -and  silver,  . 

That  .we  did  leave  our  king  by  the  ^at  Stone.* 

No,  not  for  gold  and  silver  have  there  bled 

So  many  of  our  Swedish  nobles— neither 

Will  we,  with  empty  laurels  for  our  payment. 

Hoist  sail  ibr  our  country.     Citizens 

Will  We  remain  tipon  the  soil,  the  which 

Our  monarch  conquered  for  himself,  and  died. 

*  A  great  stone  neav  Ltttzen,  sinoe  called  the  Swede's  Stone,  the  body 
of  their  great  king  haying  been  iamd  at.  tb^  foot  oi  it»  after  tka  battle  in, 
which  he  lost  his  life. 
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Wal.  Help  to  keep  down  tbe  cpmmoA  en^my, 
And  the  fur  bolder  laud  ouist  ReecU  be  youn. 

Wran.  But  when  the  common  enemy  lies  vanquishedt    . 
Who  knits  together  our  new  friendship  then  ? 
We  know,  Duke  Friedland  !  ^though  perhaps  the  Swede 
Ought  not  t^have  known  it,  that  you  carry  on. 
Secret  negotiations  with  the  Saxona. 
Who  is  our  warranty,  that  t^e  are  not 
The  sacrifices  in  those  articles 
Which  'tis  thought  needfiil  to  conceal  from  us  ?     ^ 

WdL  (rises.)  Think  you  of  something  better,  Gustave  Wrangel  I 
Of  Prague  no  more. 

Wran.  Here  my  commission  ends. 

WdL  Surrender  up  to  you  my  capital  I 
Far  liever  would  I  hs^  aboi|t,  and  step 
Baek  to  my  Brnperor. 

Wran.     .  If  time  yet  permits 

Wal.  -That  lies  with  me,  even  now,,  at  any  hoiir, 

Wran.  Some  days  s^q,  perhaps.     To:day,  no  longer* 
No  longer  since  Sesina  is  a  prisoner. 

[  Wallenstein  i^  ^ruck,  find  silenced. 
My  Lord  Duke,  hear  me— -We  believe  that  you 
At  present  do  mean  honorably  by  us»  ^ 

Since  yesterdakf  we're  sure  of  that — :and  now 
This  paper  warrants  for  the  troops^  there's  nothing 
Stands  in  the  way  of  our  full  confidence. 
Prague  shall  not  part  us.     Hear ! '   The  Chancellor    . 
Contents  himself  with  Albstadt,  to  your  Grace 
He  |rives  up  Ratschin  and  the  narrow  side^ 
But  Egra  above  all  most  open  taus. 
Ere  we  can  think  of  any  junction*  . 

Wal.  Y(9i, 

You  therefore  must  I  trust,  and  you  not  me  ?^ 
1  will  consider  Df  your  proposition.  ^ 

Wran.  I  must  entreat,  that  your  consideratiQa 
Occupy  not  too  long  a  time.     Abeady 
Has  this  negotiaticm,  my  Lord  Duke  1 
Crept  on  into  the  second  year.    If  noting 
Is  settled  this  time,  will  the'CkanceUor 
Consider  it  as  broken  oflf  forever. 
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Wal.  Ye  press  me  hard.     A  meaMire'  soch  at  this, 

Oaght  to  be  thought  of. 
Wran,  Ay !  but  thmk  of  tliis  too, 

That  sodden  action  only  can  procurevit' 
Success-^think  first  of  this^  your  Highneios. 

[Exit  Wrattgd. 

Sc^NE  VI. — Wallemtein,  Tertsk^  andlih  {reenter), 

llio,  Is'taJl  right? 

Ter.  Are  you  compromised  ? 

Ilia,  ■       This  Swede 

"Went  smiling  from  yob.     Yes !  you're  compromised. 

WaJ.  As  yet  is  nothing  settled  :  and  (well  weighed) 
I  feel  myself  inclined  to  leave  it  so. 

Ter.  How  ?     What  is  that  ? 

Wal.  Come  on  me  what  will  come, 

The  doing  evil  to  avoid  an  evil  \       - . 

Can  not  be  good  ! 
.  Ter.  Nay,  but  bethink  you,  Duke  ? 

Wed.  To  live  upon  the  mercy  of  these  Swedes !   . 
Of  these  proiid-hearted  Swedes,  I  could  not  bear  iti 

lUo.  Goest  thou  as  fugitive,  as  mendicant  ? 
Bringest  thou  not  more  to  them  than  thou  receivest  ? 

Scene  VII. — To  these  enter  the  Countess  Tertsky 

Wed.  Who  sent  lor  you  ?    Theie  is  no  business  here 
For  women. 

Ccun,  I  am  oome  to  bid  you  joy. 

Wal.  Use  thy  anthority,  Tertsky,  bid  her  go. 

Ccun.  Come  I  perhaps  too  early  ?     I  hope  not. 

Wed.  Set  nfct  this  toopie  upon  me,  I  entreat  you. 
You  know  it  is  the  weapon  that  destv^  me. 
I  am  routed,  if  a  woman  but  attack  me. 
I  can  not  traffic  in  the  trade  of  word* 
With  that  unreasoning  s^c. 

Coun.  :  I  had  «lr«aidy 

Given  the  Bohemians  a  king. 

Wal.  (sarcastiicaUif.)        They  ha^e  one, 
In  consequence,  no  doubt. 
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TV.  The  Duke  will  not. 

Coun.  'He  unii  not  what  he  must  f 

lUo.  It  lies  with  yon  now.     Try.     For  I  am- silenced. 
When  folks  begin  to  talk  to  me  of  conscience. 
And  of  fidelity. 

Coun,  How!  then,  when  all 

Lay  in  ^e  far  off  distance,  when  the  road 
Stretched  out  before  thine  eyes  interminably,  , 

Then  hadst  thou  courage  and  resolve ;  and  now. 
Now  that  th^  dream  is  being  realized, 
The  purpose  ripe,  the  issue  ascertained, 
Dost  thou  begin  to  play  the  dastard  now  ? 
Planned  merely,  'tis  a  common  felony ; 
Accomplished,  an  immortal  undertaking : 
Aod  with  success.comes  pardon  hand  in  hand ; 
For  all  event  is  God's  arbitremeut. 

Servant,  (enters.)  The  Colonel  Piccolomini. 

Coun.  (h4Zstilf/^)  — ^Must  wait. 

Wal.  I  can  not  see  him  now.     Another  time. 

Ser.'  But  for  two  miniUes  he  entreats  an  audience. 
Of  the  most  urgent  nature  is  his  business. 

WaL  Who  knows  what  he  may  bring  us  ?     I  will  hear  him. 

Coifn.  {laughs.)  Urgent  for  him,  no  doubt ;  but  thou  mayest 
•  wait. 

WaL  What  is  it  ? 

Coun.  Thou  shalt  be  informed  hereafter. 

First  let  the  Swede  and  thee  be  compromised. 

[Eicit  Servant. 

Wal.  If  there  were  yet  a  chc^ce !  if  yet  some  milder 
Way  of  escape  wiere  possible — {  still 
Will  choose  it,  and  avoid  the  last  extreme^  * 

Coun.  Desir'st  thou  netyng  further  ?     Soeh  a  way 
Lies  still  before  thee.     Send  this  Wrangel  off« 
Forget  thou  thy  old  hopes,  calt^  far  away 
All  thy  past  life ;  determine  to  commence 
A  new  one.     Virtue  hath  her  heroes  too, 
As  well  as  fame  and  fortune. — To  yieniia-«H     * 
Hence— to  the  Emperero^kneel  before  the  throne;. 
Take  a  full  coffer  with  thee-HBay  aloud,     - 
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Thou  didst  but  wish  to  prove  thy  fealty ;    ' 

Thy  "whole  inteation  but  to  dupe  the  Swede.  '      .    >^ 

lllo.  For  that  too  'tis  too  late.    'They  know  tod  much. 
He  would  but  bear  his  own  head  to  the  block.         ' 
'    Coun.  I  feat  not  that.     They  have  not  evidence  -  ^ 

To  attaint  hipi  legally,  ai;id  they  avoid 
The  avowal  of  an  arbitrary  power. 
They'll  let  the  Duke  resign  withoufr  disturbance. 
I  see -how  all  will  end.     The  King  of  Hungary 
Makes  his  appearance,  and  'twill  of  itself    ^ 
Be  understood,  that  then  the  Duke  retires. 
There  will  not  want  a  formal  declaration. 
The  young  king  will  administer  the  oath ' 
To  the  whole  army ;  and  so  all  returns  '  - 

To  the  old  position.     On  some  morrow  morning 
The  Duke  departs  ;  and  now  'tis  stir  and  bustle        .     ^ 
"Within  his  castles.  ^  He  will  hunt,  and  build, 
Superintend  his  horses' pedigrees ;  •'   - 

Creates  himself  a  court,  gives  golden  keys,    ^ 
And  introdnceth  strictest  ceremony  .  » 

in  fine  proportions,  and  nice  etiquette ;    ' 
Keeps  open  table  with  high  cheer ;  in  brief^ 
Commehceth  mjghty  king — in  miniature. 
*^  And  while  he  prudently  demeans  himself^  • 
And  gives  himself  no  actual' importance, 
He  will  be  let  appear  whate'er  he  likes ;  ' 
And  who  dares  doubt,  that  Friedland  will  appear     ^ 
A  mighty  prince  to  his  last  dying  hourt 
Well  now,  what  then  ?  Duke  Friedland  is  as  others 
A  fire-new  noble,  whom  the  war  hath  raised 
To  price  and  currency,  a  Jonah's  gourd. 
An  over-night  creation  of  court-favor. 
Which  with  an  undlstinguishable  ease  " 
Makes  baron  or  makes  prince.   '  ' 

Wal.  {jin  extreme  agitation.)  Take  her  dwaj^.    ' 
Let  in  Jhe  young  Count  Piccolomini. 

Cown.  Art  thou  in  earnest  ?     I  entreat  thee  I     Cfthst  thou 
Consent  to  bear  thyself  td  thy  own  grave,  - 

So  ignominiously  to  be  dried  up  ?  ' 

Thy  life,  that  arrogated  such  a  height 
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To  end  in  such  a  nothing !     To  h&  nothing, 
When  one  waer  always  uothifig,  is  an  evil 
That  asks  no  stretch  of  patience,  a  light  evil^ 
But  to  become  a  nothing,  having  been ^^ 

WdL  (stckfts  up  in  violent  agitation.)  3bow  me  a  way  out  of 
this  stilling  crowd,   .  .  ^ 

Ye  powers  of  aidance  I     Show  me  such  a  way 
As  /  am  capable  of  going .;^I 
Am  no  tongue-hero,  no  fine  virtue-prattler  ; 
I  can  not  warm  by  thinking;  can  noC.&ay    . 
To  the  good  luqk  that  turns  her  back  upon  ipe, 
Magnanimously  :  ''Go  ;  I  need  thee  not.'! 
Cease  I  to  work,  I  am'  annihilated. 
Dangers  nor  sacrifices  will  1  shun,. 
If  so  I  may  avoid  the  last  extreme ;     . 
But  ere  I  sink  down  into  nothingness, 
Leaire  off  so  little,  who.  began  so  great. 
Ere  that  the  world  confuses, me  with  ^hose      *. 
Poor  wretches,  whom  a  day  creates  aud  crumbles, 
This  age  and  ailer-ages  speak  ^ly  iia^e 
With  hate  and  dread ;  and  F/iedland  be  redemption 
For  each  accursed  deed  ! 

Coun.  What  is^ there,  here,  then. 

So  agaiiist  nature  ?     Help,  me  to  perceive  it ! 
0  let  not  superstition's  nightly  goblins 
Subdue  tby  clear  bright  spirit  I     Art  thou  bid 
To  murder  ? — with  abhorred  accursed  poignard. 
To  violate  the  breastK  that  nourished  thee  ? 
That  were  against  our  nature,  that  might  aptly 
Make  thy  flesk  shudder,  and  thy  whole  jieart  sickflii ;— r- 
Yet  not  a  few,  and  for  a  meaner  object, ' 
Have  ventured  even  this,  ay,  and  performed  it. 
What  is  there  in  thy  case  so  black  aud  monstrous  ? 
Thou  art  accused  of  treason — -whether  with. 
Or  vidthout  justice  is  not  now  the  question— 
Thou  art  lost  if  thou  dost  not  avail  thee  quickly 
Of  the  power  which  thou  posseSsest— Friedlaud  J ,  t>uke  ' 
Tell  me,  where  lives  that  thing  so  meek  and  tame, 
That  doth  not  all  his  living  faculties 
Put  forth  in  preservatioui  of  his  life  ? 
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What  deed  so  daring,  which  taecemtj 
And  desperation  will  not  saoctify^  ? 

Wal.  Once  was  this  Ferdinand  to  graciouB  to  me  :    . 
He  loved  me ;  he  esteemed  me  ;  I  was  |laced 
The  nearest  to  his  heart.     Full  many  a  time 
We  like  familiar  friends,,  both  at  one  table;.       .  ,  ,  » 

Have  banquetted  together.     He  and  I — ^ 
And  the  young  kings  themselves  held  me  the  basin 
Wherewith  to  wash  me— and  is't  come  to  this  ? 

Coun.  So  faithfully  preserv'st  thou  each  small  favor^ 
And  hast  no  memory  fi>r  contumelies.? 
Must  I  remind  thee,  how  at  R^genspuig 
This  man  repaid  thy  faithful  services  %     . 
All  ranks  and  all  conditions  in  the  empire 
Thou  hadst  wronged,  to  make  him  gre]ttc-~^adst  loaded  onthe^ 
On  thee,  the  hate,  the  curse,  of  the  whole  world. 
No  friend  existed  for  thee,  in  all  Cr6rmany ; 
And  why  ?  because  then  hadst  existed  only 
For  the  Emperor.     To  the  E/aoiperpr  alone  •     .     . 

Clung  Friedland  in  that  stprol  whi^b^gathered  round  }iim 
At  Regenspurg  in  the  Diet — and  hd  dropped;  th^, ! 
He  let  thee  fall  i     He  let  thee  falj  a  victim       . 
To  the  Bavarian,  to  that  insoleatl. 
Deposed^  stript  bare  of  aU  thy  dignity    , 
And  power,  amid  the  taunting  of  thy  ^ses. 
Thou  wert  let  drop  into  obscurity.— 
Say  not,  the  restoration  of  tby  honor 
Hath  made  atonement  for,  that  fi^t  injustice^ 
No  honest  good-will  was  it  that  replaced  thee» 
The  law  of  hard  necessity  replaced  th^e, 
Which  they  had  fain  opposed,  but  that  they,  could  not. 

Wal.  Not  for  their  giopd,  wishes,  that  is  certain, .  . 

Nor  yet  to  his  affection  Tm  indebted  . 

For  this  high  office  ;  a^d  if  I  iibuse  it, 
I  shall  therein  abuse  no  oonJ^dence.     .         ;  ^      .   ^ 

Coun.  Afectionl  confid«acel--They««^erfthee.         .      , 
Necessity,  impetuous  remonstiant ! 
Who  not  with  empty  names,  or  shows  of  prosy^ 
Is  served,  who*ll  have  the  thing  and  not  the  symbol^ 
Bvex  seeks  out  t)ie  gvei^test  and  the  b^t,. 

2  b* 
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And  at  the  rudder  places  htm,  e'ea  thougk 
She  had  been  forced  to  take  him  from  the  xabUe^*- 
She,  this  necessity,  it  was  that  phiced  thee 
In  this  high  office,  it  was  she  that  gave  thee 
-^Thy  letters  patent  of  inauguration. 
For,  to  the  uttermost  moment  that  they  can. 
This  race  still  help  themselves  at  cheapest  rate 
With  slavish  souls,  with  puppets  !  At  the  appioaGh 
Of  extreme  peril,  when  a  hollow  image 
Is  found  a  hollow  image  and  no  more, 
Then  falls  the  power  into  the  mighty  hands 
Of  nature,  of  the  spirit  giant-bom. 
Who  listens  only  to  himself,  knows  nothing 
Of  stipulations,  duties,  reverences, 
And,  like  the  emancipated  force  o(  €re, 
Unmastered  scorches,  erent  reaches  them. 
Their  fine-spun  webs,  their  artificial  policy. 

Wed.  'Tis  true !.  they  saw  me  always  as  I  am—-  . 
Always !  I  did  not  cheat  them  in  the  bargain. 
I  never  held  it  worth  my  pains  to  hide 
The  bold  all-grasping  habit  of  my  soul. 

Coun.  Nay  rather-^thou  feast  ever  «hown  thysdlf  . 
A  formidable  man,  without  restraint ; 
Hast  exercised  the  full  prerogatives 
Of  thy  impetuous  nature,  which  had  been 
Onoe  granted  to  thee.     Therefore,  Duke,  not  thsu. 
Who  hast  still  remained  consistent  with  thyself, 
But  they  are  in  the  m^reng,  who  fearing  thee, 
Intrusted  such  a  powet  in' hands  they  feared. 
For,  by  the  laws  of  spirit,  in  the  right  . 
Is  every  individual  character   /  - 

That  acts  in  strict  consistence  with  itself. 
Self-contrfidiction  is  the  only  wrong. 
Wert  thou  another  being,  then,  when  thou 
Eight  yean  ago  pursuedst  thy  march  With  fire 
And  sword,  and  desolation^  through  the  Circlei 
Of  Germany,  the  universal  scourge 
Didst  mock  all  ordmanees  of  the  etnptiBj 
The  fearful  rights  of  strength  alone  exertedst, 
Trampledst  to  earth  each  rank,  each  iiiagi«tlMy» 
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AIT  to  extend  thy  Sultan*fe  domination? 

Then  was  the  time  to  break  thee  in,  to  curb 

Thy  haughty  will,  to  teach  thee  ordinance.         . 

But  no  !  the  Emperor  felt  no  touch  of  conscience  ; 

What  served  him  pleased  him,  and  without  a  murnmr 

He  stamped  his  broad  seal  on  these  lawless  deeds. 

What  at  that  time  was  right,  because  thou  didst  it 

For  him,  to-day  is  all  at  once  become  ^  ^     <  , 

Opprobrious,  foul,  because  it  is  directed    ^  ' 

Against  him, — 0  most  flimsy  superstition  !  '     - 

Wal,  {rising.)  I  never  saw  it  in  this  light  before.  /.  . 

'Tis  even  so.     Thp  Emperor  perpetrated 

Deeds  through  my  arm',  deeds  most  nnorderly.  ^  ~  * 

And  even  this  prince's  mantle,  whiclj  I  wear,  '    ^    -. 

I  owe  to  what  were  services  to  him, 
But  most  ftigh  misdemeanors  'gainst  the  empire. 

Coun,  Then  betwixt  thee  and  him  (confess  it,  Friedland!) 
d[?he  point  can  be  no  more  of  right  and  duty,       " 
Only  of  power  and  opportunity. 
That  opportunity,  lo !  it  comes  yonder,  -  < 

Approaching  with  swift  steeds  ;  then  with  a  swing 
Throw  thyself  up  into  the  chariot  seat, 
Seize  with  firm  hand  the  reins,  ere  thy  opponent 
Anticipate  thee,  and  himself  make  conquest 
Of  the  now  empty  seat.     The  moment  comes — 
It  is  already  here,  when  thou  must  write 
The  absolute  total  of  thy  life's  vast  sum. 
The  constellations  stand  victorious  o'er  thee. 
The  planets  shoot  good  fortune  in  fair  junctions, 
And  tell  thee,  "  NoVs  the  time  r*     The  starry  courses 
Hast  thou  thy  liie-bng  measured  to  no  purpose  ? 
The  quadrant  and  the  circle  were  they  playthings  ?  - 

[Pointing  to  the  different  obfects  i?£  the  room.  ' 
The  zodiacs,  the  rolling  orbs  of  heaven. 
Hast  pictured  on  these  walls,  and  all  around  thee 
In  dumby  foreboding  symbols  hast  thou  placed 
These  seven  presiding  Lords  of  Destiny — 
For  toys  ?     Is  all  this  preparation  nothing  ? 
Is  there  no  marrow  in  this  hollow  art. 
That  even  to  thyself  it  doth  avail 
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Nothing,  and  hss  no  influence  over  thee 

In  the  great  moment  of.  decision  ? 

Wal.  (during  this  last  speech  walks  up  and  down  toiih  in- 
board struggles,  laboring  with  passions  ;  stops  suddenly,  wunds 
Uill,  then  interrupting  tJie  Countess.) 
Send  Wrangel  to  me — I  will  instantly 

Despatch  three  couriers 

lUo,  '{hurrying  out.)     God  in  heaven  be  praised  ! 
Wal.  It  is  his  evil  genius  and  mine. 
Our  evil  genius  !     It  chastises  him 
Through  me,  the  instrument  of  his  ambition ; 
And  I  expect  no  less,  than  that  Revenge 
£*en  now  b  whetting  for  my  breast  the  poignard;  ' 

Who  sows  the  serpent's  teeth,  let  him  not  hope 
To  reap  a  joyous  harvest.     Every  crime 
Has,  in  the  moment  of  its  perpetration,  ., 

Its  •wn  avenging  angel— dark  Misgiving, 
An  ominous  Sinking  at  the  inmost  heart. 
He  can  no  longer  trust  me — Then  no  longer 
Can  I  retreat — ^so  come  that  which  must  come- 
Still  destiny  preserves  its  due  relations, 
The  heart  within  us  is  its  absolute 
Yioegerent.  [To  Tertsky, 

Go,  conduct  you  Gustave  "Wrangel 
To  my  state-cabinet. — Myself  will  speak  to 
The  couriers. — And  despatch  immediately 
A  servant  for  Octavio  Piccolomini. 

\To  the  Countess,  wlw  can  not  conceal  her  triumph. 
No  exultation ! — woman,  triumph  not  I 
For  jealous  ar^  the, Powers  of  Destiny. 
Joy  premature,  and  shouts  ere  victory,  '  . 

Encroach  upon  their  rights  and  privileges. 
We  sow  the  seed,  and  they  the  growth  determine. 

^  [  While  he  is  making  his  exit  the  curtain  drops. 
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ACT  V.  .     ; 

Scene  I.- — As  in  t?Le  preceding  Act 

Wallenstein,  Octavio  Piccolornini: 

Wal.  (coming  forward  in  conversation.)  H«  Bends  me  word 
ftojn  Linz,  that  be  lies  sick  ; 
But  I  have  sure  intelligence,  that  he 
Secretes  himself  at  Frauenberg  with  Galas. 
Secure  them  both,  and  send  them  to  me  hither. 
Remember,'  thou  tak'st  oh  thee  the  command  . 
Of  those  same  Spanish  regimients,— constantly 
Make  preparation,  and  be  never  ready  ; 
And  if  they  urge  thee  to  draw  out  against  me,     > 
Still  answer  yes,  and  stand  as  thou  wert  fettered. 
I  know,  that  it  is  doing  thee  a  service 
To  Ji^eep  thee  out  of  action  in  this  business. 
Thou  lov'st  to  linger  on  in  fair  appearances  ;  \,.     .  '. 

Steps  of  extremity  are  not  thy  province, 
Therefore  have  I  sought  out  this  part  foir  thee. 
Thou  wilt  this  time  be  of  most  service  to  me 
By  thy  inertness.     The  mean  time,  if  fortune 
Declare  itself  oil  my  side,  thou  wilt  know 
What  is  to  do.  . 

Enter  Max.  Piccolornini, 
Now  go,  Octavio. 
This  night  must  thou  be  off,  take  my  Qwn  horses  : 
Him  here  I  keep  with  me — ^make  short  fare  well-— 
Trust  me,  I  think  we  all  shall  meet  again 
In  joy  and  thriving  fortunes. 

Oct.  (to  his  son.)  f  shall  aee  you 

Yet  ere  I  go. 

9cENE  II. — Wallenstein,  Max.  Piccolornini. 

Max.  (advances  to  him.)  My  General  t 
Wal.  ThataaiI.tiola^g<^«  if 

Thou  styVst  thyself  the  Emperor'ef  oAcw;  . 

Max.  Then  thou  wilt  leave  the  airmy,  Genera}  ? 
Wal.  1  have  renounced  tfaa^iMrvioa  of  tha  Snipwrot. 
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Max,  And  ihmi  wilt  leaye  the  army? 

Wal,  Rather  hope  I 

To  biad  it  nearer  still  and  fa«ter  to  me.        [He  seats  himself, 
Ye«,  Max.,  I  have  delayed  to  open  it  to  thee, 
Even  till  the  hour  of  acting  *giDi  to  strike. 
Youth*B  fortunate  feeling  doth  seize  easily 
The  absolute  right,  yea,  and  a  joy  it  is 
To  exercise  the  single  apprehension 
Where^the  sums  square  in  proof; 
But  where  it  happens,  that  of  two  sure  evils- 
One  mnst  be  taken,  where  the  heart  ,not  wholly 
Brings  itself  back  from  out  the  strife  of  duties, 
There  'tis  a  blessing  to  have  no  election. 
And  blank  necessity  is  grace  and  favor. 
— *>Thi8  is  now  present :  do  not  look  behind  thee, — 
It  can  no  more  avail  thee.     Look  thou  forwards ; 
Think  not!  judge  not !  prepare  thyself  to  act! 
The  Court— 4t  hath  determined  on  my  ruin,  * 

Therelbre  I  wiQ  to  be  beforehand  with  them. 
We'll  join  the  Swedes — aright  gallant  fellows  are  they, 
And  our  good  friends. 

[He  stops  himsdf  expecting  Piccolomim*s  answer, 
I  have  ta'en  thee  by  surprise.     Answer  me  not. 
I  grant  thee  time  to  recollect  thyself. 

[He  rise$i  and  retires  at  the  back  of  the  stage.  Max,  re- 
mains  for  a  long  time  motionless,  in  A  trance  of  excessive 
anguish.  At  hh  first  motion  Wallenstein  returns,  and 
places  himself  b^ore  him. 

Max.  My  General,  this  day  thou  makest  me 
Of  age  to  speak  in  my  own  right  and  person; 
For  till  this  day  I  have  been  spai:ed  the  trouble 
To  find,  out  my  own  road.    Thee  have  I  followed 
With  most  implicit  unconditional  faith, 
Sure  of  the  right  path  if  I  followed  thee. 
To-day,  for  the  first  time,  dost  thou  refer 
Me  to  myself,  ^and  forcest  me  to  make 
Election  between 'thee  and  my  own  heart. 

Wal.  Sofl  cradled  thee  thy  Fortune  till  to-day ; 
Thy  duties  thou  bouidstexjeicise  in  sport, 
Indulge  all  lovely  instiact^  not  finev^ 
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With  undivided  henrt.     It  can  remain    '   '        -•     ' 

JS^o  longer  thus.     Like  enemies,  the  roads '   -  -      . 

Start  from  each  other.     Dutied  strive  with  duties. 

Thou  must  needs  choose  tfcy  patty  in  the  ^Wbx  ' 

Which  is  now  kindKng  'twixt  thy  friend  and  him  '  ♦  • 

Who  is  thy  Emperor. 

Max.  •    Wtfr !  is  tjiat  the  name  ? 

War  is  as  frightful  as  heaveft*s  pestilence.  ^ 
Yet  it  is  good,  is  it  hea veto's  will  as  that  isi 
Is  that  a  good  war,  which  ftj^ainst  the  Emperor  ^ 
Thou  wage^  with  the  Emperor's  own  army  ?     . 
O.  Grod  of  heaven !  what  a  change  is  this. 
Beseems  it  me  to  ofier  such  persuasion.  -  , 

To  t^hee,  who  like  th^  fixt  star  of  the  pole-^ .        . 
Wert  all  I  gazed  at  on  life's  trackless  ocean  ? 
O  I  what  a  rent  thou  makest  in  my  heart ! 
The  ingrained  instinct  of  old  reverence',  • 
The  holy  habit  of  obediency,      *     ^  *    .  - 

Must  I  pluck  live  asunder  from  l^y  name? 
Nay,  do  iiot  turn  thy  countenance  upon  m^—  - 

It  always  was  as  a  god  looking  at  me;! 
Duke  Wallenstein,  its  power  }»  not  departed : 
The  senses  still  are  in  thy  bonds,  although, 
Bleeding,  the  soul  hath  freed  itself. 

Wal,  Max;,  hear  me. 

Max.  0 !  do  it  not,  I  pray  thfce,  do  it  not  1  .      ^ 

Therfe  is  a  pure  and  noble  souft  within  thee^ 
Knows  not  of  this  unblest,  unlucky  doing. 
Thy  will  is  chaste,  it  is  thy  fancy  only 
Which  hath  polluted  thee— 4uid  innocefiee, 
*It  will  not  let  itself  be  driven  away      v     > 
From  that  world-awin^  aspect.    Thou  wilt.not»         •    -     . 
Thou  canst  not,  end  in  thui.     It  would  redooe    r,. .  [ 
All  human  creatures  to  disloyalty  •' 

Against  the  nobleness  of  thdr  own  aiaiiire. 
Twill  justify  the  vulgar  mi»belief,       !.       -  x.        / 

Which  holdeth  nothing  ttoliie  in  fr6e  wiB,  »       , ;   .  i 

And  trusts  itself  to  impotence  alone  -     :  J 

Made  powerful  only  in  an  unimowiji  powier;  ^ 

Wal,  The  woorld  wiUjudfemeHitttrttiyi,  I«X]M»tit.    .   : 
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Already  Have  I  a^id  to  my  own;  self 
All  thou  canst  say  to  me.     Who  but  avoids    . 
Th'  extreme, — eaa  he  by  going  rouflid  avoid  it  ? 
But  here  there  is  no  ohoioe.     Yea — I  mat  use 
Or  snQe)p  violenQeH-«o  Btands  the  case* 
There  remains  nothing  possible  but  that. 

Max,  0  that  is  never  possible  for  thee  !, 
'Tis  theiast  desperate  rasonroe  of  those 
Cheap  souls,  to  whom  their  honor^  their  good  name 
Is  their  poor  saving,  their  last  worthlen  Keep, , 
Which  having  staked  and  loat,  they  stake  themaelvea 
In  the  mad  rage  of  gaming.     Thou  art  rich, 
And  glorious ;  with  an  unpoUnted  heart 
Thou  canst  mako  conquest  of.  whatever  seems  highest ; 
But  he»  who  once  hath  acted  infamy, 
Does  nothing  more  in  this  world.    .  ' 

Wal.  {grasps  his  hand.)  Calmly,. ]!(ax. ! 

Much  that  is  great  and  excellent  will  we 
Perform  together  yet.     And  if  we  only 
Stand  on  the  height  with  dignity,  !tis  soon 
Forgotten,  Max.,  by  what  road  we  ascended.   , 
Believe  me,  many  a  ciown  slnnea  spotless  now, 
That  yet  was  deeply  sullied  in  the  winniAgc 
To  the  evil  spirit  doth  the  ear&^faelong,  ~ 
iNot  to  the  good.    All,  that  the  powers  divine 
Send  from  above,  arevaniveMal  blessings^ 
Their  light  r^oices  us^  their  air  refreshes, 
But  never  yet  was  man^  enrich^  by  thm.r 
In  their  eternal  realm  no  property    *      ^  - 
Is  to  be  struggled  for~r«ll  these  is.  general.      . 
The  jewel,  the  all-valued  gold  we  wib 
From  the  deceiving  Foweza,  depraved  in  natni^e, 
That  dwell  beneath' the  day.  and' blessed  snnl^ht ; 
Not  without  sacrifices  are  they  rendered 
Propitious,  and  there  lives  no  soul  en  tovth 
That  e'er  retired  unsullied  from  their,  aervice. 

Max,  Whatever  is  hmnan^  to  the  hufoaoi  being 
Do  I  allow-^and  to  the  vehement  "^         ^ 

And  striving  spirit  readily  i  f  at^a 
Th«  excess  of  aetion;  tello  ihae,  my  Qeoandl 
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Abore  all  others  make.  L  largtf  ooueesMon. 

For  thou  must  move  a  world;  and  be  the  matter —    . 

He  kills  thee,  who  coudemus  thee  to  inaciion. 

So  be  it  then!  maiutaw  thee  ta  thy  post  /        * 

By  violence.  ^    Rbsist  the  Emperor,  ^         ^ 

And  if  it  must  be,  force  with  ferc^  repel  r  . 

I  will  not  praise  it,  yet  I  can  fergive  it.  ' 

But  not — ^not  to  the  t/wilor— yes !— ^the  word 

Is  apoken  olit — •—  -  -  .  .         ^ 

l^Tot  to  the  traitor  canl  yield  a  pardon.  ^  ' 

That  is  no  mere  excetis  !  that  ^s  no  error 

Of  human  nature — tha^t  is^  wholly  difierent ; 

O  that  is  black,  black  as  tho  pjt  of  IksII  !  , 

[  Wallenstein  betrays  a  sudden  agitation 
Thou  canst  not  hear  it  named,  and  wilt  thou  do  it  I 

0  turn  back  to  thy  duty.     T(iat  thou  ca^ost, 

1  hold  it. certain.  Send  me  to  Vienna.  '  ^  - 
ril  naake  thy  peace  (or  thee  with  th'  Emperor. 
He  knows  thee  not.  But  I  do  know  thee.  He 
Shall  see  thee,  Duke  !  with  ray  unclouded  eye, 
And  I  bring  back  hi^  confidence  to  thee.      .      ' 

WaL  It  is  too  late.     Thou  kiiow'st  not'  what  has  happened. 

Max.  Werp  it  too  lale<  and  were,  things  gone  so  far, 
That  a  crime  only  could  prevent  thy  fall, 
Then — fall  I  fall  honorably,  even  as  thou  stood'st, 
Lose  the  command.     Gro  trom  the  stage  o£war. 
Thou  canst  with  splendor  do  it— do  it  too 
With  innocence.     Thou  hkst  lived  much  for  others, 
At  length  lite  thou  lor  thy  own  self.     I  follow  thee. 
My  destiny  I  never  part  from  thine. 

Wal.  It  is  too  late  !     Even  now,  while  thou  art  losing 
Thy  words,  one  after  the  other  are  the  mile-stoned 
Lcil  fast,  behind  by  tny  post  couriers, 
Who,  bear  the  order  on  to  Prague  and  Egra. 

[Max.  standa  at  convtUsed,  taith  a  gesture  and  counte- 
nance expressing  the  most  intense  anguHk 
•Yield  thyself  to  it.     We  act  as  w^are  forced.  J 

/  can  not  give  ass^it  to  my  own  shame  ' 

And  ruin.     Thou^-*no — thou  caiist  not  forsake  me  I 
So  let  U8  do,  what  must  be  done,  with  dignity, 
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With  a  firm  ftep.     What  am  I  doiag  worse 

Than  did  famed  Ciesar  at  the  Kubioon, 

When  he  the  legions  led  against  his  country. 

The  which  his  country  had  delivered  to  him  ? 

Had  he  thrown  down  the  sword,  he  had  been  lost, 

As  I  were,  if  I  but  disarmed  myself 

I  trace  out  something  in  me  of  his  spirit. 

Give  me  his  luck,  that  other  thing  I'll  bear..   ..     . 

[Max,  quits  him  abruptly.     Wallenstein,  startled  and 

overpotvered,  amiinues  looking  after  him,  and-is  still 

in  this  posture  taken  Tertsky  enters. 

Scene  llL-^WcdleTtstetn,  Tertsky. 

Ter.  Max.  Ficcolomini  just  left  you  ^      ■    ■    ^    . 

Wal.  .  Where  kWrangel? 

Ter.  He  is  already  gone. 

Wal.  In  such  a  hurry  ? 

Ter.  It  is  as  if  the  earth  h^d  swallowed  him. . 
He  had  scarce  left  thaei  when  I  went  to  seek  him. 
I  wished  some  words  with  kim-^—but  he  W4is  gone. 
How,  when^  and  where,  coi^ld  no  one  tell  me.     Nay . 
I  half  believe,  it  was  the  devil  himself; 
A  human  creature  could  not  sa  at  once 
Have  vanished. 

nio.  {enters.J  Is  it  true  t^at  thpu  wilt  aend 
Octavio  ? 

Ter.  How,  Octavio  I  Whither  send  him  I 

Wal.  He  goes  to  Frauenberg,  and  will  lead  hither 
The  Spanish  and  Italian  regiments. 

lllo.  No! 

Nay,  Heaven  forbid  i 
.  Wal.    .  And  why  should  Heaven  forbid  ? 

Mlo.  Him ! — that  deceiver !     WouLd'st  thou  trust  to  him 
The  soldiery  ?     Him  wilt  thou  let  slip  from  thee» 
Now,  in  the  very  instant  that  decides  us,    ■ 

Ter.  Thou  wilt  not  do  this.! — No  !  I  pray  thee,  no  !  . 

Wal.  Ye  are  whimsicaL 

lUo.  0  but  for  this  time,  Duke^ 

Yield  to  our  warning !     Let  him  not  depart. 
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W{d.  And  why  shoiMJ  nat-tmst  him  only  thiatiioQ^ 
Who  have  always  trusted  htm  1    What^  tkoHi  haa  l|app«ii«d, 
That  I  should  lose  my  good  opiuiea  «f' ium  ?\  . 

In  complaif*ance  to  your -whims,  not  my,  own,   , 
I  must,  forsooth,  give  i|p. a  looted  judgment.    ~ 
Think  not  I  am  a  woman.     Haviuf  ^ustod.Um     * 
E'en  till  to-day,  to-day  too  will  I  trust  hifiOu 

Ten  Must  it  be  he — he  only  I-    S^nd  anothex.    r  .      .    ,    . 

Wal.  It  must  be  he,  whom.l  myself  have  chosea; 
He  is  well-fitted  for  the  btunneML     Therefore 
I  gave  it  him.  .* 

Illo.  Because  he's  an  Italian — 

Therefore  is  he  weii  fittiafd  for  .the  basiness. 

Wal.  I  know  you  love  them  i^t — nor  sire  nor  soui— 
Because  that  I  esteem  them,  love  them — visibly  .^ 

Esteem  them,  love  them  more  Chan  you  and:other8. 
E'en  as  they  merit.     Therefore  are  they  eye-blighttf, 
Thorns  in  your  foot-path.     But  your  jealo^o9» 
In  what  afiectthey-me  or  my  conoems? 

Are  they  the  worse  to 9n«l)ecause  you  hate  tkem  ?  .  .. 

Love  or  hate  one  another  as  yoju  will, 

I  leaye  to. each  man  his. own  moods  and  likings  ;,     .^     ,  . 

Yet  know  the  w^rtH^-of  each,  of  you  to  me.  . 

lU<f.  Yon  Q^uesteuberg,  whilQ  he  was  here,  wad  alwskys  . 
Lurking  about  with  this  Oetavio.     - 

Wal.  It  happened  with  iny  knowledge  and  permiisico. 

Illo.  I  know  that^eeret  messengers  came  to  hiin 
From  Galas - 

Wal.  That's  not  true. 

Illo:  0  thou  art  Wind 

With  thy  deep-seeing  eyes.  ^,  ,   > 

Wal.  Thou  wilt  not  ahake        ,  ; 

3iiy  faith  for  me — my  faith,  which  founds  itself  .    ^ 

On  the  profoundest  aoieiiod.     if  'tis  false,  ^    . 

Then  the  whole  science  of  the  stars  is  fi&lse. 
For  know,  I  have  u  }dcdge  fvom  fate  itsell^ 
That  he  is  the  most  faxthful  of  my  friends.  ^ 

Illo.  Hast  thou  a  pledge,  that  this  pledge  is  not  fals9  J 

Wal.  There  exist  momenta  in- the  lile' of  main       - 
When  he  is  nearer  the  graftt  Spul  of  tfad.iltQrU^.' .         ,   ,   .     . 
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Than  is  man's  ^stom,  and  poss^ne*  freely 

The  power  of  questioning  his  desldny : 

And  such  a  moment  *t was,  i^hen  in  the  nig^ 

Before  the  action  in  the  plains  of  Liitaen,  - 

Leaning  against  a  tree,  thought*  carowding  thoughts^ 

I  looked  out  far  upon  the  ominous  plain.     '       > 

My  whole  life,  paftt  and  fntuire,  in  this  moment 

Before  my  mind V  eye  glided  in  procession, 

And  to  the  destiny  of  the  next  morning 

The  spirit,  filled  with  anxtbus  presentikaent. 

Did  knit  the  most  removed  futurity. 

Then  said  I  also  to  myself,  ^  So  many 

Dost  thou  command.     They  follow  all  thy  stars      - 

And  as  on  some  great  number  set  their  All 

Upon  thy  single  head,  and  only  man 

The  vessel  of  thy  fortnne.     Yet  a  day  ^ 

Will  come,  when  destiny  shall. once  more  scatter 

AU  these  in  many  a  several  diredtidn  i 

Few  be  they  who  will  stand  out  faithful  to  thee."     , 

I  yearned  to  know  which  one  was  faithfollest 

Of  all,  this  camp  included.     Groat  Destiny, 

Give  me  a  sign !.    And  he  «hall  be  the  man, 

Who,  on  the  approaching  morning,  comes  the  firi^t 

To  meet  me  widi  a  token  o£  his'  love : 

And  thinking  this,  I  fell  into  a  slumber. 

Then  midmost  in  the  battle  wa*  I  led 

In  spirit.    Great  the  pressure  and  the  tnmultl 

Then  was  my  horse  killed  under  me  :  I  sank ;     ' 

And  over  me  away  all  unconcernedly, 

Drove  horse  and  rider — and  thus  trod  to  pieces 

I  lay,  and  panted  like  a.  dying  man. 

Then  seized  me  suddenly  a  savior  amt'; 

It  waB  Octavio's — I  aWdte  at  once,  ' 

Twas  broad  day,  and  Octavio  %tooi  before  me. 

"  My  brother,"  said  he,  **  do  not  ride  to-day    , 

The  dapple,  as  you're  wont ;  but  mount  the  hone 

Which  I  have  chosen  for  thee.     Do  it,  l>n>ther  I 

In  love  to  me.     A  strong  dream  warned  me  so.*' 

It  was  the  swiftness  of:  this  horse  that  soatehed  me 

From  the  hot  pursuit -of  Bamiier'i  dragoG^^. 
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My  cousin  rode  the  dajpple  on  -tbat  day* 
And  never  more  saw  I  or  hjiNrse  or  rider. , 

lUo,  That  \ra«  a  ohanee. 

Wal.  (significandy.)  There's  no  svieh  tJvng  ai  ^hanea. 
In  brief,  *tis  tignied  and. 8Mded> that  this  Octavio 
Is  my  good  angel^r«Dd  now  no  iHford  mpre..     [«£&??> raring,) 

Ter,  This  is  my  comfort-^Max.  remans  our. hostagOK 

lUo,  And  he  slutll  nemDr  stir  iron»  here  ahvo. 

Wal.  {stops  and  turt^i  Aim^roMMd;)'  Are  ye  not  like  the 
women,  who  foiSDTer  ,  ^  - 

Only  recur  to  their  fint  woid,  althcHigii  ,  .   -*     ^ 

One  had  been  talking  reason  hy.ihe  h^m  ?.      ^    .       . .         ,  . 
Kno^,  that  the  human  lying's  thoughts  and  deeds 
Are  not,  like  ooeaa.biUo«w,  Uindly  moycML 
The  inner  world,  his  mioroco^muSi  i».  ~  ^ 
The  deep  shaft,  ottt  of  whioh,  they  spring  eternally^ 
They  grow  by  certain  laws,  like  the  tree.*s  firuitrr- 
No  juggling  chance  can  metamorphose  them. 
Have  I  the  human  kernel  SUst  exaioined  ? 
Then  I  know,  too,  the  future^  will  and  action. 

ScfiNE  rV. — A  Chamber  in  Piccolontini's  DweUing-house. 
Octavio  Piccdominit  I^lani  [enteringy 

Iso,  Here  am  I-^Well  I  who  comes  yet  of  the  others  ? 

Oct.  {with  an  air  of  mystery.)  But,  first»  a  word,  with  you. 
Count  IsolanL  "...  .    "^ 

Iso.  {vnth  the  same  air  of  mystery.)  Will  it  explode,  ha  ?-^ 
Is  the  Duke  about.  ,       \ 

To  make  th'  attempt  f    In  me,  friend,  you^may  place 
Full  confidence. — ^Nay,  put  me  to  the  proiof.  ,.  ,       . 

Oct.  That  may  happen.  .  ^ 

Iso.  Noble  brother,  I  am 

Not  one  of  those  men  who  in  words  are  valiant. 
And  when  it  odmes  to  action  skulk  away.*' 
The  Duke  has  acted  towards  me  at  a  fiaend.  .  ,       • 

God  knows  ft  iaso  ;. and  I  owe  him  all^ u 

He  may  rely  on  my  fidelity.  m 


Oct.  That  wiUliateen  haseaftev. 

Iso.  :,'■.    B^on  jFpnrjuaid, 
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All  think  not  as  I  think ;  and  there  are  naay  -- 
Who  still  hold  with  the  Conrt^-yefr^and  they  aay      • 
That  thoee  storn  signatures  bind  them  to  nothing. 

Oct.  I  am  rejoiced  .to  hear  it.  ^ 

Jbo.  V   Yon  z«9oiee4 

Oet,  That  the  Smperor  ha6  yet  sitoh  gaUant  semmta,.  , 
And  loying  friends. 

Jso.  Nay;  jeer  not,  I  estrest  yon,    :   .    - 

They  are  no  snoh  i^ortfalew  fellows^  I  assnie  yon. 

Oct.  I  am  aasured  already.    J^rod  forbid  v     • 
That  I  should  je^t ! — In  very,  serious  earnest 
I  am  rejdiced  to  see  an  honesteauee  '  '    . . 

So  strong.  -       '      >- 

Iso.         The  devil !— what !— ^hy,  what  means  this? 
Are  you  not,  then— — ^For  what,  then^  am  I  here  ? 

Oct,  That  you  may  make  full  declaration,  .wketfa^--  ^, 
Tou  will  he  c(iUed  the  friend  or  enemy  ^      ' 
Of  th'  Emperor.  i*      -  .^      .  > 

Iso.  {taieh  an  car  ofd^fidn€9.)  l^at  d«olaratixm»  friend, 
('11  make  to  him  in  Whom  a  right  is  placed  -       .     ' 

To  put  that  question  to  me. 

Oct.  <     Whether,  County  .  ' 

That  right  is  mine^  ihis  paper  may  instruct  you. 
-  l$o,  {stamTnering.)  Why, — ^why — what !     This  is  the  Empe- 

ror^s  hand  and  nenX  \  [Reads. 

"  Whereas  the  offipws  collectively  i  -^ 

Throughout  our  army  will  obey  the  orders  ' 
Of  the  Lientenant:General:PieGok»aiini. 
As  from  oifrselves.-**-- — Hemf — Yes!  soi^^Yesl  yes! — 
I— si  give  ydti  joy,  Lieutenant^Gekieral !        .   ■•  ^     r 

Oct.  And  you  submit  you  to  the  order  ? 

Jso. 
But  you  have  taken  me  so  by  surprise — 
Time  for  reflection  one  mu$t  h»tg     "*< 
.   Oct.  Two  minutes. 

Iso.  My  God  !     But  then  the  eaiie  is^- * 

Oct.  \       Plain  and  aimpte. 

You  must  declare  you,  whether  you  detenyiine 
To  act  a  treason  'gainst  your  Lord  and  Sovenelgii^ 
Or  whetheryott  wiS  serte  him  faithfully: 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


OR,  THE  FIBST  FART  09  WALLBKSTfilN.  099 

Iso.  Treason  !— My  God  T— Bat  who  talks  then  of  treason  ? 

Oct.  That  is  the  case.     The  Ktnce-duke  is  a  traitor — 
Means  to  ]ead  over  id  the  eoemj     .'        -   -^  •   >' 

The  Emperor's  army.-^Now;  Count  I-^^-bri^Bf  and  iiiO-*^ 
Say,  will  you  break  your  oi^th  to^th'  EinperoY  ?  i 

Sek  yoittself  to  tlie  ^neniy.?— S«y,  wili-you  ? 

Iso.  What  mean  y«u:  ?     I-^  break  my  «ath>  d'ye  ^ayi 
To 4ii8  Imperial  Majesty  ?  .     .   ^  .    .  : 

Did  I  say  ^  ?-^Wheii,  when  haw  I  said  that  T 

Oct.  You  have  Qiot  said  it  yet^^^'-not  yet/    This  instant     > 
I  wait  to  hear,  Count,  whet^ier  you  ^/^  sa)^  rt.-    • 

Iso.  Ay  !  that  delights  me. now;  that  you'youvBeJf     ' 
Bear  witness- ibr  me  that  I  never  said  so. 

Oct.  And  you  renouooe  tbs  Duke  then-?     .   .  < 

Iso,  r    _      Jf  he's'pilaxiiiing 

Treason— ^why^treason  breaks  all  bond^ 'asunder. 

Oct.  And  are  determined,  too, 'to  fight  against  him  ? 

Iso^  He  has  done  me  8erviee>— bttt  if  he's  ^a  villain, 
Perdition  seize  him  I — ^Ail  scijres  arte  rubbed  off. ' 

Oct.  I  km  rejoice^  that  jou^re  so  well  disposed. 
This  night  break  off  in  th'  utmost  secrecy 
With  all  tho'-light^anned^oopft*— it  must  appear 
As  came  the  order  from -the  Duke  himself.  '-  ^ 

At  Frauenberg's  the  place  of  rendezvous ;  ^  '        ---        . 

There  will  Count  Oalas  give  youfiitther  orders. 

Iso.  it  9hall  be  don^.     But  you'll  remember  me    * 
With  t&'  Emperor — ^how,well  dispois^d  y<m  found  me.  ^  *. 

Octi  I  w^ll  not  fail  to  nientton  it'hoiKnraUy.        -      -> 

[Exit  iMoiam.    A  Servmt  enters. 
What,  Colonel  Butler ! — Shbvf  hixn  up.  ^ 

Iso.  (returning.)  Forgive  me  too  my  beariflh  vfaf^  old  &tlier  1 
Lord  God  !  how  should  I  know,  then,  whkkt  n  great 
Person  I  liad  befdre  me.'        •  w  -,      '  ^ 

Oct,  No  excuses ! 

Iso,  I  am  a  merry  lad,  and  if  at  tiiiie 
A  rash  Word  might  escape  me  'gainst  the  Court- 
An^idet  my  wine-^You  know  no  harm  was  meant.        IJSxiL 

Oct.  You  need  net  be  uneasy  on  that  score.. 
That  has  succeeded.     Fortune' favor  us       . 
With  all  the  others  only  but  m  mneh  I 
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Scene  Y.-^OctavioPeccolominii  BUtler. 

But,  At  your  eommaad,  Lienteiuuiit^General/ ' 
Oct.  Wekbme,  as  hMuNpeiS  fnbnd  and  visitor.    .  ^ 
Bnt.  You  do  me  too  moeh  botibr.  .  ^       ' 

Oct,  {after  both  have  secUed  themadveiJ^Yon  hn,Ye  not 

Betnroed  tho^advanoes  which  I  liiade  you  ye$terday-^ 

Misunderstood  them,  ais  mere  empty  forms. 

l?hat  wish  pfoceedad  from:  iny  heart— ^i  was       ~^ 

In  earnest  ;with  you-^fbr  -tit  now  a  thne  .■ 

In  which  the  honepl  should  unite  jncst  closely; 
But,  Tis  only  the  like-minded  can  unite.         '  ^ 
Oct,  True !  and  I  name  all  honest  men  like-iilhidedt 

1  never  charge  a  man  bvit  witk  those,  acts 
To  which  his  character  deiii»erately 
Impels  him;  for  alas!  the  vioience 

Of  blind  htisaaderstandin^  dflea>thru8ts 

The  very  best  of  us  from  the  ri^l  track. 

You  came  through  F^aiienberg:    Did  the  Dount  G^ahui 

Say  nothing  to  you  ?     Tell  me.     He's  my  friend. 

But.  His  ^ords  were  lost  on  ttt«.^ 

Oct.  It  grieves  jne  aordy. 

To  hear  it :  for  his  counsel  was  most  wise, 
I  had  myiself  the  like  to  ofier,  .  /"  *     *  ' 

BuL  -y .  .    Spare  ^  r 

Yourself  the  trouble«--me  th'  embarrassment, 
To  liave  deserved  60  i^^your  ^pood  opinion* 

Oct,  The  timCfis  prectous-^let  justalk  openly.       '^*' 
You^know-  htfw  msttors  stand  here.     Wallenst^ 
Meditates  trea^son — ^I  can  telf  you  furth^orr^ 
He  has  committed  tt^asen ;  but  few  hours 
Have  past,  sinos  he  a 'covenant  conolttded 
With  th*  enemy.     The  messengers  are  now  "      ^ 
Full  on  their  way  to  Egra  and  to  Prague. 
Te-morrow  he  intends  tolead  us  over 
To  th'  enemy.     But  he  deceives  himsdf^ 
For  prade^ce  wakes'^the  Empejror  has  8l»ll 
Many  and  faithful  friends  heie,  and  they^tand 
In  closest  union.,  mighty  though  unseeir. 
This  maaifetto  sentencM  the-Dttkie-^ 
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Becalk  the  obedience  of  the  anny  from  him, 
And  summons  all  the  loyal,  all  the  honest, 
To  join  and  recognize  in  me  their  leader. 
Choose — ^wiU  you  share  with  us  an  honest  cause  ? 
Or  with  the  evil  share  an  evil  lot. 

But.  (rises.)  His  lot  is  mine. 

Oct,  Is  that  your  last  resolve  f 

But.  It  is.  . 

Oct,  Nay,  hut  bethink  you,  Colonel  Butler ! 

As  yet  you  have  time.    .Within  my  faithful  breast 
That  rashly  uttered  word  remains  iiiterred. 
Recall  it,  Butler !  choose  a  better  party  : 
You  have  not  chosen  the  right  one.  ,   ^ 

But.  {going.)  Any  other 

Commands  for  me,  Lieutenant-General  ? 

Oct.  See  your  white  hairs  I     Recall  that  word ! 

But.  Farewell! 

Oct.  What  would  you  draw  this  good  apd  gallant  sword 
In  such  a  cause  ?     Into  a  curse  would  you 
Transform  the  gratitude  which  you  have  earned 
By  forty  years'  fidelity  from  Austria  ? 

But.  {laughing  tvith  bitterness.)  Gratitude  firom  the  House  of 
Austria.  [ITe  is  going. 

Oct.  {permits  him  to  go  as  far  as  the  dooTt  tfien  calls  after 
him.)  Butler! 

But.  What  wish  you  ? 

Oct.  How  was't  with  the  Count  ? 

But.  Count?  what? 

Oct.  {coldly.)         The  title  that  you  wished  I  mean. 

But.  {starts  in  sudden  passion.)  Hell  and  damnation ! 

Oct.  {coldly.)  You  petitioned  for  it — 
And  your  petition  was  repelled — ^Was  it  so  ? 

But.  Your  insolent  scoff  shall  not  go  by  unpunished. 
Draw ! 

Oct.  Nay !  your  sword  to  *ts  sheath !  and  tell  me  calmly, 
How  all  that  happened.     I  wiU  not  reiuse  you 
Your  satisfaction  afterwards. — Calmly,  Butler  1 

But.  Be  the  whole  world  acquainted  with  the  weakness 
For  which  I  never  can  forgive  myself 
Lieutenant-general  1    Yes — ^I  hAve  ambition. 

VOL.  vn.  2  Q 
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Ne'er  was  I  able  to  endure  contempt. 

It  stung  me  to  the  quick,  tbat  birth  ahd  title 

Should  have  more  weight  than  merit  has  in  th'  army. 

I  would  fain  not  be  meaner  than  my  equal, 

So  in  an  evil  hour  I  let  myself 

Be  tempted  to  that  measure— It  was  folly ! 

But  yet  so  hard  a  penance  it  deserved  not. 

It  might  have  been  refused ;  but  wherefore  barb 

And  venom  the  refusal  with  contempt  ? 

Why  dash  to  earth  and  crush  with  heaviest  scorn 

The  gray-haired  man,  the  fiiithiul  Veteran  ? 

Why  to  the  baseness  of  his  pvrenti^ 

Befer  him  with  such  cruel  roughness,  only 

Because  he  had  a  weak  hour  and  forgot  himself! 

But  nature  gives  a  sting  e'en  to  the  worm 

Which  wanton  power  treads  on  in  sport  and  insult. 

Oct,  You  must  have  been  calumniated.     Guess  you 
The  enemy,  who  did  you  this  ill  service  ? 

But.  Be't  who  it  Mrill — a  most  low-hearted  scoundrel* 
Some  vile  oourt-minion  must  it  be,  some  Spaniard, 
Some  young  squire  of  some  ancient  family. 
In  whose  light  i  may  stand,  some  envious  knave, 
Stung  to  his  soul  by  my  fair  self-earned  honors ! 

Oct.  But  tell  me  ?     Did  the  Duke  approve  that  measure? 

BtU.  Himself  impelled  me  to  it,  used  his  interest 
In  my  behalf  with  all  the  warmth  of  friendship. 

Oct^  Ay  ?     Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

But.  I  read  the  letter. 

Oct.  And  so  did  I— but  the  contents  were  different. 

[Butler  is  suddenly  struck. 
By  chance  I'm  in  possession  of  that  letter — 
Can  leave  it  to  your  own  eyes  to  convince  you. 

[He  gives  him  the  letter 

But.  Ha !  what  is  this  ? 

Oct.  I  fear  me,  Colonel  Butler, 

An  infamous  game  have  they  been  playing  with  you. 
The  Duke,  you  say,  impelled  you  to  this  measure  ? 
Now,  in  this  letter  talks  he  in  contempt 
Concerning  you,  counsels  the  Minister 
To  give  sound  chastisement  to  your  coneeit, 
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For  80  he  calls  it. 

[Butler  reads  through  the  letter,  his  knees  tremble,  he  seizes 
a  chair,  and  sinks  d^wn  in  it. 
Ton  have  no  enemy,  no  persecutor ; 
There's  no  one  wishes  ill  to  you.     Ascribe  . 
The"  insult  you  received  to  the  Duke  only. 
His  aim  is  clear  and  palpable.     He  wished 
To  tear  you  from  your  Emperor — ^he  hoped 
To  gain  from  your  revenge  what  he  well  knew 
(What  your  long-tried  fidelity  convinced  him) 
He  ne'er  could  dare  expect  from  your  calm  reason. 
A  blind  tool  would  he  make  you,  in  contempt 
Use  you,  as  means  of  most  abandoned  ends. 
He  has  gained  his  point.     Too  well  has  he  succeeded 
In  luring  you  away  firom  that  good  path 
On  which  you  had  been  jpurneying  forty  years  ! 

BuL(his  voice  tremUing.)  Can  e'er  the  £mperor*s  Majesty 
forgive  me  ? 

Oc^,  More  than  forgive  you.     He  would  fain  compensate 
For  that  affront,  and  most  unmerited  grievance 
Sustained  by  a  deserving,  gallant  veteran. 
From  his  free  impulse  he  confirms  the  present, 
Which  the  Duke  made  you  for  a  wicked  purpose. 
The  regiment,  which  you  now  command,  is  yours. 

[Butler  attempts  to  rise,  sinks  down  again.  He  labors 
inwardly  with  violent  emotions  ;  tries  to  sj)edk,  and  can 
not.  At  length  he  takes  his  stoord  from  the  belt,  and 
offers  it  to  Piccolomini. 

Oct.  What  wish  you  ?     Recollect  yourself,  friend. 

But.  Take  it. 

Oct.  But  to  what  purpose  ?     Calm  yourself 

But.  0  take  it! 

I  am  no  longer  worthy  of  thfs  9Word. 

Oct.  Beoeive  it  then  anew  from  my  hands-— and 
Wear  it  with  honor  for  the  right  cause  ever. 

But. Perjure  myself  to  such  a  gracious  Sovereign ! 

Oct.  You'll  make  amends.    Cluick  !  break  off*  from  the  Duke ! 

But.  Break  off  from  him  ! 

Oct.  What  now?     Bethink  thyself. 

Bta.  {no  longer  govaming  his  emotion.)  Only  break  off  fiom 
him  ?— 'He  dies  1  he  dies ! 
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Oct,  Come  after  me  to  Frauenbeig,  where  now 
All  who  are  loyal  are  assembling  under 
Counts  Altringer  and  Galas.     Many  others 
I've  brought  to  a  remembrance  of  their  duty. 
This  night  be  sure,  that  you  escape  from  Pilsen. 

BiU.  (Butler  strides  up  and  down  in  excessive  agitation,  then 
steps  up  to  Octavio  tcith  resolved  countenance.)  Count 
Piccolomini !     Dare  that  man  speak 
Of  honor  to  you,  who  once  broke  his  troth  f 

Oct,  He  who  repents  so  deeply  of  it,  dares. 

But,  Then  leave  me  here,  upon  my  word  of  honor ! 

0<^.  What's  your  design  ? 

But,  Leave  me  and  my  regiment. 

Oct,  I  h%ye  full  confidence  in  you.     Bat  teU  me 
What  are  you  brooding  ? 

But.  That  the  deed  will  tell  you. 

Ask  me  no  more  at  present.     Trust  to  me. 
Ye  may  trust  safely.     By  the  living  God 
Te  give  him  over  not  to  his  good  angel ! 
Farewell.  [Exit  Butler, 

Ser.  (enters  tcith  a  billet.)  A  stranger  left  it,  and  is  gone. 
The  PrinoeHluke*8  horses  wait  for  you  below.     {^Exit  Servant. 

Oct.  (reads.)  "  Be  sure,  make  haste  !     Your  faithful  Isoian." 
— 0  that  I  had  but  left  this  town  behind  me. 
To  split  upon  a  rock  so  near  the  haven ! — 
Away !  this  is  no  longer  a  safe  place  for  me  ! 
Where  can  my  son  be  tarrying  ? 

Scene  VI. — Octavio  and  Max,  Piccolomini. — Max.  enters  in  a 
state  of  derangement  from  extreme  agitation,  his  eyes  roll 
tvildly,  his  toalk  is  unsteady^  he  appears  not  to  observe  his 
father,  who  stands  at  a  distance,  and  gazes  at  him  tcith  a 
countenance  expressive  of  compassion.  He  paces  %cith  long 
strides  through  the  chamber,  then  stands  still  again,  and  at 
last  throios  himself  into  a  chair,  staring  vacantly  at  the  ob- 
ject directly  before  him, 

Oct.  (advances  to  Max.)  I  am  going  ofi*,  my  son. 

[Receiving  no  anstoer,  he  takes  his  hand. 
My  son,  farewell. 
Maz,  Fajrewell. 
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Oct.  Tkoa  wilt  soon  follow  me  ? 

Max.  ,  I  follow  thee? 

Thy  way  is  crooked — it  is  not  my  way. 

[Octavio  drops  his  hand,  and  starts  hack, 
0,  hadst  thou  been  but  simple  arid  sincere, 
Ne'er  had  it  come  to  this — ^all  h^d  stood  otherwise. 
He  had  not  done  that  foul  and  horrible'  deed, 
iThe  virtuous  had  retained  their  influence  o*er  him  : 
He  had  not  fallen  into  the  snares  of  villains. 
Wherefore  so  lite  a  thief,  and  thiefs  accomplice 
Did^st  creep  behind  him — lurking' for  thy  prey? 
O,  unblest  falsehood  f    Mother  of  all  evil!       '      - 
Thou  misery-making  demon,  it  is  thou 
That  sink'st  us  in  perdition.  .  Simple  truth, 
Sustainer  of  the  world,  had  saved  us  all ! 
Father,  I  will  not,  I  can  not  excuse  thee  I 
Wallenstein  has  deceived  me— 0,  most  foully ! 
But  thou  hast  acted  not  miieh  better. 

Oct.  Son! 

My  son,  ah  !  I  forgive  thy  agony  ? 

Maao.  {(rises  and  contemplates  his  father  udth  looks  of  sus* 
picion.)    Was't  possible?   had*st  thou  the  heart,  my 
father, 
Had'st  thou  the  heart  to  drive  it  to  such  lengths, 
With  cold  premeditated  purpose  ?     Thou-^- 
Had'st  thou  the  heart,  to  wish  to  see  him  guilty, 
Rather  than  saved  ?     Thou  risest  by  his  fall. 
Octavio,  'twill  not  please  me. 

Oct.  God  in  Heaven  f 

Max.  0  woe  is  me !  sure  I  have  changed  my  nature. 
How  comes  suspicion  here-i-in  the  free  soul  ? ,   ' 
Hope,  confidence,'  belief,  are  gone  ;  for  all 
lied  to  me,  all  what  I  e'er  loved  or  honored. 
No!     No!     Not  all!     She^rHshp  yet  lives  for  me, 
And  she  is  true,  and  open  as  the  heavens ! 
Deceit  is  everywhere,  hypocrisy. 
Murder,  and  poi^ning,  treason,  perjury  : 
The  single  holy  spot  is  now  our  love. 
The  only  unprofaned  in  human  nature. 

Oct.  Max. !— we  will  go  together.    'Twill  be  better. 
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Max,  What  ?  ere.  Fve  takeu  &  last  parting  leave, 
The  very  lasU— no,  never  ! 

Oct.  Spare  thyself 

The  pang  of  necessary  separation. 
Come  with  me  !     Gome,  my  son ! 

{Attempts  to  take  him  toith^him. 

Max,  No !  as  sure  as  God  lives,  no  ! 

Oct,  {mare  urgently.)  Come  with  me^  I  comm^^d  thee !    I, 
thy  father. 

Max,  Commaiid  me  what  is  human.     I  stay  here. 

Oct.  Max. !  in  the  Emperor's  name  I  hid  thee  come. 

Max.  No  Emperor  has  power  to  prescrihe 
Laws  to  the  heart !  and  would'st  thou  wish  to  roh  me 
Of  the  sole  blessing  which  my  fate  has  left  me, 
Her  sympathy.     Must  then  a  cruel  deed 
Be  done  with  cruelty  ?     The  unalterable 
Shall  I  perform  ignebly — steal  away, 
With  stealthy  coward  flight  forsake  her?     No! 
She  shall  behold  my  sufiering,  my  sore  anguish, 
Hear  the  complaints  of  the  disparted  soul,^  ' 

And  weep  tears  o*er  me.     Oh  I  the  humau  race 
Have  steely  souls — ^but  she  ift  as  an  angel. 
From  the  black  deadly  madness  of  despair 
Will  she  redeem  my  soul,  and  in  soft  words 
Of  comfort,  plaining,  loose  this  pang  of  death ! 

Oct,  Thou  will  not  tear  thyself  away  i  thou  canst  not. 
0,  come,  rtky  son !  'I  bid  thee  save  thy  virtue. 

Max.  Squander  not  thou  thy  words  in  vain. 
The  heart  I  follow,  for  I  dare  trus^  to  it. 

Oct.  (tremlding  and  losing  all  self'cammattd,)  Max,  I  Max.! 
if  that  most  damned  thing  could  be. 
If  thou — my  son — my  own  blood — (dare  I  think  At  ?) 
Do  sell  thyself  to  him,  the  infamous, 
Do  stamp  this  brand  upon  our  noble  hou^. 
Then  shall  the  world  behold  the  horrible  deed, 
And  in  unnatural  combat  shall  the.  steel 
Of  the  son  trickle  with  the  father's  blood. 

Max,  0  hadst  thou  always  better  thought  of  men, 
Thou  hadst  then  acted  better.     Curst  suspicion  ! 
Unholy  miseiable  doubt  I     To  him 
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Nothing  on  earth  remains  unwrenched.  and  firm, 
Wba  has  no  faith. 

Oct,  And  if  I  trust  thy  heart, 

Will  it  he  always  in  thy  power  to  follow  it  ? 

Max.  The  heart's  voice  tlwu  hast  not  o'erpower'd — as  little 
Will  Walleftstein  he  able  to  o'erpower  it. 

Oct.  0,  Max.  !  I  see  thee  never  more  again ! 

Max.  Unworthy  of  thee  wilt  thou  never  see  me. 

Oct,  I  go  to  Frauenberg — ^the  Pappenheimers 
I  leave  thee  here,  the  Lothrings  too  ;  Toskana 
And  Tiefenbach  reifaain  here  to  protect  thee. 
They  love  thee,  and  are  faithful  to  their  oath, 
And  will  far  rather  fall  in  gallant  contest 
Than  leave  their  rightful  leader,  and  their  honor. 

Max.  Rely  on  this,  I  either  leave  my  life 
In  the  struggle,  or  conduct  them  out  of  Pilsen. 

Oct.  Farewell,  my  son !  , 

Max,  Farewell ! 

Oct.  How  ?  not  one  look 

Of  filial  love  ?     No  grasp  of  th'  hand  at  parting  ?      , 
It  is  a  bloody  war,  to  which  we  are  going, 
And  the  event  uncertain  and  in  darkness. 
So  used  we  not  to  part — it  was  not  so  ! 
Is  it  then  true,  I  have  a  son  no  longer  ? 

[Max.  falls  into  his  arms  ;  they  hold  each  for  a  long 
time  in  a  speechless  embrace,  then  go  away  at  different 
sides.] 

The  Curtain  drops. 
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THE  DEATH  OP  WALLEJiSTEIN. 

ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — A  Chamber  in  the  House  of  the  Ducheu  of  Frieda 
landr  Countess  Tertsky,  TheMa,  Lady  Neubrunn.  {The 
tvjo  latter  sit  at  the  same  taMe  at  work,) 

Coun.  {watching  them  from  the  opposite  side.)  So  you  haTB 
nothing,  niece,  to  ask  me  ?     Nothing  ? 
I  have  been  waiting  for  a  word  from  you. 
And  could  you  then  endure  in  all  this  time. 
Not  once  to  speak  his  name  ? 

[Thekla  reinaining  silent,  the  Countess  rises  and  advances 
to  her. 

Why  comes  this  ?    ^ 
Perhaps  I  am  already  grown  superfluous, 
And  o^er  ways  exist,  besides  through  me  ? 
Confess  it  to  me,  Thekla  I  have  you  seen  him  ? 
Thek.  To-day  and  yesterday  I  have  not  seen  him. 
Coun.  And  not  heard  from  him  either  f     Come,  be  open ! 
Thek.  No  syllable. 

Coun.  And  still  you  ar^  so  calm ! 

Thek.  I  am. 

Coun.  May't  please  you,  leave  us,  Lady  Neubrunn  I       ' 

lExit  Lady  Neubrunn. 

Scenic  II. — The  Countiss,  Thekfa.  . 

Coun.  it  does  not  please  me.  Princess !  that  he  holds 
Himself  so  still,  exactly  at  this  tkne. 
.   Thek.  Exactly  at  this  time  ? 

Coun.  He  now  knows  alL 

*Twere  now  the  moment  to  declare  himself. 
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Thek.  If  I'm  to  underetaud  you,  speak  less  darkly. 

Coun.  'Twas  for  thai  purpose  thai  I  bade  her  leave  us. 
Thekla,  you  are  no  more  a  ehild.     Your  heart 
Is  now  no  more  in  nonage  :  for  you  love, 
And  boldness  dwells  with  love — that  you  have  proved. 
Your  nature  moulds  itdelf  upon  your  father's 
More  than  your  mother's  spirit.     Therefore  may  you 
Hear,  what  were  too  much  for  her  fortitude. 

Thek.  Enough  I  no  further  preface,  I  entreat  you. 
At  once  out  With  it !     Be  it  what  it  may, 
It  is  not  ponible  that  it  should  torture  me 
Xore  than  this  introduction.     What  have  you 
To  say  to  me  ?     Tell  me  the  whole  and  briefly ! 

Coun.  You'll  not  be  frightened — 

Thek.  Name  it,  I  entreat  you. 

Coun.  It  lies  within  your  power  to  do  your  father 
A  weighty  service— 

Thek.  Lies  within  my  power  ? 

Coun.  Max.  Piccoloraini  loves  you.     You  can  link  hiin 
Indissolubly  to  your  father. 

Thek.  I? 

What  need  of  me  for  that  ?     And  is  he  not 
Already  linked  to  him  ? 

Coun^  He  was. 

Thek,  And  wherefore 

Should  he  not  be  so  now — ^not  be  so  always  ? 

Coun.  He  cleaves  to  th*  Emperor  too. 

Thek.  Not  more  than  duty 

•And  honor  may  demand  of  him.  ,  ^ 

Coun.  We  ask 

Proofs  of  his  love,  and  not  proofs  of  his  honor. 
Duty  and  honor  I 

Those  are  ambiguous  words  with  many  meanings. 
You  sliould  interpret  them  lor  him  :  hts  love 
Should  be  the  sole  deflner  o{  Im  honor. 

Th£k.  How? 

Coun.  Th'  Emperor  or  you  must  he  renounoe; 

Thek.  He  will  accompany  my  father  gladly 
In  his  retirement.     From  himself  you  heard. 
How  much  he  wished  to  lay  aside  the  sword. 
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Caun.  He  must  9K7^  lny  the  sword  aside,  we  mean ; 
He  must  unsh^ath  it  in  your  father's  cause. 

Thek.  He'll  spend  with  gladness  aad  alacrity 
His  life,  his  heart's  blood  in  my  father's  cause, 
If  shame  or  injury  be  intended  him. 

Caun,  You  will  not^understand  me.     Well,  hear  then ! 
Your  father  has  fallen  off  from  the  Emperor, 
And  is  about  to  join  the  enemy 
With  the  whole  soldiery — 

Thek.  Alas,  my  mother ! 

Caun,  There  needs  a  ffreat  example  to  draw  on 
The  army  after  him.     The  Ficoolomini 
Possess  the  love  and  reverence  of  the  troops  ;  ^^ 

They  govern  all  opinions,  and  wherever    . 
They  lead  the  way,  none  hesitate  to  foHow. 
The  son  secu^s  the  father  to  our  interests — 
You've  much  in  your  hands  at  this  moment. 

Thek,  Ah,' 

My  miserable  mother !  what  a  death^-Btroke 
Awaits  thee  ! — No !     She  never  will  survive  it.  - 

Caun.  She  will  accommodate  her  soul  to  that 
Which  is  and  must  be.     I  do  know  your  mother. 
The  far-off  future  Weighs  upon  her  heart 
With  torture  of  anxiety ;  but  is  it 
Unalterably,  actually  present, 
She  soon  resigns  herself,  and  bears  it  calmly. 

Thek,  0  my  foreboding  bosom !     Even  now. 
E'en  now  'tis  here,  that  icy  hand  of  horror ! 
And  my  young  hope  lies  shuddering  in  its  grasp ; 
I  knew  it  well— ^no  sooner  had  I  entered, 
A  heavy  ominoUs  presentiment 
Revealed  to  me,  that  spirits  of  death  were  hovering 
Over  my  happy  fortune.     But  why  think  I 
First  of  myself.     My  mothet !  O  my  mother ) 

Caun.  Calm  yourself!     Break  not  out  in  vain  lamenting  I 
Preserve  you  for  yo'ttr  father  the  firm  friend. 
And  for  yourself  the  lover,  all  will  yet 
Prove  good  and  fortunate. 

Thek.  Prove  good  ?    What  good  ? 

Most  we  not  part  ?    Part  ne'er  to  meet  again  ? 
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CoMn.  Hepart»aot:&omyoo.    He  can  net  paxi  fhiia  you. 

Thek.  Alas  for  his  sore  auguiah  I  .  It  will  teaf, 
His  heart  asunder. 

Caun.  If.  indeed  he.  loves  yen. 

His  resolution  will  be  speedily  taken. 

Thek.  His  resolution  will  be  speedily;  taken-^ 
.0  do  not  doubt  of  that!     A  resolution!    ~ 
Does  there  remain  one  to  be  taken  ? 

Coun.  HushL 

Collect  yourself  I     I  hear  your  mother  coming. 

Thek.  How  shall  I  bear  to  see  her  ? 

Coun.  Collect  yourself. 

Scene  IU.— To  them  €9Uet  the  Duchess. 

Duch.  {to  the  Countess.)  Who  was  here,  sister  ?  I  heard  i 
one  talking, 
And  passionately  too. 

Coun.  Nay  !  There  was  no  one. 

Duch.  I  am  grown  so  timorous,  every  trifling  noisa 
Scatters  my  spirits,  and  anuQunces  to  me 
The  footstep  of  some  messenger  of  evil. 
And  can  you  tell  me,  sister,  what  the  event  is  ? 
Will  he  agree  to  do  the  Emperor's  pleasure,     . 
And  send  th'  horse  regiments  to  the  Cardinal  ? 
Tell  me,  has  he  dismissed  Yon:  duestenberg 
With  a  favorable  answer  ? 

Coun.  No,  he  has  not. 

Duch.  Alas !  then  all  is  los^ !    I  see  it  coming. 
The  worst  that  can  come  I    Yes,  they  will  depose  him; 
The  accursed  business  of  the  Begemtpurg  diet 
Will  all  be  acted  o'er  again ! 

Coun.  Nol  never! 

Make  your  heart  easy,  sister,  as  to  that. 

ITkekla,  in  eoctreme  agitatton,  throws  herself  upon  her 
Mother,  and  mfdds  her  in  her  arms^  tt?eeping. 

Duch.  Yes,  my  poor  child ! 
Thou  too  hast  lost  a  most  afiectionate  godmother 
In  th'  Empress.     0  that  stem  unbending  man ! 
In  this  unhappy  marriage  what  have  I 
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Not  sufiered,  not  endured^   .  Por  ev'n  aa  if 

I  bad  been  linked  on  to  some  wheel  of  fire 

That  restless,  ceaseless,  whirls  impetuous  onward* 

I  have  passed  a  life  of  frights  and  horrors  with  him, 

And  ever  to  the  brink  of  some  abyss 

With  dizzy  headlong  violence  he  whirls  me. 

Nay,  do  not  weep,  my  child !     Let  not  my  sufierings 

Fresignify  unhappiness  to  thee, 

Nor  bladcen  with  their  shade  ih^  fate  that  waits  thee. 

There  lives  oo  second  Friedland ;  thou,  my  child, 

Hast  not  to  fear  thy  mother's  destiny. 

Thek.  0  let  us  supplicate  him,  dearest  mother  I 
Cluick!  quick  I.  here^s  no  abiding-place  for  us. 
Here  every  coming  hour  broods  into,  life  /:    . 
Some  new  afirightful  mottstec.  .^ 

Duch.  i  Thou  wilt  share 

An  easier,  calmer  lot,  my  child !     We  too, 
I  and  thy  &ther,  witnessed  hap]^  AM!^- 
^till  think  I  wi^h  delight  of  those  first  years* 
Wh^q  he  was  making  progress  with  gli|d  efiort. 
When  his  ambition  was  ai  genial  fire, ... 
Not  that  consuming ^mtf  which  now  it  is. 
The  Brnperot  Rnred  bixa,  tnnted  latn :  and  all ' 
He  undertook  could  not  but  be  successful. 
But  since  that  ill-starred  day  at  Regenspurg, 
Which  plunged  him  headlong  from  his  diguit^fr 
A  gloomy  uncompanionable  spirit,    .  ;  ^    . 

Unsteady  and  suspiciQuSi^  has  possessed  him.         . 
His  quiet  mind  forsook  hiofi,  t^d  no  longer      ,' 
Did  he  yield  up  himself  in  joy.  and  faith 
To  his  old  luck,  and  individual -power ;;. 
But  thenceforth  turned  ^sJ^eart  and  b^t  affsctionn 
All  to  those  cloudy  scieivses,  whjch  wret 
Have  yet  made  happy  hixn  who  followed  them. 

Caun.  You  see  it,  sister  I  ,fLS.yeffiP  le^es  p^mit  yojo. 
But  surely  this  is  not  the  oonvdn^tion  .  , .     , 
To  pass  the  time  in  wUcii  we  are  waiting  foi;^  hi^*  ' 
You  know  he  will  be  soon  hcfre-:    Would  you  Jbave  him 
Find  Aer  in  this  oonditio|[l  ? 

JDwc4.  .  C^Bfy-my  6hildJ 
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Gome,  wipe  away  ^J  tears,  and  ihow  thy  bther 
A  chewfol  ooontenanee.     See,  the  tie-knot  beie' 
Is  off— this  hair  mutt  not  hang  so  dishevelled. 
Come,  dearest !  dry  thy  teairs  np.     They  deform 
Thy  gentle  eye— well  now — ^what  was  I  saying  ? 
Yes,  in  good  truth,  this  Pioeolomini 
Is  a  most  noble  and  deserving  gentleman. 

Coun,  That  is  he,  sister  ! 

Thek,  (to  the  Countess,  with  marks  of  great  opptessum  <f 
sipirits^  Annt,  yon  will  excnse  me  ?  \Is  going, 

Coun.  But  whither  ?     See,  yonr  father  comes. 

Thek.  I  can  not  see  him  now. 

Coun.  Nay,  hot  bethink  you. 

Thek.  Beliere  me,  I  can  not  sustain  hTs  presence. 

Coun.  Bat  he  will  miss  you,  win  aSk  after  you. 

Duch,  What  now  ?    Why  is  she  going  ? 

Coun.  She's  not  well. 

Duch.  (anxiously.)  What  ails  then  my  beloved  child  ? 

[Both  follow  the  Princess,  and  endeavor  to  detain  her 
During  this  WcUlenstein  appears,  engaged  in  oonver 
sation  with  lUo. 

Scene  JY.—WaUemtein,  Hid,  ComOess,  Duehess,  Iltekla. 

Wal.  All  quiet  in  the  camp? 

lUo.  It  is  all  quiet. 

Wal.  In  a  few  bonis  may  eouriais  come  from  Prague 
With  tidings,  that  this  capital  is  ours.  ^ 
Then  we  may  drop  the  mask,  and  to  the  troops 
Assembled  in  this  town  make  known  the  measure 
And  its  result  together.     In  such  cases 
Example  does  the  whole.    Whoever  is  foremost 
Still  leads  the  berd.     An  imitative  creature        - 
Is  man.     The  troops  at  Prague  conceive  no  oHier, 
Than  that  the  Pil^n  army  has  gone  through 
The  fonns  of  homage  to  us  r  and  in  Filsen 
They  shall  swear  fealty  to  us,  because 
The  example  has  been  given  them  by  Prague. 
Butler,  you  tell  me,  has  declared  hims6lfi 

lUo.  At  his  own  bidding,  unsolicited, 
He  came  to  ofier  you  lumself  and  regiment. 
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WaL  I  Hnd  we  must  not  give  implicit  credence 
To  every  warning  voice  that  makes  itself 
Be  listened  to  in  th'  heart,    To  hold  us  back. 
Oft  does^the  lying  spirit  counterfeit 
The  voice  of  truth  and  inward  revelation, 
Scattering  false  oracles.     And  thus  have  I 
To  entreat  forgiveness,  for  that  secretly 
I've  wrong'd  this  honorable  gallant  man, 
This  Butler :  for  a  feeling,  of  the  which 
I  am  not  master,  (fear  I  would  not  call  it) 
Creeps  o*er  me  instantly,  with  sense  of  shuddering. 
At  his  approach,  and  stops  love's  joyous  motion. 
And  this  same  man,  against  whom  I  am  warned. 
This  honest  man  is  he,  who  reaches  to  me 
The  first  pledge  of  my  fi)rtune. 

Illo.  And  doubt  not 

That  his  example  will  win  over  to  you 
The  best  men  in  the  army. 

Wal.        *  Go  and  send 

Isolani  hither.     Send  him  immediately. 
He  is  under  recent  obligations  to  nie. 
With  him  will  I  commences  the  trial.     Go.  [JZ/0  exit. 

Wal.  {turns  hitnsdf  round  to  the  fefnales.)  Lo,  there  the 
mother  with  the  darling  daughter ! 
For  once  we'll  have  an  interval  of  rest — 
Gome  !  my  heart  yearns  to  live  a  cloudless  hour 
In  the  beloved  circle  of  my  family. 

Coun.  .'Tis  long  nnce  we've  been  thus  together,  brother. 

Wal.  (to  the  Countess  aside.)  Can  she  sustain  the  news  ? 
Is  she  prepared  ?  .    .       -  •  . 

Coun.  Not  yet. 

Wal.  Come  here,  my  sweet  girl !     Seat  thee  by  me, 
For  there  is  a  good  spirit  on  thy  lips.. 
Thy  mother  praised  to  me  thy  ready  skill : 
She  says  a  voice  of  melody  dwells  in  thee, 
Which  doth  enchant  the  soul.     Now  such  a  voice  ' 

Will  drive  away  from  me  the  evil  demon  j 

That  beats  his  black  wings  close  above  my  head.  ^ 

Duch.  Where  is  thy  lute,  my  daughter  ?     Let  thy  father ' 
Hear  some  small  trial  of  thy  skill. 
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T%ek,  My  mother ! 

I— 

Duck.  Trembling  ?  Come,  collect  thyself.     Gro  cheer 
Thy  father. 

Thek.  0  my  mother  !     I — t  can  not. 

Coun,  How,  what  is  that,  niece  ? 

Thek.  {to  the   CoufUess)  0  spare  me— sing— now — ^in  this 
sore  anxiety, 
Of  the  o*erburthened  soul — ^to  sing  to'  Ati», 
Who  is  thrusting,  even  now,  my  mother  headlong 
Into  her  grave  ! 

Duch.  How,  Thekla  ?     Hamorsome  ? 

What !  shall  thy  father  have  expressed  a  wish 
In  vain  ? 

CouH.  Here  is  the  lute. 

Thek,  .     .  My  God  !  how  can  I — 

[The  orchestra  plays.  Dunng  the  Htortiello  Thekla  eo> 
presses  in  her  gestures  and  countenance  the  struggle 
of  her  feelings :  and  at  the  moment  that  she  should 
begin  to -^ing,  contracts  herself  together,  as  one  shud- 
dering, throws  the  imirument  doum,  and  retires  ab- 
ruptly.] 

Duch.  My  child !     0  she  is  ill— 

Wal.  What  ails  the  maiden  ? 

Say,  is  she  often  so  ? 

Coun,  Since  then  herself 

Has  now  betrayed  it,  I  too  must  no  longer 
Conceal  it. 

Wal,  What? 

Coun,  She  loves  him ! 

Wal,  Loves  him  I    Whom?, 

Coun,  Mjuc.  does  she  love  !     Max.  Piccolomini^ 
•Hast  thou  ne'er  noticed  it  ?     Nor  yet  my  sister  ? 

Duch,  Was  it  this  that  lay  so  heavy  on  her  heart  ? 
6od*s  blessing  on  thee,  my  sweet  child  !     Thou  needest 
Never  take  shame  upon  thee  for  thy  choice, 

Coun,  This  journey,— if  'twere  not  thy  aim,  ascribe  it 
To  thine  own  self.  Thou  should'st  have  chosen  another 
To  have  attended  her. 

Wal,  And  does  he  know  it  ? 
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Chun,  Yes,  and  he  hopes . to.  \iriii  hen 

Wal,  Hopes  to  win  her ! 

Is  the  hoy  mad  ? 

Coun,  Well — ^hear  it  from  themselves. 

Wid.  He  thinks  to  canry  off  Duke  Friedland's  daughter ! 
Ay  ? — The  thought  pleases  me. 
The  young  man:  has  no  grovelling  spirit. 

CWn.                                           /             Since 
Such  and  sueh  constant  favor  you  have  shown  him 

Wal,  He  chooses  finally  to  he  my  heir. 
And  true  it  is,  I  love  the  youth  ;  yea,  honor  him. 
But  must  he  therefore ^he  my  daughter's  husband ! 
Is  it  daughters  only  ?     Is  it  only  children 
That  we  must  show  our  favor  by,?  % 

Duch.  His  noble  disposition  and  his  manners— 

Wal.  Win  him  my  heart,  but  not  my  daughter. 

Duch.  Then 

His  rank,  his  ancestors — 

Wed.  Ancestors!     What? 

He  is  a  subject,  and  my  son-in-law 
I  will  seek  out  upon  the  thrones  of  Europe. 

Duch,  0  dearest  Albreoht !     CliiJab  we  not  top  high, 
Lest  we  should  fall  too  low. 

Wal.  What  ?  have  I  paid 

A  price  so  heavy  to  ascend  this  eminence, 
And  jut  out  high  above  the  common  herd, 
Only  to  close  the  mighty  part  I  play 
In  liie*s  great  drama,  witli  a  common  kinsman? 
Have  I  for  this —  \  Stops  suddenly,  repreising  himself, 

She  is  the  only  thing       f 
That  will  remain  behind  of  me  on  earth ; 
And  I  will  see  a  crown  around  her  head, 
Or  die  in  the  attempt  to  place  it. there. 
I  hazard  all — all !  and  £ot  this  alone. 
To  lift  her  into  greatness — .. 
Yea,  in  this  mqment,  in  the  which  we  are  speaking — 

[He  recollects  himself, 
And  I  must  now,  like  a  soft-hearted  father, 
Couple  tog^thier  in  good  peasant  fashion 
The  pair,  that  chance  to  suit  each  other's  liking — 
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And  1  mvst  do  it  now,  eren  now,  when  I 
Am  itretching  out  the  wreath  that  u  to  twin» 
My  full  accomplished  work — ^no !  she  is  the  jewel. 
Which  I  have  treasured  long,  my  last,  my  nohlest, 
And  'tis  my  purpose  not  to  let  her  from  me 
For  less  than  a  king's  sceptre. 

Duch,  O  my  husband  1 

You're  ever  building,  building  to  the  clouds. 
Still  b^ilding  highet,  and  still  higher  building, 
And  ne'er  reflect,  that  the  poor  nanrow  basis 
Can  not  sustain  the  giddy  tottering  column. 

Wal,  {to  the  Countess.)  Have  yob  annoimced  the  place  of 
residence 
Which  I  have  destined  for  her  ? 

Coun.  No  1  not  yet 

*Twere  better  you  yourself  disclosed  it  to  her. 

Duck:  How  ?    Do  we  not  return  to  Kam  then  ? 

Wed.  Kb. 

Duch.  And  to  no  other  of  your  lands  or  seats  ? 

Wal.  You  would  not  be  secure  there, 

Duck,  Not  secure 

In  the  Emperor's  realms,  beneath  the  Emperor*}^ 
Protection  ? 

WcU.        Friedland's  wife  may  be  permitted 
No  longer  to  hope  that, 

Duch,  0  God  in  heaven ! 

And  have  you  brought  it  even  to  this  ? 

Wal.  In  Holland 

You'll  find  protection. 

Duch,  In  a  Lutheran  country  ? 

What  ?  And  you  send  us  into  Lutheran  coimtries  ? 

Wed.  Duke  Franz  of  Lauenburg  conducts  you  thither. 

Duch,  Duke  Franz  of  Lauenburg  ? 
The  ally  of  Sweden,  the  Emperor^  enemy. 

Wal,  The  Emperor's  enemies  are  mine  no  longer. 

Duch,  {casting  a  look  of  terror  on  the  Duke  and  the  Comnr 
tess.)  Is  it  then  true  ?     It  is.     You  are  degraded  ? 
Deposed  from  the  command  f     O  God  in  heaven  !    ' 

Coun.  (aside  to  the  Duke.)  Leave  her  in  this  bdief.     Thou 
seest  she  can  not 
SuppcNTt  the  real  truth. 
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Scene  Y.^—To  them  enter  Count  Tertsky, 

Caim,  — ^Tertsky, 

What  ails  him  ?    What  an  image  of  affiright  1 
He  lookfl  as  he  had  seen  a  ghost. 

Ter,  {leading  WaHensteinxiside.)  Is  it  thy  command  that  aU 
-the  Croats —  ^^ 

Wal.  Mine! 

Ter.  We  are  betrayed. 

Wal.  What? 

Ter.  ,  Theyaieoffl     This  night 

The  Jagers  likewise — all  the  villages 
In  the  whicle  XDond  are  empty. 

Wal,  Isolanil 

Ter,  Him  thou  hast  sent  away.     Yes,  surely. 

Wal.  '  I? 

Ter.  No!     Hast  thou  not  sent  him  off ?     NorDeodate? 
They  are  yanished  both  of  them. 

Scene  VI.-^To  them  enter  lUo. 

mo.  Has  Tertsky  told  thee  ? 
•  Ter.  He  knows  all. 

Ilia.  AJ^d  likewise 

That  Esterhatzy,  Goetz,  Maradas,  Eaunitz, 
Kolatto,  Palfi,  have  forsaken  thee  ?     ,  , 

Ter.  Damnation! 
Wal.  (udnks  at  them.)  Hush  I 

Coun.  {who  has  been  watching  them  anxiously  from  the  dis- 
tance, and  now  advances  to  them.)  Tertsl^  ?     Heaven  ! 
What  is  it  ?     What  has  hajppened  ? 
Wal.  (scarcely  suppressing  his  emotions.)  Nothing !  let  us  be 

gone ! 
Ter.  (foilawing  him.)  Theresa,  it  is  nothing. 
Comi,  {holding  him  ^cA;.)  Nothing  ?     Do  I  not  see,  that  all 
the  lifeblood 
Has  left  your  cheeks — ^look  you  not  like  a  ghost  ? 
That  even  my  brother  but  affects  a  calmness? 

Page,  {enters.)  An  Aide-de-Camp  inquires  for  the  Count  Tert- 
sky. ITertsky  fi^Uo^s  the  Fagf. 
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Wal.  Qo,  heur  his  bunness. 

{To  lUo.)  This  coald  not  have  happened 

80  muiuspected  without  mntiny. 
Who  was  oa  guard  at  the  gates  ? 

lUo.  'Twas  Tiefenbach. 

Wal,  Let  Tiefenbach  leave  guaid  without  deUy; 
And  Tertsky's  grenadiers  relieve  him.  [lUo  is  going. 

Stop ! 
Hast  thou  heard  aught  of  Butler  ? 

lUo,  Him  I  met. 

He  will  be  here  himself  immediately. 
Butler  remains  unshaken. 

[Hlo  exit,     Waliautein  isfollovnng  htm. 

Coun,  Let  him  not  leave  thee»  sister !  go,  detain  him ! 
There's  some  misfortune. 

Duck,  (dinging  to  him,)  Gracious  heaven!     What  is. it! 

Wai,  Be  tranquil  !  leave  me,  sister !  dearest  wife  ! 
We  are  in  camp,  and  this  is  naught  unusual ; 
Here  storm  and  sunshine  follow  one  another 
With  rapid  interchanges.     These  fierce  spirits 
Champ  the  curb  angrily,  and  never  yet 
Did  quiet  bless  the  temples  of  the  leader. 
If  I  am  to  stay,  go  you.     The  plaints  of  women 
HI  suit  the  scene  where  men  must  act. 

[Jffe  is  going :  Tertsky  returns, 

Ter,  Remain  here.     From  this  window  mast  we  see  it. 

WcU,  {to  the  Countess,)  Sister,  retire ! 

Oaun,  No — never.   . 

Wal,  'TismywiU 

Ter.  {leads  the  Countess  aside,  and  dratmng  ker  attention 
to  t?iel>uchess.)  ThereSB,  I 

Duch,  Sister,  come !  since  he  commands  it. 

Scene  TIL—  WaUensteihy  Tertsky, 

Wal,  {stepping  to  the  toindow.)  What  now,  then  ? 

Ter,  There  are  strange  movements  among  all  the  troops, 
And  no  one  knows  the  cause.     Mysteriously, 
With  gloomy  silentness,  the  several  corps 
Marshal  themselves^  each  under  its  own  banhers. 
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Tiefenbach's  corps  makes  threatenfng  moveraenta ;  only 

The  Fappenheimers  ^till  remain  alooC 

In  their  own  quarters,  and  let  no  one  enter. 

Wal.  Does  Ficcolomini  appear  among  them  ? 

Ter,  We  are  seeking  him  rhe  is  nowhere  to  be  met  with. 

Wal,  What  did  the  Aide-de^Gamp  deliver  to  you  ? 

Ter,  My  regiments  had  despatched  him  ;  yet  once  more 
They  swear  fidelity  to  thee,  and  wait  . 

The  shout  for  onset,  all  prepared,  Und  eager. 

Wal.  But  whence  arose  this  larum  in^the  cai^p? 
It  should  have  been  kept  secret  from  the  army,/ 
Till  fortune  had  decided  for  us  at  Prague. 

Ter,  O  that  thou  hadst  believed  me. I     Yester  evening  ~ 
Did  we  conjure  thee  not  to  let  that  skulker, 
That  fox,  Octavio,  pass  the  gates  of  Pilsen. 
Thou  gav'st  him  thy  own  horsey  to  flee  from  thee. 

Wal.  The  old  tune  still  I     Now,  once  for  all,  no  more 
Of  this  suspicion — ^it  is  doting  fojly. 

Ter.  Tfajou  didst  confide  in  Isolani  too ; 
And  lo!  he  was  the  first  thatjdid  desert  thee. 

Wal.  It  was  but.  yesterday  I  rescued  him 
From  abject  wretched^iess.   .  Let  that  go  by. 
I' never  reckoned  yet  on  gratitude. 
And  wherein  doth  he  wrong  in  going  from  me  ? 
He  follows  still  the  god^  whom  all  his  life     . 
He  has  worshiped  at  the  gaming  table.     With 
My  fortune,  and  my  seeming  destiny. 
He  made  the  bond,  an4  broke  it  not  with  me. 
I  am  but  the  ship  in  which  his  hopes  were  stowed, 
And  with  the  which  well-pleased  and  confident 
He  traversed  the  open  sea ;  now  he  beholds  it 
In  imminent  jeopardy  among  the  coast-rocjcs, 
And  hurries  to  preserve  his  wares.     A&  light. 
As  the  free  bird  from  the  hospitable  twig 
Where  it  had  nested,  he  flies  off"  from  me  : 
No  human  tie  is  snapped  betwixt  us  two. 
Yea,  he  deserves. to  find  himself  deceived, 
Who  seeks  a  heart  in  the  unthinking  man. 
Like  shadows  on  a  stream,  the  forms  of  life 
Impiess  their  charaoten  on  the  smooth  forehead, 
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Nanght  nnks  into  the  boaom's  silent  depth : 
Qttlok  sensibility  of  pain  and  pleasure 
Moves  the  light  fluids  lightiy ;  but  no  soul 
Wanneth  the  inner  frame. 

Ter.  Yet,  would  I  rather 

Trust  the  smooth  brovr  than  that  deep  furrowed  one. 

Scene  YIIJ.—  WaUenstein,  TerUky,  lUo,  who  enters  agitated 
with  rage, 

Itlo,  Treason  and  mutiny! 

Ter,  And  what  further  now  ? 

lUo,  Tiefenhach's  soldiers,  when  I  gave  the  orders 
To  go  off  guard — mutinous  villains ! 

Ter.  WeU ! 

Wal   What  followed? 

lUo.  They  refused  obedience  to  them. 

Ter,  Fire  on  them  instantly !     Give  out  the  order. 

Wed,  Gently !  what  cause  did  they  assign  ? 

Illo.  'No  other 

They  said,  had  right  to  issue  orders  lowt 
Lieuienant-General  Piccolomini, 

Wal.  {in  convulsion  of  agony.)  What  ?     How  is  that  ? 

lUo.  He  takes  that  office  on  him  by  commission, 
Under  sign-manual  of  the  ISmperor. 

Ter.  From  th'  Emperor — hear'st  thou,  Duke  ? 

Illo.  At  his  incitement 

The  Generals  made  that  stealthy  flight — 

Ter,  Duke!  heaiest  thou? 

lUo.  Carafla  too  and  Montecuculi, 
Are  missing,  with  six  other  Generals, 
All  whom  be  had  induced  to  follow  him. 
This  plot  he  has  long  had  in  writing  by  him 
From  the  Emperor ;  but  'twas  finally  concluded 
With  all  the  detail  of  the  operation 
Some  days  ago  with  the  Envoy  Cluestenberg. 

[  WaUenstein  sinks  down  into  a  chair  and  covers  his  face. 
Ter,  O  hadst  thou  but  believed  me !  V 
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Scene  IX. — To  them  enter  the  Countess,  ; 

Caun,  This  suspense, 

This  horrid  fear — I  can  no  longer  bear  it. 
For  heaven's  sake,  tell  me,  what  has  taken  place. 

lUo.  Thfe  regiments  are  all  filing  off  from  us. 

Ter.  Octavio  Piccolomini  is  a  traitor. 

Coun.  O  my  foreboding  I  - 

[Rushes  out  of  the  roam, 

Ter,  Hadst  thou  but  believed  me  I 

Now  seest  thou  how  the  stars  have  lied  to  thee. 

Wal.  The  stars  lie  not ,  but  we  have  here  a  work 
Wrought  counter  to  th^  stars  and  destiny.  ' 

The  science  js  still  honest :  this  false  heart 
Forces  a  lie  on  the  truth-telling  heaven.        .       . 
On  a  divine  law  divination  rests-; 
Where  nature  deviates  from  ^at  law,  and  stumbles 
Out  of  her  Unuts,  there  all  science  -errs. 
True,  I  did  not  suspect  I  *  W6re  it  superstition 
Never  by  such  suspicion  t*  have  affronted 
The  human  form,  0  may  that  time  he^er  come 
la  which  1  shame  me  of  the  infirmity.  '  ' 

The  wildest  savage  drinks  not  with  the  vic'lim, 
Into  whose  breast  he  means  to  plunge  the  sword. 
This,  this,  Octavio,  waA  no  hero's  deed  : 
*Twas  not  thy  prudence  that  did  conquer  mine ; 
A  bad  heart  triumphed  o'er  an  honest  one. 
No  shield  received  the  assassin  stroke  ;  thou  plungest 
Thy  'vpeapon  on  an  unprotected  breast — 
Against  such  weapons  I  am  but  a  child. 

ScEifE  X. —  To  these  enter  Butler, 

Ter,  {meeting  him.)  Olook^here!     Butler  1     Here weVe  still 

a  friend  I 
WcU.  {meets  him  tvith  outspread  arvns,  and  embraces  him  toith 
toarnUh.)  Come  to  my  heart,  old  comrade  I  Not  the  sun 
l«ok«  out  upon  us  more  revivingly 
In  the  earliest  month  of  spring, 
Tha]\  a  fnend^s  countenance  in  sooh  an  hour. 
''OL.  vn.  2D 
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But.  My  General :  I  oome — 

Wal,  {leaning  on  Sjutlet-'s  sJtoulders.)  Enow'st  thou  already  ? 
That  old  man  has  betrayed  me  to  the  £mperor. 
What  aay'tt  thon  ?     Thirty  years  have  wejtogether 
Lired  out,  and  held  out,  aharing  joy  and  hardship. 
We  have  slept  in  one  camp-bed,  drunk  from  one  glass. 
One  morsel  shared !     I  leaned  myself  on  hdm. 
As  now  1  lean  me  on  thy  faithful  shoulder. 
And  now  in  the  very  moment,  when,  all  love, 
All  confidence,  my  bosom  beat  to  his, 
He  sees  and  takes  the  advantage,  stabs  the  knife 
Slowly  into  my  heart.     [He  hides  his  face  on  Butler's  breast. 

BtU.  Forg^  the  false  one. 

What  is  your  present  purpose  ? 

Wal.  Well  remembered !    .. 

Courage  my  soul !     I  am  still  rich  in  friends. 
Still  loved  by  Destiny ;  for  in  the  moment, 
That  it  an  masks  the  plotting  hypocrite,. 
It  sends  and  proves  to  me  one  faithful  heart 
Of  the  hypocrite  no  more  !     Think  not,  his  loss 
Was  that  which  strudc  the  paqg  :  0  no  !,  his  treason 
Is  that  which  strikes  this  pang  I    No  more  of  him ! 
Dear  to  my  heart  and*  honored  were  they  both; 
And  the  young  man — ^yes---he  did  truly  love  me. 
He— -he — ^has  not  deceived  me..    But  enough, 
Bnough  of  this — Swift  counsed  now  beseems  us.   , 
The  courier,  whom  Count  Kinsky  sent  from  Prague, 
I  expect  him  every  moment :  and  whatever 
He  may  bring  with  him,  we  must  take  good  care 
To  keep  it  from  the  mutineers.     Cluick,  then  \ 
Despatch  some  messenger  you  can  rely  on 
To  meet  him,  and  conduct  him  to  me.  [lUo  is  going. 

But,  {detaining  him,)  Hy  General,  whom  expect  you  then  ? 

Wal.  The  courier. 

Who  brings  me  word  of  the  event  at  Prague. 

But,  {Jiesitatitig,)  Hem  I 

Wal,  And  what  now  ? 

But.  -  You  do  jflLOt  know  it  ? 

Wnl.  WeU? 

'  BtU.  From  what  that  larum  in  the  camp  arose  ? 
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TVal.  From  what  ? 

i?«^.  That  courier — 

TFoZ.  {unth  eager  expectation.)  Well? 

J^w^.  Is  ahready  here. 

!ZV.  aTt^  i22b.  (a^  t/i^  same  time.)  Already  here  ? 

TVal,  My  courier  ?' 

^a«^.  For  some  hbunL  - 

JVal,  And  I  not  know  it  ?  . 

^^^  The  sentinels  detain  him 

In  custody. 
-  Jllo.  {stamping  tenth  his  foot.)  Damnation  ! 

JBut.  And  his  letter 

Wad  l^ken  open,  and  is  circulated  ^ 

Through  the  whole  oamp. 

Wat.  Yon  knew  what  it  contains  ? 

^lU.  duestion  me  not.  - 

Ter,   ,  lUo!  alas  for  us. 

WaL  Hide  nothing  from  me — ^I  can  hear  the  worst. 
Prague  then  is  lost.     It  is.     Confess  it  freely. 

£ut.  Yes !  Prague  is  lost.     And  all  the  seTeral  regiments 
-At  Budweiss,  Tabor,  Brannan,  Konigingratz, 
At  Brun  and  Znaym,  have  forsaken  you. 
And  ta'en  the  oaths  of  fealty  anew 
To  the  Emperor.     Yourself,  with  Kinsky,  Tertsky, 
.^d  Illo  have  been  sentenced. 

[Tertsky  and  Illo  expi'ess  alarm  and  fury.     Wallenstein 
remains  firm  and  collected.' 

Wal.  Tis  decided! 

'Tis  well !  I  have  received  a  sudden  cure 
From  all  the  pangs  of  doubt :  wi^  steady  stream 
Once  more  my  life-blood  flows !     My  souFs  seciire !' 
In  the  night  only  Friedland's  stars  can  beam. 
Lingering  irresolute,  with  fitful  fears 
I  drew  the  sword — 'twas  with  an  inward  strife, 
"While  yet  the  choice  was  mine.     The  murderous  knife 
Is  lifted  for  my  heart!     Doubt  disappears ! 
I  fight  now  for  my  head  and  for  my  life. 

[^Exit  Wallenstein  ;  the  others  follow  him. 
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Scene  XL — Countess  Tertsky  (enters  from  a  side  room). 

I  can  endure  no  longer.     J^o!  [Looks  q^round  her. 

"Where  are  they  I 
No  one  is  here.    They  leUve  me  all  alone, 
Alone  in  this  sore  anguish  of  suspense. 
And  I  must  wear  the  ontward  show  of  oalmness 
Before  my  sister,  and  shut  in  within  me       '       .     ■  - 
The  pangs  and  agonies  of  my  crowded  hosom. 
It  is  not  to  be  borne. «— If  all  should  hil ; 
If — ^if  he  must  go  over  to  the  Swedes,  - 

An  empty-handed. fugitive,  and  not. 
As  an  ally,  a  covenanted  equal, 
A  j^roud  commander  with  his  army  follQWing ; 
If  we  must  wander  on  from  l%Bd  to  land, 
Like  the  Count  Palatine,  of  fallen  grea^tness 
An  ignominious  monumentr-^ut  no ! 
That  day  I  will  not  see  I     And^  could  hiouelf 
Endure  to  sink  so  low,  I  would  Djot  bear 
To  see  him  so  low  sunken. 

Scene  XIL— .(7<?u/f<ess,  DttckesSy  Thekku    . 

Thek,  {endeavoring  to  hold  back  the  Duchess.)  Dear  mother, 
do  stay  here ! 

Duchf  .  .  No  !.    Here  is  yet 

Some  frightful  mystery  that  is  hidden  from  me. 
Why  does  my  sister  shun  me  ?     J)on't  I  see  her 
Full  of  suspense  and  anguish  roam  about 
From  room  to  room  ? — Art  thou  not  full  of  terror  ?' 
And  what  import  these  silent  nods  and  .gestures^ 
Which  stealthwise  thpu  exchangest  with  her  ? 

Thek.  ;        Nothing: 

Nothing,  dear  mother! 

Duch.  (to  the  Countiess.)  Sister,  I  will  know. 

Coun^  What  boots  it  now  to  hide  it  from,  her  ?     Sooner 
Or  later  she  must  learn  to  hear  and  bear  it.  '     ^ 

*Tis  not  the  time  now  to  indulge  infirmity  ; — 
Courage  beseems  us  now,  a  heart  collect^, 
And  exercise  and  previous  discipline 
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Of  fortitude.     One  word  and.  over  with  it ! 
Sister,  you  are  deluded.     You  believe. 
The  Buke  has.  been  deposed — The  Duke  is  not 
Deposed-^he  is^— — 

T?iek.  {going  to  the  Counter.)  What  ?  do  you  ivish  to  kill 
her?  '     :         . 

C&un.  The  Di)ke  is 

Thek,  {throtving  her  arms  round  herjnother.)  0  stand  firm ! 

stand  firm,  my  mother ! 
Coun,  Revolted  is  the  Duke,  he  is  preparing 
To  join  the  enemy,  the  army  leave  him,  •       ' 

And  all  has  failed. 

[During  these  taords  the  Duchess  totterSy  and  fqlk  in  a 
fainting  ja  into  the  urms  of  her  daughter.      While 
Thekla  is  calling  far  kdp.the  Curtain  drops. 

AC*r  IL 

Scene  I. — A  spacious  room  in  the  Duke  of  Friedland's  palace, 

Wal.  {in  armor,)  Thou  hast  gained  thy  point,  Octavio  I    Once 
more  am  I  .  ^  .. 

Almost  as  friendless. as  at  Regenspurg.  ^ 
There  I  had  nothing  left  me,  but  myself— 
But  what  one  man  ean  do,  you  have  now  experience. 
The  twigs  have  you  hewed  off,  jand  here  I  stand 
A  leafless  trunk.     But  in  the  sap  within 
Lives  the  creating  power,  and  a  new  vorld 
May  sprout  forth  from  it.     Once  already  have  I 
Proved  myself  worth  an  army  to  you— I  alone  1 
Before  the  Swedish  strength  your  troops  had  melted; 
Beside  the  Lech  sank  iDtlly,  your  l4&t  hope ;  * 
Lito  Bavaria,  like  a  winter  torrent,  ,  -  ^ 

Did  that  Gustavus  pour,  and  at  Vienna  ^ 

Li  his  own  palace  did  the  Emperor  tremble,     , 
Soldiers  were  scarce,  for  still  the  multitude 
Follow  the  luck ;  all  eyes  were  turned  on  me, 
Their  helper  in  distress  :  the  Emperor's  pride 
Bowed  itself  down  before  the  ma|i  he  ha:d  injured. 
'Tww  I  must  rise,  and  with  creative  word 
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Auemble  forces  in  tbe  desolate  camps, 

I  did  it.     Like  a  god  of  war,  my  name 

Weat  through  the  world.     The  drum  was  beat — and,  lo ! 

The  plough,  the  work-shop  is  forsaken;  all       ' 

Swarm  to  the  old  familiar  long-loved  banners ;      ' 

And  as  the  wood-choir  rich  in  melody 

Assemble  quick  around  the  bird  of  wonder, 

When  first  his  throat  swells  with  his  magic  song, 

So  did  the  warlike  youth  of  Germany 

Crowd  in  around  the  image  of  myeagle. 

I  feel  myself  the  beii^g^that  I  was. 

It  is  the  soul  that  builds  itself  a  body. 

And  Friedland*s  camp  will  not  remain  unfilled. 

Lead  then  your  thousands  out  to  meet  me — ^true 

They  are  accustomed  under  me  to  conquer. 

But  not  against  me.     If  the  head  and  limbs 

Separate  from  each  other,  'twill  be  soon 

Made  manifest,  in  which  the  soul  abode. ' 

[Illo  and  Tertsky  enter 
Courage,  friends !     Courage  I     We  are  stil]  unvanquished ; 
I  feel  my  footing  firm  ;  ^\e  regiments,  Tertsky, 
Are  still  our  own,  and  Butler's  gallant  troops ; 
And  a  host  of  sixteen  thousand  Swedes  to-morrow. 
I  was  not  stronger,  when  nine  years  ago 
I  matched  forth,  with  glad  heart  and  high  of  hope. 
To  conquer  Germany  for  the  Emperor. 

Scene  II. —  Wallensteiriy  Illo,  Tertsky.    (To  them  enter  Nei^ 
mann,  who  leads  Tertsky  aside,  and  talks  vnth  him.) 

Ter,  What  da  they  want  ? 

Wai,  What  now? 

Ter,  '"     Ten  Cuirassiert 

From  Pappenheim  request  leave  to  address  you 
In  the  name  of  the.  regiment. 

Wal.  {hastily  to  Neumann.)  Let  them  enter.- 

[Eicit  Neumann, 
This 
May  end  in  something.     Mark  you.     They  are  still 
Doubtful,  and  may  be  won. 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


THB  DBA.TH  OF  WALLENSTEDT.  631 

Scene  HI. — WaUenstein,  Tertskyl  lUoy  ten  CuirassterSf  {led  by 
an  Anspessade*  march  up  and  arrange  themselveSy  after  the 
tvord  of  command,  in  one  front  before  the  Duke,  and  make 
their  obeisance.  He  takes  his  licit  off^  and  immediately  covers 
himself  again). 

Ans.  Halt  I     Front  *  .  Present ! 

WaL  {after  he  has  r}in  through  them  imth  his  eye^.ta  the 
Ampessa^e..}  •  I  knonlr  thee  well. .  Thou  ajrt  out  of  Brtiggin 
in  Flanders  :  ^ 

Thy  namje  U  Mercy. 

Ans,  Henry  Mercy. 

.  Wal.  Thou  wert  cut  off  en  the  march,  suxxouaded  by  the 
Hessians,  and  iiidst  fight  thy  way  with  a  hundred  and  eighty  men 
thiough  their  thousand. 

Ans.  'Twas  even  so,  General ! 

Wal.  What  reward  hadst  thou  for  this  gallant  exploit  ? 

Ans.  That  which  I  asked  for :  the  honor  to  serve  in  this  corps. 

WaL  {turning  to  a  second.)  Thpu  wert  among  the  volunt«eiB 
that  seized  and  made  boot^  of  the  Swedish  battery  at  Altenburg. 

2d  Cut.  Yes,  General  I   • 

Wal*  I  forget  no  one  with  whom  I  have  exchanged  words. 
(-4  pause.)    Who  sends  you  ?    . 

Ans.  Your  noble  regiment,  the  Cuirassiers  of  Piccolomini. 

Wa\.  Why  does  not  your  colonel  deliver  in  your  request,  ao* 
cording  to  the  custom  of  service  ? 

Ans.  Because  we  would  first  know  whom  we  serve. 

Wal.  Begin  yous  address. 

Ans,  {giving  the  word  of  command^  Shoulder  youjr  arms  I 

Wal.  {turning  to  a  third.)  Thy  nai&ie  is  Bisbe^,  Cologne  is 
thy  birth-place. 

Sd  Cui.  Risbeck  of  Cologne. 

Wal,  It  was  thou  that  broughtest  in  ike  Swedish  cdLonel, 
Diebald,  prisoner^  in  the  camp,  at  Nuremberg.  .; 

Sd  Cui.  It  was  not  I,  General  I 

Wal.  Perfectly  right !     It  was  thy,  elder  brother :  thou  hadrt 
a  younger  lupothor  too :  Where  did  he  stay  1 

•  Anspessade,  in  Germaii,  Gkfreiter,,a  sofdier  inferior  to  a' corporal,  bat 
abo>p^  the  Bentinels.  The  Qerman.n&me  impU^s  that  he  is  exempt  from 
|]^(mntiog  guard. 
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3d  Cui.  He  is  stationed  at  Olmutz  with  the  Imperial  army. 

WaL  {fo  the  Atispesscule.)  Now  then — begin. 

An$.  There  came  to  hand  a  letter  from  the  Emperor 
Commanding  us 

WaL  (interrupting  him.)  Who  chose  yon  ? 

Ans.  Every  company 

Drew  its  own  man  by  lot. 

Wal.  Now  !  to  the  baeiaess. 

Ans.  There  came  to  hand  a  letter  from  the  Emperor 
Commanding  us  collectively,  from  thee 
All  duties  of  obedience  to  witlidraw, 
Because  thou  wert  an  enemy  and  traitor. 

Wal.  And  what  drd  you  determine  ? 

Ans.  "  All  our  comrades 

At  Brannau,  Budweiss,  Prague  and  Olmutz,  have 
Obeyed  already,  and  the  regiments  here,    ' 
Tiefenbach  and  Toscaua,  instantly 
Did  follow  their  example,     But — but  we 
Do  not  believe  that  thou'rt  an  enemy 
And  traitor  to  thy  country,  h6ld  it  merely 
For  lie  and  trick,  and  a  trumped  up; Spanish  story ! 

(  With  vxirmth. 
Thyself  shalt  tell  us  what  thy  purpose  is, 
For  we  have  found  thee  still  sincere  and  true : 
No  mouth  shall  interpose  itself  betwixt 
The  gallant  General  and  the  gallant  troops. 

Wal.  Therein  I  recognize  my  Pappenheimers. 

Ans.  And  this  proposal  makes  thy  regiment  to  thee  :    - 
Is  it  thy  purpose  merely  to  preserve 
In  thy  own  hands  this  military  sceptre, 
Which  BO  becomes  thee,  which  the^Emperor 
Made  over  to  thee  by  a  covenant  ? 
li  it  thy  purpose  merely  to  remain 
Suprente  commander  of  the  Austriiyfi  attnies  ?-— 
We  will  stand  by  thee,  (jreneral !  arid  guarantee 
Thy  honest  rights  against  all' opposition. 
And  should  it  chance,  that  all  the  other  regiments 
Tur^  from  thee,  by  ourselves  will. we  stand  forth . 
Thy  faithful  ^di^rs,  and,  as  is  our  duty, 
Far  rather  let  ourselves  be  cut  to  pieces, 
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Tban  Bufier  thee  to  fijl.     But  if  it  be 
Ajb  the  Bmpeior'is  ktter  say^,  if  it  be  true,  > 
That  thou  in  traitorous  wise  Molt  lead  ua  over 
To  the  enemyj  which  God  ia  heav^  forbid  1 
Then  we  too  will  forsake  thee,  and.  obey 
That  letter ■- 

Wai',  Hear  jne,  children ! 

An$,  >  YeSi  or  no ! 

There  needs  no  other  answer. 

WaX,  .     Yield  attention.. 

You're  men  of  sense,  examine  for  yourselves  ; 
Ye  think,  and  do  not  follow  with  the  herd  :    .  .x     . 

And  therefore  have 'I  always  shown  you  honor 
Above  all' others,  suffered  you  to  reason  ; 
Have  treated  you  as  free  men,  and  my  orders 
Were  but  the  echoes  of  your  prior  suffrage.^— 

An&,  Most  fair  and  noble  has  thy  conduct  been 
To  us,  my  General !     With  thy  con$dei»?e 
Thou  hast  honored  us,  and  sho^f a  us  grace  and  favor 
Beyond  all. other  regiments,;  and  thou  seest    ... 
We  £)llow  not  the  common; herd.     We  wiU' 
Stand  by  thee  faithfully.     Sppak.but  one  wcrfrr 
Thy  word  shall  satisfy  us,  that  it  is  not 
A  treason  which  thou  meditatest-^that     •  , 
Thou  meanest  not  to  kad  the  arn^  oyer      ' 
To  the  enemy  ;  nor  e'er  betray  thy  country. 

Wed.  Me,  me  are  they  betraying*     The  ISmperor   . 
Hath  sacrificed  me  to  my  enemies, 
And  I  must  faH,  unless  my  gallant  troops 
Will  rescue  me.     Seel     I  confide  in  you. 
And  be  your  hearts  my '^tranghidd  I    At  thia  brea<(t 
The  aim  is  taken,  at  this  hoai^  he^. 
This  is  your  Spaniel  gratitude,  this  ia  our 
Requital  for  that  murderous  fight  at  Liitzen  I . . 
For  this  we  threw  the  naked  breast  against 
The  halbert,  made  fi>r  this  the^firo^iui  earth   ; 
Our  bed,  and  the  hard  stone  4^ur  pillow  !•  never  stream 
Too  rapid  for -us,  nor  wood  too  ioipeir^ioMB : 
With  cheerful  spirit  we  pursued  that  Maivsfeld 
Thnmgh  all  the  ttirns  and  windings  of  hu^  flight  % 
2d* 
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Tea,  onr  whole  life  was  but  one  lestieis  maieli ; 
And  homeless,  as  the  stirrmg  wind,  we  travelled  '■' 
O'er  th^  war-wasted  earth.     And  now,  even  now, 
That  we  have  well  nigh  finii^ed  the  hard  toil. 
The  unthankful,  the  curae-laden  toil  of  weapons, 
With  faithful  indefatigable  arm 
Have  rolled  the  heavy  war-load  up  the  hillj 
Behold  I  this  boy  of  the  Emperor's  bears  away 
The  honors  of  the  peace,  an  easy  prize !    ' 
He'll  weave,  forsooth,  into  his  flaxen  leeks 
The  olive  branch,  the  hard-earned  ornament 
Of  this  gray  head,  grown  gray  beneath  the  helmet. 

A?is.  That  shall  he  not,  while  we  can  hinder  it ! 
No  one,  but  thou,  who  hast  conducted  it     ^ 
With  fame,  shall  end  this  wat,  this  frightful  War. 
Thou  led'st  us  out  into  the  bloody  field  ' 
Of  death,  thou  andiio  other  shalt  conduct  us  home, 
Rejoicing  to  the  lovely  plains' of  peace-^ 
Shalt  share  wrlli  us  the  fruits  of  the  lon^  toil^— 

Wal.  What  ?  Think  you  then  at  length  in  late  old  age 
To  enjoy  the  fruits  of  toil  ?     Believe  it  not. 
Never,  no  never,  will  yon  see  the  end 
Of  the  contest  [  you  and  me,  and  all  of  ns. 
This  war  wilj  swallow  up  !     War,  war,  not  peace, 
Is  Austria's  wish ;  and  therefore,  because  I 
Endeavored  after  peace,  therefor^  I  fall.       ' 
For  what  cares  Austria,  how  long  the  war 
Wears  out  the  armies  and  lays  waste  the  world  ? 
8he  will  but  wax  and  grow  amid  the  min. 
And  still  win  new  domains. 

[The  Cuirassiers  express  agitettion  hy  their  gestures. 
Ye're  moved*— I  see 
A  noble  rage  flash  from  your  eye8>  ye  warriors !    ' . 
Oh  that  my  spirit  might  possess  you  now 
Baring  as  once  it  led  you  to  the  battle! 
Ye  would  stand  by  me  with  your  veteran  arms. 
Protect  me  m  lAy  rights ;  and  this  is  noble  1 
But  think  not  that  ^/n^ -can  accomplish  it,  - 
Your  scanty  number !  to  no  purpose  will  yMi 
Have  sacrificed  you  for  your  Greneral.  {  CmfiimitiMg. 
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No !  let  us  tread  teourelj,  seek  for.  iriends  ; 
The  Swedes  have  profiered  us  assistance,  let  us 
Wear  for  a  whiile  the  appearance- of  good-wiU, 
And  use  them  for  your  profit,  till  we  both 
Carry  the  fate  of  Europe  in  our  hands, 
And  from  oiir  camp  to  the  glad  jubilant  world 
Lead  Peace  forth  with  the  garland-  on  her  head  I 

Ans.  *-Tis  than  but  mere  appear ances  which  thou^ 
Dost  put'  on  with  the  Swede  ?     Thoult  not  betray 
The  Emperor  ?  '  Wilt  not  turn  ds  into  Swedes  ? 
This  is  the  only  thing  which  we  desice 
To  leAm  from  thee. 

Wal  What  care  I  for  the  Swedes  ? 

I  hate  them  as  I  hate  the  pit  of  hell, 
And  under  Providence  I  trust  right  soon 
To  chase  them  to  their  hemes  iicross'  their  Baltic. 
My  cares  are  only  for  the  whole  :  I  have 
A  heart— it  bleeds  within  me  for  the  miseiies 
And  piteous  groaning  of  my  feilow-  Germans.  - 

Ye  are  but  common  men,  but  yet  ye  think 
With  minds  not  common  ;  ye  appear  to  me 
Worthy  be&re  all  others,  that  I  whisper  ye 
A  little  word  or  two  in  confidence  1 
^e  now  !  already  for  fiill  fifteen  years. . 
The  war-torch  has  continued  burning,  yet   "  ^ 

No  rest,  no  pause  of  confiiet     Swede  and  German, 
Papist  and  Lutheran  !  neither  will  give  way^ 
To  the  other,  every  hand's  against  the  other. 
Each  one  is  party,  and  no  one  a  judge. 
Where  shall  this  end  ?    Where's  he  that  willlmraTel 
This  tangle,  ever  tangling  more  and  more: 
It  must  be  cut  asunder.  - 

I  feel  that  I  am  the  man  of  destiny. 
And  trust,  with  your  assistance,  to  accomj^h  it.      • 

Scene  IV. — To  these  enter  Sutler. 
But.  {passionately.)  General  I    This  is  not  right  J 
Wal  What  is  not  right?     -i 

But  It  must  needs  injure  us  with  all  honest  men. 
Wal  But  what? 
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BiU,  It  is  «a  t>pea  pr<>claaiatk>D 

Of  insurrection. 

Wal,  Well,  well— but  what  is  it  ? 

But.  Count  Tertsky's  regiments  tear  the  Irhperial  Eagle 
From  off  the  banners,  and  iustead  oi'  it,        , 
Have  reared  aloft  thy  arms.  v 

Ans.  (cdmipily  to  the  Cuira$d&rs.)  Right  about !     March  I 

Wal.  Cuised  be  this  counsel,  and  accursed  who  gave  it ! 

•  [To  the  CuirassierSr  who  are  retiring.  . 
Hah,  children,  halt !     Therc^'s  some  mistake  in  this ; 
Hark !~^I  will  punish  it  severely.     Stop! 
They  do  not  hear,  (to  Illo.)  Go  after  them,  assuce  them» 
And  bring  them  back  to  me,  cost  what  it  may.     [^Rlo  hurries  cut. 
This  hurls  us  headlong.     Butler  I  Butler  j 
Yon  are  my  evil  genius,  whefefore  must  you 
Announce  it  in  their  presence  ?  >   It  was  all- 
in  a  fair  way.     They  were  half  won;  those  madman. 

With  their  improvident  over^eadiness  :. .?       • 

A  cruel  game  is  Fortune  playing  with  me. 
The  zeal  of  friends  it  is  th^t  rtoes  me, 
And  not  the  hate  of  enemies. 

Scene  V. — To  these  enter  the  Duchess,  who  rushes  into  the 
Chamber.     T/iekla  ancl'tJie  Cauhtesis  foilow  her. 

Duch.  p,  Albrecbt \\ 

What  hast  thou  done  ? 

WaJ.  And  now  comes  this  beside. 

Coun.  Forgive  me,  brother !     It  was  not  in  my  power. 
They  know  all- 

Duch.  What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Coun.  {toTertsky.)  Is  there  no  hope?  ,  Is  all  lost  utterly? 

Ter.  All  lost: .  No  hope.     Fragile  in  the  Emperor's  hcudds. 
The  soldiery  have  ta'en- their  oathsr^anew. 

Coun.  That  lurking  hypocrite,  Octavio  ! 
Count  Max.  is  off  too^?  '  > 

Ter.      :  Where  eanfe  be?     H^'s 

Gone-over  to  the  Emperor  with  his  father.    . 

[  Theklaruihes  out  into  4he  arms  of  h^  mother,  hiding  her 
face  in  her  bosom. 
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ZhiQh.  {enfolding  her  in  herarm$^)  Uahtfppy  child !  ftnd  mote 

unhappy  mother !        . 
JVal.  {aside  to  Terisky.)  €laick!    Let  a  cariiage  stand  in, 
readiness 
In  the  court  behind  the  palace.     Sishearfenberg 
Be  their  attendant ;  he  is  faithful. to  us; 
To  Egra'  he'll  conduct  them,  and  we  follow. 

.  [To  IllOy  who  returns. 
Thou  hast  not  brought  them  back  ?  '    . 

Illo.  Hear'st.thou  the  uproar?. 

The  whole  corps  of  the  Paf^nhekners  is 
Drawn  out :  the  younger  PicColiomtuv 
Their  Colonel,  they  require  ;  £ox  they  affirm, 
That  he  is  in  the  palace  here,  a  prisoner  ; 
And  if  thou  do^t  not  iastantly  deliver  bim« 
They  will  find  means  to  free  him  with  the  sword.    . 

.        .      [AM  stand  amazed, 
Ter.  What  shall  we  make  of  this  ? 
Wed,  .  -.  ^  Saidlaotaol 

0  my  prophetic  he$rt !  heis^till  here. 

He  has  not  betrayed  jme — ^he  could  ^ot  hetray  me^ 

1  never  doubted  'of  it. 

Coui%.  If  he  be        »  .     > 

Still  here«  then  all  giOes  well ;  for  I  kaaw  wbat    ^ 

[Embracing  Thelda, 
Will  keep  him. here .fojrever; 

Ter,  It  can't  he* 

His  father  has  betrayed.  Xm,  ia  gone  over 
To  the  Emperor— ^the  son  copld  net  have  Tc&turei 
To  stay  behind.  .     ^  .  . 

Thek.  {her  eifs  fixed  on  tM  cfi^oir.).  Thercie  is  1 

Scene  VI. — To  these  enter  Max.  Plcqolomim, 

.    Max.  Yes  !  here  he  i?  I    I  can  endnre  no  longiMr  -.  • 
To  creep  on  tiptoe  round  thia  boase,  a«d  lurk   ^ 
In  ambush  for  a  favorable  m<Haatent.        ,  • 

This  loitering,  this  suspense  eJ^eeda  my  powers. 

[Advancing  to  Thakia,  who  has  thrown  hersdf  into  her 
mother's  arms,  ;     <     i 
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Tom  not  thine  eyes  away.    0  look  upon  me ! 
Confess  it  iieejy  before  all.     Fear  no  one. 
Let  who  will  hear  ^at  we  both  love  each  other. 
Wherefore  continue  to  conceal  it  ?     Secrecy 
Is  for  the  happy — misery,  hopeless  misery, 
Needeth  no  veil !     Beneath  a  thousand  suns 
It  dares  act  openly.  *^  •     ^ 

[He  observes  the  Countess  looking  on  Thekla  taith  eapres' 
sions  of  triumph. 

No,  lady!    No! 
Expect  not,  hope  it  not.     I  am. not  peine 
To  stay :  to  bid  farewell,  farewell  forever, 
For  this  I  come !     'Tis  oyer  1     I  must  leave  thee ! 
Thekla,  I  must — mud  leave  thee  I     Yet  thy  hatred 
Let  me.not  take  with  me.     I  pray  theor  grant  me 
One  look  of  sympathy,  pnly  one  look. 
Say  that  tho\i  dost  not. hate  me.     Say' it  to  me,  Thekla  ! 

[Grasps  her  hand 

0  God !  I  can  not' leave  this  spot — ^I  can  not — 
Can  not  let  go  this  hand.     O  tell  me,  Thekla ! 
That  thou  dost  sufier  with  me,  art  convinced 
That  I  can  not  act  otherwise.  , 

[Thekla,  avoiding  his  look,  points  with  her  hand  to'her 
father.     Max.  turns  round  to  the  Duke,  whom  he  had 
not  till  then  perceived. 
Thou  here  ?     It  was  not  thou,  whom  here  I  eoaght. 

1  trusted  never  more  to  have  beheld  thee. 
My  business  is  with  her  alone.     Here  will  I 
Eeceive  a  full  acquittel  from  this  heart — 
For  any  other  I  am  jio  more  concerned. 

Wal.  Think'stihou,  that  fool-like,  I  ^hall  let  thee  go. 
And  act  the  mock-magnanimous  with  thee  ? 
Thy  father  is  become  a  villain  to  me ;     . 
I  hold  thee  for  his  6on,^and  nothing  more  : 
Nor  to  no  purpose  shalt  thou  have  been  given 
Into  my  power.     Think  not^  that  I  Will  honor 
That  ancient  love,  which  so  remorselessly 
He  mangled.     They  are  now  past  by,  those  hours 
Of  friendship  and  fergivetiesB.     Hate  and  vengeanon 
Succeed — 'tis  now  their'turn— I  too  can  throw 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


THE  DSATH  OF  WALL1EKST9XN;    .  689 

All  feelings  of  the  man  aside^^-^an  ptove 
Myself  as  much  a  monster  as  thy  father ! 

Max.   (calmly.)  Thou  wilt  proceed  with  me,  as  thoa  hast 
power. 
Thou  know' St,  I  neither  bravo  nor  £»ar  thy  rage. 
What  has  detained  me  here,  that  too  thou  know'at.      : 

[Taking  Thekla  by  the  hand. 
See,  Duke  I     All — all  would  I  ha^e  owed  ta  thee, 
Would  have  received  from  thy  paternal  h^nd 
The  lot  of  blessed  spirits.    This  hast  thou 
Laid  waste  forever — ^that  concerns  not  thee. 
Indiffisrent  thou  tramplest  in  the  dust 
Tbeir  happiness,  who  most  are  thine.     The  god 
Whom  thou  dost  serve,  is  no  benignant  deity. 
Like  as  the  blind  irreconcilable 
Fierce  elemtent,  incapable  of  compact, 
Thy  heart's  wild  impulse  only  dost  then  follow.* 

Wbl.  Thou  art  describing  thy  own  fkther's  hea^rt.     v 
The  adder!  0,  the  charms  of  hell  o'erpowered  me. 
He  dwelt  within  me,  to  my  inmost  soul 
Still  to  and  fro  he  passed,  shspecte4 never! 
On  the  wide  ocean,  in  the  starry  heaven^ 
Did  mine  eyes  seek  the  enemyr  whom  I* 
In  my  heart's  heart  had  folded  I     Had  I  been 
To  Ferdinand  what  Octavio  was  to  Iwecv 
War  had  I  ne'er  denounced  against  him. .  N[o, ' 
I  never.could  have  done  it.     The  Emperor  was 
My  austere  master  only,  not  my  friend.- 
•  There  wm  already  war  'twixt  him  and  met  • 
When  he  delivered  the  GommandA-'s  i»taff 
Into  my  hands ;  for  there's  a  Batural  :     . 

Unceasing  war  'twixt  cunning  and  suspicion ; 
Peace  exists  only  betwixt  eoniidenoe 

And  fa:ith.     Who  poisons  confidence,  he  murdeiis  .  :    • 

Tbe  future  generations 

Max.  1  will  not 

Defend  my  father.     "Woe  is  me,  I  can  not ! 
Hard  deeds  and  luckless  have'ta'en  place,  one  erime 

*  I  have  here  ventured  to  omit  a  considerable  number  Of  lines,  which  it 
-IS  difficult  to  belieTe  that  So&iller  cotdd  have  writte.  . 
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Drag!  aflei  it  the  other  in  daw  link. 
But  we  are  innocent :  how  have  we  faUen 
lute  thia  ciieLe  of  mirii&p  and  guilt  ? 
To  whom  have  we  been  faithless  ?     Where£>re  must 
The  evil  deeda  and  guilt  lecii^rQcal 
Of  our  two  fadien  twine  like  BQip|»its  rpund  ua? 
Why  must  our  fathers' 
Unconquerable  hate  tend  na-aiiuidec; 
Who  love  each  other  ? 

Wal.  '   Max.,  remain  with  me.       ^ 

Go  you  not  from  me,  Max,  i  •  Uark !  I  will  tell  thee— 
How  w)ien  at  Prague,  our  winter  quarter^,  thou 
Wert  brought  into  my  tent  a  tender  boy, 
Not  yet  accustomed  to  the  Gerzzuin  winters;  , 
Thy  hand  was  frozen  to  the  heavy  colors ; 
Thou  wouldst  not  let  them  go. — 
At  that  time  did  I  take  thee  ia  my  anna, 
And  with  my  mantle  did  I  oover  thee.; 
I  was  thy  nurse,  no  woman  could  have  been 
A  kinder  to  thee ;  I  was  not  ashamied 
To  do  for  thee  all  little  offieea» 
However  strange  to  me  ;  X  tended  thee   . 
Till  life  returned ;  and  when  thii^e  eyes  first  opened, 
I  had  thee  in  my  arms,     ^ace  then,  when  have  I 
Altered  my  feelings  t' wards  thee  )    Many  thousands 
Have  I  made  rich,  presented  them  with  lands  ; 
Rewarded  them  with  dignitiissand  honors ;.     . 
Thee  have  I  laved :  my  heart,  .my  self,  I  gave 
To  thee  I     They  were  all  nlteo/i :  Tifou  wert 
Our  child  and  inmate.*'    Mikx.4  thoui^siist  not  leaye  me; 
It  ean  not  be ;  I  may  not,  wiU  not  thiak 
That  Max.  can  leaved  ine. 

Moan,  Omy^Credi    .: 

Wai.  .\     I  have 

*  This  10  a  poor  and  inadequate  trauBUtion  of  the  affecticmate  simplicity 
of  the  original  :-^  . 

«      Sie  alle  wweo  FremdlingQ^  J>u  warst . 
Das  kind  des  Hauses. 

lBde«ith«  whole  sp«Mhumtiieb€it«i7k<tfMsssiDg«r.   0  si  iio  onain  I 
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Hdd  and  sustained  tbee  from  thytoMrlng  childhood. 

What  holy  bond  is  there  of  natura)  love, 

What  human  tie^  that  does  not  knit  thee  to  me  ? 

I  love  thee,  Max. !     What  did  thy  father  for  thee, 

Which  I  too  have  pot  done,  to  the  heigl^t  of,  duty ; 

Go  hence,  forsake  me,  serve  thy  Emperor ; 

He  will  reward  thee  with  a  pretty  chain   . 

Of  gold  i  with  his  ram's  fleece  will  he  reward  thee ; 

For  that  the  friend^  the  father  of  thy  youth, , 

For  that  the  holiest  feeling  of  humanity. 

Was  nothing  worth  to  thee.^ 

Max.  0  God  !  how  caji  I 

Do  otherwise  ?     Am  I  not,  forced  to  do  it  ? 
My  oath — ^my  duty—honor — : 

Wal.  .    ^^  How?     Thy  duty? 

Duty  to  whom  ?     Who  art  thou  ?     Max. !  bethink  th^e 
What  duties  mayst  thcni  have  ?     If  I  am  acting 
A  criminal  part  toward  the  Emperor, 
It  is  my  crime,  not  thine.     Bost  thou  belong 
To  thine  own  self  ?     Art  thoU  thi«e  pwa  commander  ? 
Stand'st  thou,  like  me,,  a  freeman  in  the  world, 
That  in^thy  actions  thou  shouldst  plead  free  agency? 
On  me  thou'rt  jJ^anted;  1  am  thy  Emperor ; 
To  obey  mey  to  belong  to  me,  this  is 
Thy  honor,  this  a  law  of  nature  to-  thee  ! 
And  if  the  planet,  on  the  which  thou  liv'st 
And  hast. thy  dw:elling,  from  its  prbi.t  s^tarts,^ 
It  is  not  in  thy  choice,  whether  or  no    : 
Thou'lt  follow  it  ;-^Hnfelt  it  whirls  thee  onwa*d^ 
Together  with  his  ring  anfl  all  his  moons.  -  " 

With  little  guilt  stepp*st  thou  into  this  contest. 
Thee  will  the  world  not  censure,  it  Will  praise  thee. 
For  that  thou  held'st  thy  friend  more  worth  to  thee 
Than,  names  and  influences  more  removed.  "  -    • 

For  justice  is  the  virtue  of  the  ruler,  *  /  * 

Affection  and  fidelity  the  subject's. 
Not  every  one  doth  it  beseem  to  quef^tion 
The  far-off  high  Arcturus.     Most  securely 
Wilt  thou  pursue  the  nearest  duty — let  • 
The  pilot  £x  his  eye  upon  the  pole-«tftr. 
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ScBHE  VII.-s-7b  these  enter  Neumann, 

Wal.  What  now  ? 

Neu.  The  Pappenheimers  are  dismounted, 

And  are  advancing  now  on  foot,  determined 
With  sword  in  hand  to  storm  the  house,  and  free 
The  Count,  their  colonfel. 

Wed.  (to  Tertsky.)  Have  the  cani^on  planted. 
I  will  receive  them  with  chain-shot.  [JSxit  Tertsky. 

Prescribe  to  me  with  sword  in  hand  !     Go,  Neumann ! 
*Tis  my  command  that  they  retreat  this  moment, 
And  in  their  ranks  in  silence  wait  my  pleasure. 

^Neumann  exit.     Bio  steps  to  the  loindoto, 

Coufi.     Let  him  go,  I  entreat  thee,  let  him  go. 

Hlo,  (at  the  ipindow.)  Hell  and  perdition ! 

Wal,  What  is  it? 

Illo.  They  scale  the  council-house,  the  roofs  uncovered. 
They  level  at  this  house  the  cannon 

Max.  Madmen ! 

Illo.  They  are  making  preparations  now  to  fire  on  us. 

Duch.  and  Court.  Merciful  Heaven  ! 

Max.  (to  Wallenstein.)  Let  me  go  to  them ! 

Wal.  '  Not  a  step! 

Max.  (pointing  to  Thekla  and  the  Duchess!)  But  their  lifcl 
Thine! 

Wal.  What  tidings  bring'st  thou,  Tertsky  ? 

Scene  YIH. — To  these  Tertsky  (returning). 

Ter.  MedMgi^nd  greeting  from  our  faithful  reg'ments. 
Their  ardor  may  nd^opger  be  curbed  in. 
They  entreat  permission  to  commence  th'  attack, 
Arid  if  thou  wouldst  but  give  the  word  of  onset. 
They  could  now  charge  the  enemy  in  rei^r, 
Into  the  city  wedge  them,  and  with  ease 
O'erpower  them  in  the  narrow  streets. 

Illo.  .0  come  I 

Let  not  their  ardor  cool.     Th^  soldiery 
Of  Butler's  corps  stand  by  us  faithfully ; 
We  are  the  greater  number.     Let  us  charge  them« 
And  finish  here  in  Pilsen  the  revolt. 
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Wal.  What  ?  shall  thig  town  beeofue  a  field  of  slaughter, 
And  brothei^killiiig  discord,  fire-eyed, 
Be  let  loose  through  its  streets  to  roam  and  rage  ? 
Shall  4be  decision  be  delivered  over 
To  deaf  remoneless  rage,  that  hears  no  leader  ? 
Here  is  not  room  for  battle,  only  for  butchery^ 
Well,  let  it  be  !     I  have  long  thought  of  it, 
So  let  it  burst  then !  [Turns  to  Maz^ 

Well,  how  is  it  with  thee  ? 
Wilt  thou  attempt  a  heat  with  me  ?     Away  I 
Thou  art  free  to. go.     Oppose  thyself  to  me, 
Front  against  front,  and  lead  them  to  the  battle  ; 
Thou'rt  skilled  in  war,  thou  hast  learned  somewhat  under  me, 
I  need  not  be  ashamed  of  my  opponent. 
And  never  hadst  thou  fairer  opportunity 
To  pay  me  for  thy  schooling. 

Coun,  Is  it  then, 

Can  it  have  come  to  this  ? — ^What !  Cousin  1  Cousin  I 
Have  you  the  heart  ? 

Max.  The  regiments  that  are  trusted  to  my  care 
I  have  pledged  my  troth  to  bring  away  from  Pilsen 
True  to  the  Emperor,  and  this  promise  wUl  I 
Make  good,  or  perish.     More  than  this  no  duty 
Requires  of  me.     I  will  not  fight  against  thee» 
Unless  compelled  ;  for  though  an  enemy, 
Thy  head  is  holy  to  me  still. 

[Tioo  reports  of  cannon,     Illo  and  Tertsh/ hurry  to  the 
vnndow* 

iVdl,  What's  that? 

Ter,  He  fallp. 

Wed.  '         .       •      Falls!    Who?' 

lUo,  Tiefenbach's  corps 

Discharged  the  ordnance. 

Wal,  Upon  whom  ? 

Illo.  On  Neumann, 

Your  messenger. 

Wal,  (starting  up.)  Hal  Death  and  hell !     I  will— 

Ter.  Expose  thyself  to  their  Wind  firenzy  ?  .    . 

Duch.  and  Coun,  No! 

For  God*a  sake,  no ! 
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lUo,  Kot  yet,  ray  General! 

Caun,  0,  hold  him !  hold  him ! 

Wal,  Leare  me— — 


Max,  -Do  it  xiot ,  | 

Not  yet !     This  rash  and  bloody  deed  has  thrown  them  | 

Into  a  frenzy-fit— allow  them  time 

Wal.  Away !  too  long  already  have  I  loitered. 
They  are  emboldened  to  these  outrages, 
Beholding  not  my  face.     They  shall  behold  ^ 
My  countenance,  shall  hear  my  voice- 
Are  they  not  my  troops  ?     Am  I  not  their  Genesal> 
And  their  long-feared  commander !     Let  me  see 
Whether  indeed  they  do  no  longer  know 
That  countenance,  which  was  their  sun  ii^  battle ! 
From  the  balcony,  (mark  I)  I  show  myself 
To  these  rebellious  forces,  and  at  once 
RcToU  is  mounded,  and  the  high^woln  current 
Shrinks  back  into  the  old  bed  of  obedience.  - 

[Exit  WallensUin;  Jllo,  Tertsky,  mid  Butler  foUow. 

Scene  IX. — Countess^  Duchess,  Max.  atid  TheJda. 

Coun.  (to  the  Duchess.)  Let  them  but  see  \am — ^there  is  hope, 
still,  sister. 

Duch.  Hope !  I  have  none !  ' 

Max.  {who  during  the  last  scene  has  been  standing  at  a  dis* 
tance,  in  a  visible  struggle  offeeUng^  advances,) 
This  can  I  not  endure. 
With  most  determined  soul  did  I  come  hither, 
My  purposed  action  seemed  unblamable 
To  my  own  conscience — and  I  must  stand  here  ' 

Like  one  abhorred,  a  hard  inhuman  being  ; 
Yea,  loaded  with  the  curse  of  all  I  love  ! 
Must  see  all  whom  I  love  in  this  sore  anguish, 
Whom  I  with  one  word  can  make  happy — ^0  ! 
My  heart  revolts  within  me,  and  two  voices 
Make  themselves  audible  within  my  boSom* 
My  soul's  benighted;  I  no  longieT  can- 
Diatinguish  the  right  track.     0  well  and  truly 
Bidst  thou  say,  father,  I  relied  too  much 
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On  my  own  henrt.    Hy  mind  maves  to  and  fro^—     v 
I  know  not  what  to  do.  • 

Coun,  What?  you  know  not? 

Does  not  your  own  heart  tell  you  ?     Oh !  then  I 
Will  tell  it  you.     Your  father  is  a  traitor, 
A  fiightful  traitor  to  us— he  has  plotted 
Against  our  General's  life,  has  plunged^  U0  all 
In  misery— ^«nd  you're  his  son !    -Tis  yours 
To  make  the  atneHds — ^Make  you  the  son's  fidelity 
Outweigh  the  ikther's  treason,  that  the  name 
Qf  Piccolomini  be  not  a  proves)^ 
Of  infamy,  a  common  fbrm^ofioarsing 
To  the  posterity  of  Wallenstein. 

Max.  Where  is  that  voice  of  truth  which  I  dare  fellow  ? 
It  speaks  no  longer  in  my  kearir    W<9  qJU 
But  utter  what  our  passionate  wishes  dictate : 
O  that  an  angel  would  descend  from  Heaven, 
And  scoop  for  me  the  right,  the  uncorrupted,  • 
With  a  pure  hand  from  the  pure  fount  of  Light. 

[Itis  €ye$  glance-on  Thekla. 
What  other  angel  seek  I  ?  •    To  this  heart. 
To  this  unerring  heart,  wiU  I  submit  it. 
Will  a^  thy  love,  which  has  the  pcfwer  to  bli^ss 
The  happy  man  alone,  averted  ever  . 

From  the  disquieted  and  gwltj^-^canst  thou 
Still  love  me  if  I  stay  ?     Say  that  thou  canst, 
And  I  am  the  Duke's 

Coun.  Think,  nieoe— — 

Max.  Think  nothing,  Theklal 

Speak  what  ikaoMfeeUst. 

Coun.  '        Think  upon  your  father. 

Maoi.  I  did  not  question  thee  as  Friedland's  daughter. 
Thee,  the  beloved  and  the  unerring  god 
Within  thy  heart,  I  question.  >  What's  at  stake  ? 
Not  whether  diadem  pi  royalty 
Be  to  be  won  or  not — ^that  mightst  thou  think  on. 
Thy  friend,  and  Ats  soul's  quiet,  are  at  stake ; 
The  fortune  of  a  thousand  gallant,  men, 
Who  will  all  follow  me  ;  sl^all  I  fowwear 
My  oath  and  duty  to  the  Empeiikr  ? 
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S&y,  shall  I  send  into  Ootavio*s  camp 

The  parricidal  ball  ?     For  when  the  ball 

Has  left  its  cannon,  and  is  on  its. flight, 

It  is  no  longer  a  dead  instrument ! 

It  lives,  a  spirit  passes  into  it, 

The  avenging  furies  seize  possessi^m  of  it, 

And  with  sure  maliee 'guide  it  the  worst  way. 

Thek,  0  I  Max 

Max.  {iftUrrUpting  her.}  Nay,  not  precipitately  either,  Thdda. 
I  understand  thee.  '  To  thy  noble  heart, 
The  hardest  duty  might  appear  the  highest. 
The  human,  not  the  great  part,  would  I  act. 
Ev'n  from  my  childhood  to  this  present  hour, 
Think  what  the  Duke  has  done  for  me,  how  loved  -me. 
And  think  too,  how  my  father*  has  repaid  him: 
O  Hkewise  the  free  lovely  impulses   - 
Of  hospitaUty,  the  pious  friend's 

Faithful  attachment,  these  too  are  a  holy  ^ 

Religion  to  the  heart ;  and  heavily 
The  i^udderings  of  nature  do  avenge 
Themselves  on  the  barbarian  tht£t  insults  them. 
Lay  all  upon  the  balance,  all-^theu  speak, 
And  let  thy  heart  decide  it. 

llhek.  0,  thy  own 

Hath  long  ago  decided.     Follow  thou 
Thy  heart's  first  feeling — -^ 

Coun.  Oh  !  ill-fated  woman  ! 

Thek.  Is  it  possible  that  thflit  pan  be  the  right, 
The  which  thy  tender  heart  did  not  at  first 
Detect  and  seize  with  instant  impulse  ?     Go, 
Fulfil  thy  duty !  I  should  ever  love  thee. 
Whate'er  thou  ha[dst  chosen,  thou  wouldst  still  have  acted 
Nobly  and  worthy  of  thee— -but  repentance 
Shall  ne'er  d&tuib  thy  soul's  fair  peace. 

Max.  Then  I 

Must  leave  thee,  must  part  from  th^  ! 

Thek.  .  Being  faithful 

To  thine  own  self,  thou  art  faithful  too  to  me  : 
If  our  fates  part,  our  hearts  remain  united. 
A  bloody  hatred  will  divide  forever 
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The  houses  Piocolomini  and  Friedlaud ; 

But  ^we  belong  not  to  our  houses — Gb  ! 

Cluick !  quick  !  and  sepaxate  thy  nghteGi|^  (iause 

From  our  unholy  and  unblessed  one ! 

The  curse  of  Heaven  lies  up^i  our  head : . 

'Tia  dedicate  to  ruin.     Even  me 

My  fathered  guilt  drags  with  it  to  perdition. 

Mourn  not  for  me  : 

My  destiny  will  quickly  he  decided. 

[Max.  clasps  her  in  hi»  arms  in  extreme  emorion.     There 
.  is  heard  from  behind- the  Scene  a  loud,  uoild,  long  con- 
tinued cry  i  Vivat  Ferdiftandus  !  accompanied  by  war- 
like instruments.     Max.  and  Thelda  remain  ufithout 
motion  in  each  other's  embraces. 

Scene  X.— ^o  these  enter  Tertsky. 

Coun.  {meeting  him.)  What  meant  that'cry  ?    What  was  it  ? 

Ter.  All  is  lost  t         - 

Coun.  What!  they  regarded  not  his  oountenaiiee? 

Ter.  Twas  all  in  vain. 

Duch.  They  shouted  Yivat ! 

Ter.  To  the  Emperor.  >  ^ 

Coun.  The  traitors ! 

Ter.  Nay !  he  was  not  once  permitted 

Even  to  address  them.     Soon  as  he  began. 
With  deafening  noise  of  :^arlike  instruments 
They  drowned  his  words.     But  here*^  he  comes. 

Scene  XI. — To  these  enter  Wcdlenstein,  accorripanied^by Jllo 
and  Butler.  ^ 

Wai.  (as  he  enters.)  Tertdiy!  -  ' 

Ter.  My  General  ? 

Wal.  Let  our  regiments  hold  themselves 

In  readiness  to  march  ;  for  we  i^all  leave 
Pilsen  ere.  evening.  [^Exit  Tertsky. 

Butler  J 

But.  Yes,- my  General. 

TFoZ.  The  Governor  at  £gm  is  your  friend 
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And  countrymaa.  '  Write  to  him  iastaatly 
By  a  post-courier.     He  must  be  advised, 
That  we  are  with  him^rly  on  the  morrow. 
You  follow  us  yourself,  your  regiment  with  you. 
But,  It  shall  be  done,  my  General  1 
Wal.  {steps  between  Max,  and  Thekla,  toko  have  remained 

in  each  other* s  arms  during  thistifne  !)  Pftrt  I 
Max.  OGod! 

[  Cuirassiers  ent^  unth  drawn  staards,  and.  assemble  in 
the  back-grounds    At  the  same  time  there  are  heard 
from  below  some  spitited  passages  out  of  the  Pappen- 
heim  Mar<^y  wJdch  seem  to  address  Max. 
Wal.  {to  the  Cuirassiers.y  Here  he^is,  he  is  at  liberty :  I  keep 
him 
No  longer. 

[He  turns  atcay,  and  stands  so  that  Max.  can  not  pass 
by  him  nor  approach  the  Princess. 
Max.  Thou  know'st  that  I  have  not  y^t  learnt  to  live 
Without  thee  !     I  go  forth  into  a  desert, 
Leaviog  my  all  behind  me.     0  do  not  tum- 
Thine  eyes  away  from  me !     0  once  more  show  me 
Thy  ever  dear  and  honored  countenance. 

[Max.  attempts. to  take  his  hand,  but  is  repelled;  he 
turns  to  the  Countess. 
Is  there  bo  eye  that  'has  a  look,  of*  pity  for  me  ? 
[The  Countess  turns  atoay Jrom  him;  he  turns  to  the  Duchess. 
My  mother ! 

Duch.  Go  where  duty  calls  you*    Haply 
The  time  may  come,  when  you  may  prove  to  us 
A  true  friend,  a  good  angel  at  ^e.  throne 
Of  the  Emperor. 

Max.  You  give  me  hope  ;  you  would  not 

Suffer  me  wholly  to  dedpair.     No  I  no  i 
Mine  is  a  certain  misery — thanks  to  Heaven 
That  ofiers  lae  a  means  offending  it. 

[  The  military  music  begim  again.     The  Stage ^Gs  more 
and  fnore  tenth  armed  men.    Max.  sees  Butler  and 
addresses  him. 
And  you  here,  Colonel  Butl^r-«and  will  you 
Not  follow  me  ?     Well*,  then  V  r^maisL  more  faithful 
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To  your  new  lord,  than  you  have  proved  yourself 
To  the  Emperor.     Come,  Butler  '  promise  me. 
Give  nie  your  hand  upon  it,  that  you'll  be 
The  gitardiari  of  his  life,  its  shield,  its  watchman. 
<He  is  attainted,  and. his  prirtoely  head 
Fair  booty  for  each  slave  that  trades  in  murder. 
Now  he  doth  need  the  faithful  eye  of  ftieadship, 
Aad  those  whom  here  I  soe  ■  ■■ 

[Casting  suspicious  looks  on  lllo  and 'BtUUi . 
Illo.  Gro — fifeek  for  tcaitoxs 

la  Galas',  in  your  father's  quarters.     Here 
Is  only  one.     Away  !  away  !  and  free  ub 
From  his  detested  sight !     Awiiy  I 

IMax,  attempts  once  more  to  approach  Thekla-     Wc^Uen^ 
stein  prevents  him.     Max.  stands  irresdtUe,  and  in 
apparent  afnguish.     In  the  mean  time  tJie  sta^e  JUh 
more  and  more ;'  and  the  laorns  sound  from  below 
louder  and  louder ^  and  each  time  after  a  short  inters 
vol. 
Maao.  Blow,  blow !     0  were  it  but  the  Swedish  traii(i]^etB^ 
And  all  the  naked  swords  whiclr'I  see  here, 
Were  plunged  into  my  breast !     What  purpose  you  ? 
You  coi^e  to  teaur  me  from  this  place !     Beware, 
Ye  drive  me  not  to  desperation. — Do  it  not  1 ' 
Ye  may  repeat  it !  [  The  stage  is  entirely  filled  tvith  armed  men. 
Yet  more  !  weight  -upon  weight  to  drag  me  down  i 
Thijok  what  ye're  doing.     It  is  not  well  done 
To  choose  a  man  despairing  for  your  leader  ;    " 
You  tear  me  from  my  happiness.     Well,  then, 
I  dedicate  your  souls  to  vengeance.     Msirk  ! 
For  your  own  ruin  you  have  chosen  me  : 
Who  goes  with  me  ittust  be  prepared  to  perish. 

[fle  turns  to  the  background;  there  ensttes  a  Sudden  and 
violent  nuyoemeht  among  the  Cuirassiers  ;  they  surround 
him,  and  carry  him  off  in  fvild  tumuU.  Wallenstein 
remains  immovaMe.  Thekla  sinks  into  her  mother's 
arms.  The  curtain  falls.  The  music  becomes  loud'and 
overpowering y  and  passes  into  a  complete  toar^march^^ 
the  orchestra  joins  it — and  continues  during  the  inters 
vol  between  the  second  and  third  Act, 
VOL.  vn.  2  E 
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ACT  in. 

,       Scene  L—^The  Buxgfmaster's  House  at  Egra. — Butler. 

But.  (just  arrived.)  Here' then  he  is,  by  his  destiny  ecmducted. 
Here,  Friedland !  and  no  farther !     From  Bohemia 
Thy  meteor  rose,  traversed  the  sky  awhile, 
And  here  upon  the  borders  of  Bohemia 
Must  sink. 

Thou  hast  forsworn  the  ancient  colors, 
Blind  man !  yet  trustest  t&  thy  anci^it  fortunes. 
Profaner  of  the  altar  and  the  hearth, 
Against  thy  Emperor  and  fellow-citizens 
Thou  mean'st  to  wage  the  war.     Friedland,  be^faren — 
The  evil  spirit  of  revenge  impels  thee — 
Beware  thou,  that  revenge  destroy  thee  not  I 

Scene  ll.-^Jiutl&r  and  Gordon. 

Got.  Is  it  you  ? 
How  my  heart  sinks  !     The  Duke  a  fugitive  traitcnr  I 
His  princely  head,  attainted !     Q  my  Grod ! 

But.  You  have  received  the  lettei  which  I  sent  you 
By  a  post-courier  ? — 

Gfon  Yes  I  and  in  obedience  to  it 

Opened  the  stronghold  to  him  without  scruple. 
For  an  imperial  letter  orders  me 
To  follow  your  commands  implicitly. 
But  yet  forgive  me ;  when  even  now  I  saw 
The  Duke  himself^  my  scruples  recommenced. 
For  truly,  not  like  an  attainted  man, 
Into  this  town  did  Friedland  make  his  eAtranee ; 
His  wonted  majesty  beamed  from  bis  brow. 
And  calm,  as  in  the  days  when  all  was  right, 
Bid  he  receive  from  me  the  accounts  of  office ; 
'Tis  said,  that  fallen  pride  learns  condescension: 
But  sparing  and  with  dignity  the  Duke 
Weighed  every  syllable  of  approbation, 
As  masters  praise  a  servant  who  has  dbne 
His  duty,  and  no  more.    ~ 
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But,  Tis  all  precisely 

As  I  related  in  my  letter.     Friedland 
Has  sold  the  army  to  the  enemy, 
And  pledged  himself  to  give  up  Prague  and  Bgra. 
On  this  report  the  legiments  all  forsook  him, 
The  five  excepted  that  belong  to  Tertsky, 
And  which  have  followed  him  as  thou  hast  seen.  .  ,     " 

The  sentence  of  attainder  is  passed  on  him, 
And  every  loyal  subject  is  required 
To  give  him  in  to  justice,  dead  or  living. 

Gor.  A  traitor  to  thi3  Emperor — such  a  noble  J 
Of  such  high  talents  I     What  is  "human  greatness  ! 
I  often  said,  this  can't  end  happily. 
His  might,  his  greatness,  and  this  obiBcure  power, 
Are  but  a  covered  pit-fall.     The  human  being 
May  not  be  trusted  to  self-government. 
The  clear  and  written  law,  the  deep-trod  footmarks 
Of  ancient  custom,  are  all  necessary    , 
To  keep  him  in  the  road  of  faith  and  duty. 
The  authority  intrusted  to  this  man 
Was  unexampled  and  unnatural :  •  ^ 

It  placed  him  on  a  level' with  his  lEmperor, 
Till  the  proud  soul  unlearned  submission.     Woe  is  me ; 
I  mourn  for  him !  for  where  he  fell,  I  deem 
Might  none  stand  firm.     Alas  !  dear  General, 
We  in  our  lucky  mediocrity 
Have  ne'er  experienced,  can  not  calculate. 
What  dangerous  wishes  such  a  height  niay  breed 
In  the  heart  of  such  a  man. 

But,  Spare  your  laments' 

Till  he  need  sympathy :  for  at  this  present 
He  is  stUl  mighty,  and  still  formidable. 
The  Swedes  advance  to  Egra  by  forced  marches, 
And  quickly  will  the  junction  be  accomplished. 
This  must  not  be  I     The  Duke  must  never  leave 
This  stronghold  on  free  footing ;  for  I  have 
Pledged  life  and  honor  here  to  hold  him  prisoner, 
And  your  assistance* 'tis  on  which  I  caknlate. 

Chr.  0  that  I  had  not  lived  to  tfee  this  day  [ 
From  his  hand  I  received  this  dignity, 
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He  did  himself  intrust*  this  stronghold  to  me, 
.Which  I  am  now  required  to  make,  his  dungeon. 
We  subalterns  have  no  will  of  our  own  ; 
The  free,  the  mighty  man  alone  may  listea 
To  the  fair  impulse  of  his  human  nature. 
Ah  !  we  are  but  the  poor  tools  of  the. law, 
Obedience  the  soU, virtue  we  dar.e  aim  at !  - 

But,  Nay,  let  it  not  afflict  you,  th4t  your  power 
Is  circumscribed.  *  Much  liberty,  much  error  I 
The  narrow  path  of.  duty  is  securest. 

Gor,  And  all  then  have  deserted  him,  you  say  ? 
He  has  built  up  the.  luck  of  many  thousands ;     ^ 
For  kingly  was  his  spirit :  his  full  hand 
Was  evei  open !     Many  a  opie  from  dust 

[With  a  side  glance  on.  BtUUr. 
Hath  he  selected  from  the  very  Ay^U 
Hath  raised  him  into  dignity  and  honor. 
And  yet  no  friend,  not  one  friend  hath  he  purchased. 
Whose  heart  beats  true,  tp  him  in  4he  ^vil  hour. 

But,  Here^s  one,  I  see. 

€ror,      '  I  have  enjoyed  from  him 

No  grace  or  favor.  ^  I  could  almost  douht, 
If  ever  in  his  greatness  he  once  thought  on 
vAn  old  friend  of  his  youth.     For  still  my  offioe 
Kept  me  at  distance  from  hica ;  and  when  first    - 
He  to  this  citadel  appointed  me, 
He  was  sincere  and  serious  ip  his  duty. 
I  do  not  then  abuse  his  confidence, 
If  I  preserve  my  fealty  in  that 
Which  to  my  fealty  was  first  delivered. 

But,  Say,  then,  will  you  fulfil  the  attainder  on  him  ? 

Gor,  (pauses,  reflecting,  thm  <w  in  deep  defection.)  If  it  b* 
so— if  all  be  a$^  yon  «ay-^ 
If  heVe  betrayed  the  Emperor,  his  master. 
Have  sold  the  troops,  harve  purposed  to  deliver 
The  strongholds  of  the  couittiy:  to  the  enemy^— 
Yea,  truly ! — there  is  no*  redemption  for  him  I 
Yet  it  is  hard,  that  me  the  lot  should  destine 
To  be  the  instrument  of  hia  perdition; 
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For  we  were  pages  at  the  court  of  Bergau 
At  the  same  period  ;  but  I  was  the  senior. 

JBut.  I  have  heard  so 

Got,  Tis  full  thirty  years  since  then 

A  youth  who  scarce  had  seen  his  twentieth  year 
Was  Wallenstein,  when  he  and  I  were  friends  : 
Yet  even  then  he  had  a  daring  soul : 
His  frame  of  mind  was  serious  and  severe 
Beyond  his  years  r  his  dreams  were  of  great  oli^eotfl. 
He  walked  amidst  us  of  a  silent  spirit. 
Communing  with  himself:  yet  i  have. known  him 
Transported  on  a  sudden  into  utterance 
Of  strange  conceptions ;  kindling  into  splendor  ^ 
His  soul  revealed  itself,  and  he  spake  so 
That  we  looked  round  perplexed  upon  each  otker, 
Not  knowing  whether  it  were  craziness, 
Or  whether  it  were  a  god  that  sp(^e  in  him. 

Sut.  But  was  it  where  he  fbll  two  story  high 
From  a  window-ledge,  on  which  he  had  fallen  asleep ; 
And  rose  up  free  from  injury  ?     From  this  day 
(It  is  reported)  he  betrayed  clear  marks  ^ 

Of  a  distempered  fanoy.  % 

Gar.  He  beeame 

Doubtless  HKHre  self-enwrapt  and  melaiieholy : 
He  made  himself  a  Cathc^io.     Marvellously 
His  marvellous  preservation  had  transformed  him. 
Thenceforth  lie  held  himself  for  an  exempted 
And  privileged  being,  and,  as  if  he  were 
Incapable  of  dizziness  or  fall, 
He  ran  along  the  imsteady  iDope  of  life. 
But  now  our  destinies  drove  vl9  asunder : 
He  paced  with  rapid  step  the  way  of  greatness, 
Was  Count,  and  Prince,  Duke-regent,  and  Diotatoy, 
And  now  is  all,  all  this  too  little  for  htm ;  • 
He  stretches  forth  his  hands  for  a  king's  crown, 
And  plunges  in  imfathomable  ruin. 

JBut.  No  more,  he  comes. 
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Scene  III. —  To  these  enter  Wallenstein,  in  conversation  mth 

the  Burgomaster  of  Egra. 
r 
Wdl.  You  were  at  one  time  n  free  town.     I  see. 

Ye  bear  the  half  eagle  in  your  city  arms. 

Why  the  half  eagle  only  ? 

B.urg.  We  were  -free, 

But  for  these  last  two  hun<lred  years  has  Egra 
Remained  in  pledge  to  the  Bohemian  crown, 
Therefore  we  bear  the  half  eagle,  the  other  half 
Being  cancelled  till  the  empire  ransom  us, 
If  ever  that  should  be. 

Wed.  Ye  merit  freedom. 

Only  be  firm  and  dauntless.     Lend  your  ears 
To  no  designing  whispering  eourt-ini|iions. 
What  may  yonr  imposts  be  ?      .       • 

Burg,  So  heavy  that 

We  totter  under  th^a.     The  garrison 
Lives  at  our  costs. 

Wal.  I  wiU  relieve  you.     Tell  me, 

There  are  some  Protestants  among  you  still  ? 

^  [The  Burgomaster  hesitates. 

Yes,  yes ;  I  know  it.     Many  lie  concealed 
Within  these  walls — Confess  now — ^you  yoi»self — 

[Fixes  his  eye  on  him.     The  Burgomaster  alarmed 
Be  not  alarmed.     I  hate  the.  Jesuits.  ' 

Could  my  will  have  determijied  it,  they  had 
Been  long  ago  expelled  the  empire*     Trust  me — 
Mass-book  or  Bible — 'tis  all  one  to  me. 
Of  that  the  world  has  had  sufficient  proof. 
I  built  a  church  for  the  reformed  in  Glogan  , 
At  my  own  instance.     Hark'ee,  Burgomaster ! 
What  is, your  name  ? 

Biirg.  Pachhalbel,  may  it  plea^  you. 

Wal.  Hark'ee! 

But  let  it  go  no  further,  what  I  now 
Disclose  to  you  in  confidence. 

[Laying  his  handjm  the  Burgomaster's  shwdder,  tcith  a 
certain  solemnity. 

The  times 
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Draw  near  to  their  fulfilment,  Burgomaster  !* 

The  high  will  fall,  the  low  will  be  exalted. 

Hark'ee  1     But  keep  it  to  yourself !     The  end 

Approaches  of  the  Spajaish  double  monarchy — 

A  new  arrai^ement  is  at  hand.     You  saw 

The  three  n^oons  that  appeared  at  once  in  the  Heaven. 

Burg.  With  wonder  and  affright ! 

Wal,  Whereof  did  two 

Strangely  tran8iK>rm  themselves  to  bloody  daggers, 
And  only  one,  the  middle  moon,  remained 
Steady  and  clear. 

Burg.  We  applied  it  to  the  Turks. 

Wid.  The.Turks !     Tbat  all-?— I  tell  you,  that  two  empires 
Will  set  in  blood,  in  the  East  and  in  the  West, 
And  Luth'ranism  alone  remain. 

[Observing  Gordon  and  Butler. 
rfaith, 
'Twas  a  smart  cannonading  thai  we  heard 
This  evening,  as  we  journeyed  hitherward  ;> 
'Twas  on  our  left  hand.     Did  you  hear  it  here  ? 

Cror.  Distinctly.     The  wind  brought  it  from  the  South. 

But,  It  seemed  to  come  from  Weidenor  from  Neustadt. 

Wed.  Tis  likely.     ThatVthe  route  the  Swedes  are  taking. 
How  strong  is  the  garrison  ? 

Gar,  Not  quite  two  hundred  * 

Competent  men,  the  rest  are  invalids. 

Wal,  Good !     And  how  many  in  th6  irale  of  Jochim  ? 

Got.  Two  hundred  arquebussiers  have  I  sent  thither 
To  fortify  the  posts  against  the  Swedes. 

WaL  QtwAX     I  commend  your  foresight.     At  the  works  too 
You  have  done  soifiewhat?  ^ 

Oor,  Two  additional  batteries 

I  caused  to  be  run  up.     They  were  needless. 
The  Khine-grave  presses  hard  upon  us,  General ! 

Wal:  You  have  been,  watchful  in  your  Emperor's  service. 
I  am  content  with  you,  Lieutenant-Colonel.  [To  Butler* 

Release  the  outposts  in  the  vale  of  Jochim 
With  all  the  stations  in  the  enemy's  route.  [To  Gordon. 

Governor,  in  your  faithful  hands  I  leave 
My  wife,  my  daughter,  and  my  sister.     I 
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ShkU  make  no  stay  here,  ami  wjiit  but  the  arrival 
Of  letters,  to  take  leave  of  you,  together 
With  all  the  regiments. 

Scene  IV. — To  these  enter  Cou^U  Tertsky. 

Ter.  Joy,  General,  joy  !     1  bring  you  welcome  tidings. 

Wal.  And  what  may  they  be  ? 

Ter.  There  has  been  an  engagement 

At  Neustadt;  the  Swedes  gained  the  victory. 

Wal.  From  whence  did  you  receive  the  intelligence  ? 

Ter,  A  countryman  .from  Tirst'ienseil  conveyed  it. 
Soon  after  sunrise  did  the  fight  begin  ! 
A  troop  of  the  Imperialists  from.Fachau 
Had  forced  their  way  into  the  Swedish  camp ; 
The  cannonade  continiiud  full  two  hours ; 
There  were  lefl  dead  upon  tiie  field  a  thousand 
Imperialists,  together  with  iheir  Cohiuel ; 
Further  than  this  he  did  nut  know. 

Wal.  ^    How  came 

Imperial  troops  at  Neustadt  ?     Altriuger, 
^  But  yesterday,  stood  sixty  miles  from  there. 
Count  Galas'  force  coIlecU  at  Fraueu^berg, 
And  have  not  the  full  complement.     Is  it  possible. 
That  Suys  perchance  had  vtrntured  so  far  onward  ? 
It  can  not  be.  ' 

Ter.  We  shall  soon  kuow  the  whole. 

For  here  comes  II lo,  full  of  haste,  and  joyous. 

Scene  V. —  To  these  enter  lUa.- 

Illo.  {to  Wallenste'iff.)  A  courier,  Duke  I  he  wishes  to  speak 

with  thee. 
Ter.  {eagerly.)  Does  Jie  bring  confirmation  of  the  victory? 
Wal.  {at  the  same   time.)  What  does  he  bring?     Whence 

comes  he  ? 
Illo.  From  the  Rhine-grave. 

And  what  he  brings  Lean  announce  to  you 
Beforehand.  '  Seven  leagues  distant  are  the  Swedes ; 
At  Neustadt  did  Max.  Piccolomini 
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Throw  himself  on  them- with. tfa«  cavalry ; 

A  murderous  fight  took  plaoa !  overpowered  by  numbers 

The  Pappenheimers  all,  with  Max.  their  leader, 

[  Wallemiein  skvdders  and  jttim$  pale*    . 
Were  left  dead  0»  the  field. 
'  WoU.  {afief"  a  pause,,  in  a  loto  voice,)  Where  is  the  mesBenger  ? 
Conduct  me  to  him. 
[  Wdllenslein  is  goings  when  Lady  Neubnmn  'rushes  into 
the  room.     Some^  Servants  follow  h^  a^  run  across  the 
Stage., 
Neu,  Help!  Help! 

ilh  and  Tertsk^.  {oAthe  same  time.)  Wh»t  aow  I 
Neu.  The  Princess ! 

Wal.  and  Ter.  Does  she  know  it  ? 

Neu.  {at  the  same  tirne  vntk  them,.)  She  is  dying ! 

{Hurries  off  the  Stage,  whm  WaUms^n.and  Tertsky  fd* 
low  her. 

Scene  VI. — Butler  and  Grordtm, 

Gar.  What's  this  ? 

But.  ,  She  has  lost  the  man  she  loved— > 

Young  Piccolomini,  who  fell  in  the  battle, 

Gor.  Unfortnnate  lady  1 

But.       '  You  have  heard  what  Illo 

Beporteth,  that  the  Swedes  aje  conquerors, 
And  marching  hitherward. 

Gor.  '     '      '.   ^  ^^^  ^^  ^  heard  it. 

But,  They  are  twelve  regiments  strong,  and  tiiiBre  a^  fiv9. 
Close  by  us  to  protect  the  Dukei.  ,  We  ha^ve 
Only  my  single  regiment  ^  and  the  garrison 
Is  not  two  hundred  strong. 

Gor.  -Tis  even,  so;      .    _' 

But.  It  is  not  possible  with  such  8o;uiU  frrca  .    . 

To  hold  in  custody  a  man  like  him.    ' 

Cror.  I  grant  it.  "  .      , 

BiU,  Soon  thei  numhers  wouU  £8anK4Uk. 

And  hberate  Inm. 

Gor.  It  were  to  he  fea^. 

But.  {aft9r  apm9»-)  £aiQiY>  I  am  watmoQr  fi^  th*  errant^ 

2e* 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


006  THE  DEATH  OF  WALLEN8TEIN. 

With  my  head  hare  I  pledged  myself  for  hu, 
Mutt  make  my  word  good,  cost  it  what  it  will, 
And  if  alive  we  can  not  hold  him  prisoner, 
Why— death  makes  all  IhingA  certain ! 

Gw,  Btttier!  what? 

Do  I  understand  you  ?     Gracious  God  \     You  could — 

But.  He  must  not  live. 

Cror.  And  you  can  do  the  deed ! 

But.  Either  yon  or  I.     This  morning  was  his  last. 

Chr.  Yon  would  assassinate  him ! — 

But.  'Tis  my  purpose. 

Gar.  Who  leans  with  his  whole  confidence  upon  you ! 

But.  Such  is  his  evil  destiny  I 

Gor.  Your  General ! 

The  sacred  person  of  your  General ! 

But.  My  General  he  has  ieen* 

Gor.  That  'tis  only 

A  "  has  been**  washes  out  no  villany. 
And  without  judgment  passed  ? 

But,  The  execution 

Is  here  instead  of  judgment. 

Gor.  This  were  murder, 

Not  justice.     The  most  guilty  should  be  heard. 

Btit.  His  guilt  is  clear,  the  Emperor  has  passed  judgment. 
And  we  but  execute  his  will. 

Cror.  '  We  should  not 

Hurry  to  realize  a  bloody  sentence. 
A  word  may  be  recalled,  a  life  can  never  be.       ^ 

But.  Desptttch  in  service  pleieuses  sovereigns. 

Gfor.  No  honest  man's  ambitious  to  press  forward 
To  the  hangman's  service. 

But.  And  no  brave  man  loses  ' 

His  color  at  a  daring  enterprise. 

Chr.  A  brave  maa  Hazards  life;  but  npl  his  conscience. 

But.  What  then  ?     Shall  he  go  forth  anew  to  kindle 
The  inextinguishable  flame  of  '^ar  ? 

Gor.  Seize  hfm,  and  hold  him  prisoner — do  not  kill  him ! 

But.  Had  not  the  Emperor's  army  been  defeated, 
I  might  have  done  so. — ^But  *tii  now  past  by. 

Gor.  Oi  wherefore  opened  I  the  itronghdd  to  him  ? 
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But  His  destiny  and  not  the  pface  destroys  him. 

Gor.  Upon  these  ramparts,,  as  beseemed  a  soldier, 
I  had  fallen,  defending  the  Emperor's  citadel ! 

JBut.  Yes!  and  a  thousand  gallant  men  have  perished. 

Gfar.  Doing  their  duty— that  adorns  the  man ! 
But  murder's  a  black  deed,  and  nature  curses  it. 

But.  {brings  out  a  paper.)  Here  is  the  manifesto  which  com- 
mands us 
To  gain  possession  of  his  person.     See —  ., 

It  is  addressed  to  you  as  well  as  me. 
Are  you  content  to  take  the  consequences, 
If  through  our  fkult  he  escape  to  the  enemy  ? 

Got,  I  ? — Gracious  G^d  I  . 

But.  Take  it  on.  yourself. 

Let  come  of  it  what  may,  on  you  1  lay  it. 

Gvr.  0  God  in  heaven! 

But.  Can  you  advise  aught  else 

Wherewith  to  execute  the  Emperor's  purpose  ? 
Say  if  you  can.     For  I  desire  his  fall,  , 

Not  his  destruction. 

Gor,  Merciful  heaven  !  what  must  be' 

I  see  as  clear  as  you.     Yet  still  the  heart 
Within  my  bosom  beats  with  other  feelings  \ 

But.  Mine  is  of  harder  stuff!     Necessity 
In  her  rough  school  hath  steeled  me.     And  this  HIo 
And  Tertsky  likewise,  they  must  not  survive  him. 

G<yr,  I  feel  no  pang  for  these.     Their  own  bad  hei^ia 
Impelled  then},  not  the  influence  of  the  stars. 
*Twa8  they  who  strewed  the  seeds  of  evil  passions 
la  his  calm  breast,  and  with  officious  villany 
Watered  and  nursed  the  poisonous  plants.    May  they 
Receive  ^eir  earnests  to  the  uttermost  mite  I 

But.  Anil  their  death  shall  precede  his ! 
We  meant  to  have  taken' them  alive  this  evening 
Amid  the  merry-making  of  a  feast. 
And  kept  them  prisoners  in  the  citadels. 
Bat  this  makes  shorter  work.     I  go  this  instant 
To  give  the  necessary  orders.  .        , 
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Scene  VII. — fb  these  enter  Jllo  and  Tertsky. 

Ter.  Our  lock  is  on  tbe  turn.     To-morrow  come 
The  Swedes — twelve  thousand  gallant  warriors,  Illo  ! 
Then  straight  ways  for  Vienna.     Cheerily,  friend  ! 
"Whatl  meet  such  news  with  such  a  moody  face  ? 

Rio,  It  lies  with  us  at  present  to  prescribe 
Laws,  and  take  vengeance  on  those  worthless  traitors. 
Those  skulking  cowards  that  deserted  us ; 
One  has  already  done  his  bilter  penance, 
The  Piccolomini,  be  his  the  fate 
Of  all  who  wish  us  evil !     This  flies  sure 
To  the  old  man's  heart ;  he  has  his  whole  life  long 
Fretted  and  toiled  to  raise  his  ancient  house 
From  a  Ooimt's  title  to  the  name  of  Prince ;' 
And  now  naust  seek,  a  grave  for  his  only  son. 

But,  'Twas  pity  though  !     A  youth  of  such  heroic 
And  gentle  temperament !     The  Duke  himself, 
'Twas  easily  seen,  how  near  it  went  to  his  heart. 

llh,  HaTrk'ee,  old  friend !     That  is  the  very  point 
That  never  pleased  me  in  our  General — 
He  ever  gave  the  preference  to  the  Italians. 
Yea,  at  this  very  moment,  by  riiy  souT 
He*d  gladly  see  ns  all  dead  ten  times  over,    * 
Gould  he  there)»y  recall  his  friend  to  life. 

Ter,  Hush,  hush!     Let  the  dead  rest!     This  evening's  biisi- 
ness      . 
Is,  who  can  fairly  drink  the  other  down — 
Your  regiment,  Ilia !  gives  the  entertainment. 
Come !  we  will  keep  a  merry  carnival — 
The  night  for  once  be  day,  and  'mid  full  glasses 
Will  we  expect  the  Swedish  A-vantgarde.    ^  ^       ' 

Illo,  Yes,  let  us  be  of  good  cheer  fot  to-day,  ^ 

For  there's  hot  work  before  us,  friends.     This  sword 
Shall  have  no  rest,  till  it  be  bathed  to  the  hilt 
In  Austrian  blood.  .  . 

Got,  Shame/ shame !  what  talk  is  this. 

My  Lord  Field  Marshal  ?  wherefore  foam  you  so 
Against  your  Emperor  ? 

But,  Hope  not  too  much    , 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


THS  DEATH  OF  WALLXNSTSXK,  '  061 

From  this  first  victory.     Betbiiik  you,  sic?  I. 
How  rapidly  the  wheel  of  Fortune  turns  ; 
The  Eiuperor  still  is  formidably  stropg. 

Illo.  The  Emperor  has  soldiers/  no  commander, 
For  this  King  Ferdinand  of  Hungary 
Is  but  a  tyro.     Galas  ?     He*s  no  Hc]^^ 
And  was  of  old  the  miner  of  armies. 
And  then  this  viper,  this  €ctavk), 
Is  excellent  at  stabbing  in  tn»  back, 
But  ne'er  meets  Friedland  in  the  open  field. 

Ter.  Trust  me,  my  friends,  it  can  not  bvit  succeed ;  -> 

F!)rtune;,  we  know,  can  ne'er.forsake  the  Duke ! 
And  only  under  Wallenstcin  can  Austria 
Be  conqueror.  _ 

Ilh  The  Duke  will  soon  assemble 

A  mighty  army  ;  all  oome  crowding,  streaming 
To  banners  dedicate  by  destiny 
To  fame  and  prosperous  ^fortune.     I  behold 
Old  times  come  baek-again,  he  will  become 
Once  more  the  mighty  Lord  which  he  has  been. 
How  will  the  fools,  whoVe  now  deserted  him» 
Look  then  ?     I  eau't  but  laugh  to  think  of  ikeiHt 
For  lands  will  he  present  to  all  hisiriends,  . 
And  like  a  King  and  Emperor  reward 
True  services ;  but  we've  the  nearest  claims. 
You  will  not  be  forgotten,  Governor  !  [To  Oordon, 

He'll  take  you  from  this  nest,  and  bid  you  »hia^.  ^  ■, 

In  higher  station  :  your  fidelity  .... 

"Vfell  merits  it. 

Gor.  I  am  content  already^ 

And  wish  to  climb  no  higher ;  where  great  -height  is^ 
The  fall  must  needs  be  great.     *'  Great  height,  great  depUu'' 

Ilia,  Here  you  have  no  more  business ;  fot  to-mpiro^ 
The  Swedes  will  take  possession  4>f  the  cilauM^ 
Come,  Tertsky,  it  is  supper-time;     What  think  you  ? 
Say,  shaU  we  have  the  StateT  illuminated 
In  honor  of  the  Swede  ?     And  who  refiues 
To  do  it  is  a  Spaniard  and  a  traitor. 

Ter.  Nay !    Nay  !  not  that,  it  will  not  pteasd  the  Duke<^     . 

lUo.  What !  wc  are  masters  hare ;  no  soul  &baM  ^o 


Digitized 


byGoogk 


fie%  THB  DEATH  OF  WALLBNSTEDT. 

Avow  himaelf  imperial  where  weVe  rale. 
Gordon !    Good  night,  and  for  the  last  time,  take 
A  fair  leave  of  the  place.     Send  out  patrols 
To  make  secure,  the  watchword  may  he  altered 
At  the  stroke  of  ten  ;  deliver  in  the  keys 
To  the  Duke' himself,  and  then  you're  quit  forever 
Your  wardship  of  the  gates,  for  on  to-morrow 
The  Swedes  will  take  possession  of  il^e  citadel. 

Ter.  {as  he  it  going,  to  Butler.)  You  come  though  to  the 
castle. 

Bn$,  '  At  the  right  time. 

[Exeunt  Tertsky  and  lUo. 

Scene  Ylll.— Gordon  and  Butler. 

Got,  {looking  after  them!)  Unhappy  men !     How  free  from  all 
fbrehoding ! 
They  rush  into  the  outspread  net  of  murder 
In  the  blind  drunkenness  of  victory ; 
I  have  no  pity  for  their  fate.     This  Illo, 
This  overflowing  and  fool-hardy  villain, 
That  would  fain  hathe  himself  in  his  Emperor's  hlood. 

B\xt,  Do  as  he  ordered  you.     Send  round  patrols/ 
Take  measures  for  the  GitadeFs  security ; 
When  they  are  within  I  close  the  castle  gate, 
That  nothing  may  transpire. 

Got,  {^th  earnest  anxiety.)  Oh  i  haste  not  so  I 
Nay,  stop ;  first  tell  me 

But,  You  have  heard  already, 

To-morrow  to  the  Swedes  helongs.     This  night 
Alone  is  ours.     They  make  good  expedition. 
But  we  will  make  still  greater.     Fare  you  well. 

Cror.  Ah!  your  looks  tell  me  nothing  good.     Nay,  Butler, 
I  pray  you,  promise  me ! 

But.  The  sun  has  set; 

A  fateful  evemng  doth  descend  upon  us, 
And  hrings  on  their  long  night !     Their  evil  stars 
Deliver  them  unarmed  into  our  hands, 
And  from  their  drunken  dream  of  golden  fhrtunes 
The  dagger  at  their  heart  shall  rouse  ihem.     W^, 
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The  Duke  was  ever  a  great  calculator ; 

His  fellow-mea  were  figures  on  his  chess-hoard, 

To  move  and  station,  as  his  game  required.  ^   - 

Other  men's  honor,  dignity,  good  name. 

Did  he  shift  like  pawns,  and  made  no  conscience  of  it : 

Still  calculating,  calculating  still ; 

And  yet  at  last  his  calculation  proves 

Erroneous  ;  the  whole  game  is  lost ;  and  lo ! 

His  own  life  will  he  found  among  the  forfeits. 
(tot,  0  think  not  of  his  errors  now  ;  remember 

His  greatness,  his  mnnifie^ice,  think  on  all 

The  lovely  features  of  his  character, 

On  all  the  nobl6  exploits  of  his  life,        " 
And  let  them,  like  an  angel's  arm,  unseen 
Arrest  the  lifl^  sword. 

Btft.  It  is  too  late. 

I  sufier  not  myself  to  feel  compassion. 
Dark  thoughts  and  bloody  are  my  duty  now : 

[Grasping  Gordon's  hand, 
Gordon !     'Tis  not  my  hatred  (I  pretend  not 
To  love  the  Duke,  and  have  no  cause  to  love  him) 
Yet  'tis  not  now  my  hatred  that  impels  me 
To  be  his  murderer.     *Tis  his  evil  fate.- 
Hostile  concurrences  of  many  events* 
Control  and  subjugate  me  to  the  (^ce. 
In  vain  the  human  being  meditates 
Free  action.     He  is  but  the  wire-worked  puppet 
Of  the  blind  power,  which  out  of  his  own  choice 
Creates  for  him  a  dread  necessity. 
What  too  would  it  avail  hiin,  if  there  were 
A  something  pleading  for  him  in  my  heart — 
Still  I  must  kill  him. 

CrCT,  If  your  heart  speak  to  yon, 

Follow  its  impulse.     'Tis  the  voice  of  God. 
Think  you  your  fortunes  will  grow  prosperons  -   , 

Bedewed  with  blood— his  blood  ?     Believe  it  not ! 

But,  Yon  know  not.  '  Ask  not  I     Wherefore  should  tt  happen, 
That  the  Swedes  gained  the  victory,  and  hasten 
With  such  forced  marches  hitherward  ?     Fain  would  I 
Have  given  him  to  the  Emperor's  meicy-— Gordon  t 
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I  do  not  wish  his  blood — Bat  I  miwt  r&a«om 
The  honor  of  my  woid— it  li^  in  pled^e^ — 
And  he  tnnst  die,  or     « ■  ■ 

[P(i$$ufnatdi^  grasping  Gordon's  hand. 
listen,  then,  i^nd  know'! 
I  am  dishonored  if  the  Duke  escape  us. 

Got.  0  to  save  such  a  maa^— —  . 

But.  What! 

Got.  It  is  worth 

A  sacriiice. — Oeme,  friend  1     Be  nohle-ilkindod  I 
Our  own  heart,  and  not  other  aa9ii's  opinions. 
Forms  onr  true  honor. 

But.  {with  a  cold  and  haughty  air.)  He  is  a  great  Lord, 
This  Duke — and  I  am  but  o{  mean  importance ! 
This  is  what  you  would  say.     Wherein  concerns  it 
The  world  at  large,  you  mean,  to  hint  to  me, 
Whether  the  man  of  low  extriuition  k^epa 
Or  blemishes  his  honor- 
So  that  the  man  of  prkioely  rank  be  saved. 
We  all  do  stamp  our  value  on  ^raelven. 
The  price  we  ohalleafe  for  QonNrlves  ii|  given  us. 
There  does  not  live  on  earth  the  man  so  stationjed, 
That  I  despise  myself  compared  with  him. 
Man  is  made  great  or  little  by  his  own  will : 
Because  I  am  true  to  minci  tWefofe  he  dies. 

Cror.  I  am  endeavoring  to  move  a  rock. 
Thou  hadst  a  mother,  yel  no  human  feeling^ 
I  can  not  hinder  you,  but  may  some  god 
Rescue  him  from  you  !  [JSkcit  Gordon. 

ScEKE  lX.-r-Butler  ahmd. 

I  tieasured  my  good  n^i99  all  my  Hfe  long^; 
The  Duke  has  cheated  iQe  of  life's  best  jewel. 
So  that  I  blush  befoiie  tbi«  poor  wealf:  Gordon  1 
He  prizes  above  aU  his  feajty  ; 
Hit  CNHttesona  wtd  aoMi^^  him  of  nothing ; 
In  opposition  to  hii  owa  soft  heart 
He  subjugates  fauButlf  to  ^a  iron  duty. 
Me  ia  a  weakor  mmiiieiit.  jffmi^  wai^jiedi ; 
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I  stand  beside  hiqi,  ^nd  must  .feel  myself 

The  worst  man  of  the  two.     What,  though  the  world 

Is  ignorant  of  my  purposed  treason,  yet 

One  Man  does  know  it,  and  can  prove  it  too — 

High-minded  Piccolomini ! 

There  lives  the  man  who  can  dishonor  me  ! 

This  ignominy  blood  alone  can  cleanse  ! 

Duke  Friedland,  thou  or  I^Into  my  own  hatods        > 

Fortune  delivers  me-— The  dearest  thing  a  man  has  is  himself. 

The  Curtain  drops. 


ACT  IT. 

Scene  I. — Butler's  Chamber. — Butler^  Major  and  Creraldin, 

But,  Find  me.  twelve  strong  dragoons,  arm  them  with  pikes, 
For  there  must  be  no  firing ; 


Conceal  them  somewhere  near  the  ban^uet*room. 
And  soon  as  the  dessert  is  served  up,  rush  all  in 
And  cry, — Who  is  loyal  to  the  Emperor  ? 
I  will  overturn  the  table — while  you  attack 
lUo  and  Tertsky,  and  despatch  them  both. 
The  castle-palace  is  well  barred  and  guarded, 
That  no  intelligence  of  this  proceeding 
May  make  its  way  to  the  Duke. — Go  instantly ; 
Have  you  yet  sent  for  Captain  Deverenx 
And  the  Macdonald  ? • 

Ger.  *  They^U  be  here  anon. 

[Exit  Geraldin. 

But.  Here's  no  room  for  delay.     The  citizens 
Declare  for  him,  a  dizzy  drunken  spirit 
Possesses  the  whole  town.     They  see  in  the  Duke 
A  Prince  of  peace,  a  founder  of  new  ages 
And  golden  times.     Arms  too  have  been  given  out 
3y  the  town-council,  and  a  hundred  citizens     . 
Have  volunteered  themselves  to  stand  on  guard. 
Despatch  then  be  the  word.     For  enemies 
Threaten  us  from  without  and  from  within. 
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ScBNE  IL-^Butier,  Captain  Devereux,  and  Macdonald, 

Mac,  Here  we  are,  General. 

Dev,  What's  to  be  the  watchword  ? 

But.  Long  live  the  Emperor ! 

Both,  (recoiling.)  How  ? 

But.  Live  the  house  of  Austria ! 

Dev.  Have  we  not  sworn  fidelity  to  Priediand  ? 

Mac.  Have  we  not  marched  to  this  place  to  protect  him  ? 

But.  Protect  a  traitor,  and  his  country's  enemy ! 

Dev.  Why,  yes !  in  his  name  you  administered 
*  Our  oath. 

Mac.  And  followed  him  yourself  to  Egra. 

BiU.^l  did  it  the  more  surely  to  destroy  him. 

Dev.  So  then! 

Mac.  An  altered  case  ! 

But.  {to  Devereux.y  Thou  wretched  man ! 

So  easily  leav'st  thou  thy  oath  and  colors  ? 

Dev.  The  devil !— I  but  followed  your  example, 
If  you  could  prove  a  villain,  why  not  we  ? 

Mac.  We've  naught  to  do  yfith  thinking — ^that's  your  busi- 
ness. 
You  are  our  General,  and  give  out  the  orders  ! 
We  follow  you,  though  the  track  lead  to  hell. 

But.  (appeased.)  Good,  then  !  we  know  each  other. 

Mac.  -  I  should  hope  so. 

Dev.  Soldiers  of  fortune  are  we-— who  bids  most, 
He  has  us.  , 

Mac.       'Tis  e'en  so ! 

But.                            Well,  for  the  present 
Ye  must  remain  honest  and  faithful  soldiers  : 

Dev.  We  wish  no  other. 

But.  Ay,  and  make  your  fortunes. 

Mac.  That  is  still  better. 

But.    .  listen ! 

Both.  We  attend. 

But.  It  is  the  Emperor's  will  and  ordinance 
To  seize  the  person  of  the  Prince  Duke  Friedland 
Alive  or  dead. 

Dev.  It  runs  so  in  the  letter. 
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Mac,  Alive,  or  dead*— theie  were  the  very  words. 

But,  And  he  shall  be  rewarded  from  the  State 
In  land  and  gold,  who  profiers  aid  thereto. 

Dev.    Ay?     That  sounds  well.     The  words  sound  always 
well,  ,  . 

That  travel  hither  from  the  Court.     Yes !  yes ! 
We  know  already  what  Court-words  import. 
A  golden  chain  perhaps  in  sign  of  favor, 
Or  an  old  charger,  or  a  parchment  patent, 
And  such  like. — The  Prince-Duke  pays  better. 

Mac.  Yes, 

The  Duke's  a  splendid  paymaster." 

But.  All  over 

With  that,  my  friends  !     His  lucky  stars  are  set. 

Mac,  And  is  that  certain  ? 

But,  You  have  my  word  for  it. 

Dev,  His  lucky  fortunes  all  past  by  ? 

But.  Forever^ 

He  is  as  poor  as  we. 

Mac,  As  poor  as  we  ? 

Dev.  Macdonald,  we'll  desert  him. 

Bat,  Well  desert  him  I 

Full  twenty  thousand  have  done  that  already  ; 
We  must  do  more,  my  countrymen  I     In  shorts — 
We — we  must  kill  him. 

Both,  (starting  back,)     Kill  him  ! 

But,  Yes  !  must  kill  him  ! 

And  for  that  purpose  have  I  chosen  you. 

Both.  Us! 

But,  You,  Captaiti  Devereux,  and  thee,  Macdonald. 

Dev,  {after  a  pause.)  Choose  you  some  other. 

But.  What  ?  art  dastardly  ? 

Thou,  with  full  thirty  lives  to  answer  for-«. 
Thou  conscientious  of  a  sudden? 

Dev,  Nay, 

To  assassinate  our  Lord  and  General —     ^ 

Mac,  To  whom  we've  sworn  a  soldier's  oath — 

Biut,  .  The  oath 

Is  null,  for  Friedland  is  a  tnitor. 

Dev,  No,  no !    It  is  too  bad  I 
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Mac.  Y«i,  by  my  ioul  I 

It  is  too  bad.     Oaa  has  a  conacieaoe  too-^ 

Dep.  If  it  were  not  our  chieftain,  who  so  long 
Hat  iaroed  the  commanda,  and  claim'd  our  duty, — 

But.  Is  that  the  objection  ? 

Dev.  Were  it  my  own  father. 

And  the  Emperor's  service  should  demand  it  of  me, 
It  might  be  done  perhaps — ^But  we  are  soldiers, 
And  to  assassinate  our  chief  commander, 
That  is  a  sin,  a  foul  abomination, 
From  which  no  monk  or  confessor  absolves  us. 

But,  I  am  your  Pope,  and  give  yon  absDlntioa. 
Determine  quickly ! 

Dev.  'Twill  not  do  f 

Mac.  'Twottt  4o. 

But,  Well,  off,  theul  and — send  Pestalutz  to  me. 

Dev.  {hesitates.)  The  Pestalutz— 

Mac.  What  may  you  want  with  him  ? 

But.  If  you  reject  it,  we  can  find  enough — 

Dev.  Nay,  if  he  must  fall,  we  may  earn  the  bounty 
As  well  as  any  other.     What  think  you, 
Brother  Macdonald  ? 

Ma>c.  Why  if  he  must  faU, 

An(^  uriU  fall,  and  it  can't  be  otherwise, 
One  would  not  give  place  to  this  Pestalutz. 

Dev.  (after  some  rejection.)  When  do  you  propose  he  should 
&U? 

But.  This  night;— 

To-morrow  will  the  Swedes  be  at  our  gates. 

Dev.  You  take  upon  you  all  the  consequences ! 

But.  1  take  the  whole  upon  me. 

Dev.  And  it  is 

The  Emperor's  will,  his  express  absolute  <wiU  ? — 
For  we  have  instances,  that  folks  may  like 
The  murder,  and  yet  hang  the  murderer. 

BtU.  The  manifesto  8ay»-^aHve  or  dead. 
Alive — it  is  not  possible— you  seie  it  is  not. 

Dev.  Well,  dead,  then  I  dead  I    But  how  can  we  come  at  him  ? 
The  town  is  filled  with  Tertsky's  soldiery.. 

Jifac.  Ay!  and  then  Tertsky  still Mmains,  and  lUo — 
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But,  With  these  you  iihaJl  begin*-^you  understand  me  ? 

Dev.  How  ?     And  must  they  too  perish  ? 

But.  They  the  fittti 

Mac.  Hear,  Devieireux !    A  Uoody  oTemng  this. 

Dev.  Have  you  a  man  for  that  ?     GonuoDinkm  me(««^ 

But.  'Tis  given  in  trust  to  Major  Geraldin ;  , 

This  in  a  carnival  iiight,  and  there's  a  feast 
Given  at  the  castle-— there  we  shall  surprise  them, 
And  hew  them  down.     The  Pestalutz,  and  Lesley 
Have  that  commission — soon  as  that  is  finished^^ 

Dev.  Hear,  Genial  1    It  will  he  all  one  to  -you. 
Hark'ee !  let  me  exchange  with  Geraldin. 

But.  'Twill  he  the  lesser  danger  with  the  Bufce. 

Dev.  Danger !     The  Devil !-    What  do  you  think  me,  Getawal  ? 
'Tis  the  Duke's  eye,  and  not  his  sword,  I  fear. 

But.  What  can  his  eye  do  to- thee? 

Dev.  Death  and  hell ! 

il        Thou  know'st  that  I'm  no  milknKip,  General !  - 

But  'tis  not  eight  days  since  ihe  Duke  did  send  me 
itj        Twenty  gold  pieces  for  this  good  warm  eoat 
Which  I  have  on !  and  then  for  him  to  see  me 
Standing  before  him  wi^  the  pike,  his  murderer, 
That  eye  of  his  looking  upon  this  coat-^ 
Why — ^why— the  devil  fetch  ^e !     I'm  no  milkreop ! 

But.  The  Duke  presented  thee  this  good  warm  ooat^ 
jjjkjjf    And  thou,  a  needy  wight,  hast  pangs  of  conscience  . 
To  run  him  through  the  body  in  return. 
A  coat  that  is  far  better  and  far  warmer 
Did  the  Emperor  give  to  him,  the  Prinee^s  maiitle. 
How  doth  he  thank,  tise  Emperor  ?     With  revolt 
And  treason ! 

Dev.  Th^tistnie.     The  devR  take 

Such  thankers !    I'll  despatch  him.  ^ 

BtU.  And  would'st  quiet 

Thy  consciencia,  thou  hast  maiigiit  to  do  bat  simply 
Pnll  off  the  coat ;  so*  canst  thou  do  the  ^ed 
With  Ught  heart  and  geod  spirita. 
g,lj       Dev.  You  ajre  right. 

^      That  did  not  strike  me.     I'll  pull  off  the  coat*-^ 
So  there's  an  end  of  it. 
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Mae.  Yea,  but  there's  another 

Point  to  be  thought  of.  .  . 

BtU.  And  what's  that,  Macdonald  ? 

Mac.  What  ayaiLi  sword  or  dagger  against  hint  ? 
He  is  not  to  be  wounded—- he  is — 

But.  {starting  up.)  What  ? 

Mac$  Safe  against  shot,  and  stab  and  flash !     Hard  frozen, 
Secured,  and  warranted  by  the  black  art ! 
His  body  is  impenetrable,  I  tell  you. 

Dev.  In  Inglestadt  there  was  just  such  another ; 
His  whole  skin  was  the  same  as  steel ;  at  last 
We  were  obliged  to  beat  him  down  with  gun-stocks. 

Mac.  Hear  what  I'll  do. 

De9.  .Well  ? 

Mac,  In  the  cloister  here 

There's*  a  Dominican,  my  countryman, 
m  make  him  dipf  my  sword  and  pike  for  me 
In  holy  water,  and  say  over  them 
One  of  his  strongest  blessings.     That's  probatum ! 
Nothing  can  stand  'gainst  that. 

But.  So  do,  Macdonald  ! 

But  now  go  and  select  from  out  the  regiment 
Twenty  or  thirty  able-bodied  fellows. 
And  let  them  take  the  oaths  to  the  Emperor. 
Then  when  it  strikes  eleren,  when  the  first  rounds 
Are  passed,  conduct  them  silently  as  may  be 
To  th'  house — I  will  myself  be  not  far  ofll 

Dev.  But  how  do  we  get  through  Hartschier  and  Goition, 
That  stand  on  gUard  therein  the  inner  chamber  ? 

But.  I  have  made  myself  acquainted  with  the  place. 
I  lead  you  through  a  back-door  that's  defended 
By  one  man  only.     Me  my  rank  and  oflSice 
Give  access  to  the  Duke  at  every  hour. 
I'll  go  before  you — ^With  one  poignard-stroke 
Cut  Hartschier's  windpipe,  and  make  way  for  you. 

Dev.  And  when  we  are  there,  by  what  means  shall  wd  gain 
The  Duke's  bed-chamber,  without  his  alarming 
The  servants  of  the  Court ;  for  he  has  here 
A  numerous  company  of  followers  ?  ^ 
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But.  Thie  attendants  fill  the  right  wing ;  he  hates  bustle, 
And  lodges  in  the  left  wing  quite  alone. 

Dev.  Were  it  well  over — hey,  Macdonald  ? 
Feel  queerly  on  the  occasion,  sdevil  knows  I 

Mac,  And  I  too.     'Tis  too  great  a  personage. 
People  will  hold  us  for  a  brace  of  villains. 

But.  In  plenty,  honor,  splendor — ^You  may  safely 
Laugh  at  the  people's  babble. 

Dev,  If  the  business 

Squares  with  one's  honor — ^if  that  be  quite  certain^^ 

But.  Set  your  hearts  quite  at  ease.     Ye  save  for  Ferdinand 
His  Crown  and  Empire.     The  reward  can  be  '       ^ 

No  small  one. 

Dev.  And  'tis  his  purpose  to  dethrone  the  Emperor  ? 

But.  Yes ! — ^Yes ! — to  rob  him  of  his  crown  and  life. 

Dev.  And  he  must  fall  by  the  executioner's  hands, 
Should  we  deliver  him  up  to  the  Emperor 
Alive?  \ 

But.  It  were  his  certain  destiny. 

Dev.  Well  I     Well !  ^  Come  then,  Macdonald,  he  shall  not 
Lie  long  in  pain. 

l^xeunt  Butler  through  one  HooTy  Macdoncdd  and  Dev- 
ereux  through  the  other. 

Scene  III. — A  Gothic  and  gloomy  Apartment  at  the  Duchess 
Friedland's.  Thekla  on  a  seat,  pale,  her  eyes  closed.  The 
Duchess  and  Lady  Neubrunn  busied  about  her.  Wallen- 
stein  and  the  Countess  in  conversation. 

Wal.  How  knew  she  it  so  soon  ? 

Coun.  She  seems  to  have 

Foreboded  some  misfortune.     The  report 
Of  an  engagement,  in  the  which  had  fallen 
A  colonel  of  the  imperial  army>  frightened  her. 
I  saw  it  instantly.     She  fiew  to  meet 
The  Swedish  courier,  and  with  sudden  questioning. 
Soon  wrested  from  him  the  disastrous  secret 
Too  late  we  missed  her,  hastened  afler  her, 
We  found  her  lying  in  his  arms,  all  pale 
And  in  a  swoon. 
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Wal.  A  heavy,  heavy  blow ! 

And  she  so  unprepared  !     Poor  child  !     How  is  it  ? 

[Turning  to  the  Duchess. 
Is  she  coining  to  herself? 

Duck.  Her  eyes  af^  opening. 

Coun.  She  lives. 

Thek.  {looking  around  her.)  Where  am  I  ? 

Wal.  {steps  to  her,  raising  her  up  hi  his  arms.)  Come,  cheerly, 
Thekla  f  be  my  own  bra^e  girl ! 
See,  there's  thy  loving  mother.     Thpu  art  in 
Thy  father's  anns. 

Thek,  {standing  up.)  Where  is  he  ?     la  he  gone  ? 

Duch.  Who  gone,  my  daughter  ?     . 

Thek,  He— the  man  who  uttered 

That  word  of  misery. 

Duch,  0 1  think  not  of  it, 

My  Thekla! 

Wal,  Give  her  sorrow  leave  to  talk ! 

Let  her  complain — ^mingle  your  tears  with  hers, 
For  she  hath  suffered  a  deep  anguish ;  but 
Shell  rise  superior  to  it,  for  my  Thekla 
Hath  all  her  Other's  unsubdued  heart. 

Thek,  I  am  not  ilL  See,  I  have  power  to  stand. 
Why  does  my  mother  weep  ?  Have  I  alarmed  her  ? 
It  is  gone  by — ^I  recollect  myself — 

[She  casts  her  eyes  round  the  room,  as  seeking  some  one. 
Where  is  he  ?     Please  you,  do  not  hide  him  from  me. 
You  see  I  have  strength  enough :  how  I  will  hear  him. 

Dtich.  No,  never  shall  this  messenger  of  evil 
Enter  again  into  tby  presence,  Thekla ! 

Thek,  My  father— 

Wal,  Dearest  •daughter ! 

Thek,  Fm  not  weak— • 

Shortly  I  shall  be  quite  myself  i^ain. 
You'll  grant  me  one  request  ? 

Wed,  Name  it,  my  daughter. 

Thek.  Permit  the  stranger  to  be  called  to  me, 
And  grant  me  leave,  that  by  myself  I  may 
Hear  his  report  and  question  him. 

Duch,  No,  never ! 
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Coun.  Tis  not  advisafole^-lassent  not  to  it. 
Wed.  Hush !     Wherefore  would'st  thou  speak  with  him,  my 
dau<;hter  ? 

Thek.  Knowing  the  whole.  I  shall  be  more  collected  ; 
I  will  not  be  deceived.     My  mother  wishes 
Only  to  spare  me.     I  will  not  be  spared. 
The  worst  is  said  already  ;  I  can  hear 
Nothing  of  deeper  atiguish  !  ' 

Covn.  and  Duch.  Do  it  not.  '  - 

Thek,  The  horror  overpowered  me  by  surprise. 
My  heart  betrayed  me  in  the  stranger's  presence ; 
He  was  a  witness  of  my  weakness,  yea, 
I  sank  into  his  arms ;  and  that  has  shamed  me. 
I  must  replace  myself  in  his  esteem, 
And  I  must  speak  with  him,  perforce,  that  he, 
The  stranger,  may  not  think  ungently  of  me. 

Wed.  I  see  she  is  in  the  right,  and  am  inclined 
To  grant  her  this  request  of  hers.     Go,  call  him. 

[Lady  Neubrunn  goes  to  call  him.  * 

Duch.  But  I,  thy  mother,  will  be  present — 

Thek.  Twere 

More  pleasing  to  me,  if  alone  I  saw  him : 
Trust  me,  I  shall  behave  myself  the  more 
Collectedly. 

Wal.  Permit  her  own  will. 

Leave  her  alone  with  him  :  for  there  are  sorrows, 
Where  of  necessity  the  soul  must  be 
Its  own  support.     A  strong  heart  will  rely 
On  its  own  strength  alone.     In  her  own  bosom. 
Not  in  her  mother's  arms,,  must  she  collect 
The  strength  to  rise  superior  to  this  blow. 
It  is  mine  own  brave  girl.     I'll  have  her  treated 
Not  as  the  woman,  but  the  heroine.  {Ching. 

Coun.  (detaining  him.)   Where  art  thou  going?     I  heard 
Tertsky  say 
That  'tis  thy  purpose  to  depart  from  hence 
To-morrow  early,  but  to  leave  us  here. 

Wal.  Yes,  ye  stay  here,  placed  under  the  protection 
Of  gallant  men. 

Coun.  0  take  us  with  you,  brother, 

VOL.  vn.  2  F 
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Leave  ns  not  in  this  gloomy  solitude 

To  brood  oW  anxions  thoughts.     The  mists  of  doubt 

Magnify  evils  to  a  shape  of  horror. 

Wial,  Who  speaks  of  evil  I     I  entreat  you,  sister, 
Use  words  of  better  omen. 

Caun.  Then  take  us  with  you. 

0  leave  us  not  behind  you  in  a  place 
That  forces  us  to  such  sad  omens.     Heavy 
And  ack"  within  me  is  my  heart 

These  walls  breathe  on  me,  like  a  churchyard  vault. 

1  can  not  tell  you,  brother,  how  this  place 
Doth  go  against  my  nature.     Take  us  with  you. 
Come,  sister,  join  you  your  entreaty ! — ^Nioce, 
Yours,  too.     We  all  entreat  you,  take  us  with  yon. 

Jfal.  The  place's  evil  omens  will  I  change, 
Making  it  that  which  shields  and  shelters  for  me 
My  best  beloved. 

Lady  Neu.  (returning.)  The  Swedish  officer. 

Wal.  Leave  her  alone  with  him.  [Exit. 

Dtich.  (to  Thekla,  who  starts  and  shivers.)  There — -pale  as 
death  ! — Child,  'tis  impossible 
That  thou  shonld'st  speak  with  him.     Follow  thy  mother. 

Thek,  The  Lady  Neubrunn  then  may  stay  with  me. 

[Exeunt  Duchess  and  Countess, 

Scene  IV. — Thekla,  the  Swedish  Captain,  and  Lady  Neuhrunn. 

Cap.  {respectfully  approaching  her^)  Princess — ^I  must  entreat 
your  gentle  pardon — 
My  inconsiderate  rash  speech — ^How  could  I — 

Thek.  {tvith  dignity.)  You  did  behold  me  in  my  agmiy. 
A  most  distressful  acoident  occasiolied 
You,  irom  a  stranger,  to  become  at  once 
My  confidant. 

Cap.  I  fear  you  hate  my  presence, 

For  my  tongue  spake  a  melan<^holy  word. 

TTiek.  The  fault  is  mine.     Myself  did  wrest  it  from  yon. 
The  herror  which  came  o'er  me  interrupted 
Your  tale  at  its  commencement.     May  it  please  you, 
Continue  it  to  the  end. 
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Cajp,  Princess,  'twill 

Rene^w  your  anguish. 

Thek.  I  am  firm. 

I  vyiU  be  firm.     Well — how  foe^n  the  engagfcment  ? 

Cap,  We  lay,  expecting  no  attack,  at  Neustadt, 
Entrenched  but  insecurely  in  our  camp,  ' 
When  towardi^  evening  rose  a  cloud  of  dust 
From  the  wood  thitherward ;  our  vanguard  fied 
Into  the  camp,  and  sounded  the  alarm. 
Scarce  had  we  mounted,  ere  the  Pappenheimers, 
Their  horses  at  full  speed,  broke  through  the  lines. 
And  leaped  the  trenches !  but  their  heedless  courage 
Had  borne  them  onward  far  before  the  others— 
The  infantry  were  still  at  distance,  only 
The  Pappenheimers  followed  daringly 
Their  daring  leader. 

[  TkeMa  betrays  agitation  in  her  gestures.     The  officer 
pauses  till  she  makes  a  sign  to  him  to  proceed. 
Both  in  van  and  flanks 
With  our  whole  cavalry  we  now  received  them ; 
Back  to  the  trenches  drove  them,  where  the  foot 
Stretched  out  a  solid  ridge  of  pikes  to  meet  them. 
They  neither  could  advance,  nor  yet  retreat ; 
And  as  they  stood^on  9rety  side  wedged  in. 
The  Rhinegrave  to  their  leader  called  aloud, 
Inviting  a  surrender ;  but  their  leader. 
Young  Piccolomini — ^      [^Thekkby  as  giddy,  grasps  a  chair. 

Known  by  his  plume. 
And  his  long  hair,  gave  signal  for  the  trenches ; 
Himself  leaped  first,  the  regiment  all  plunged  afler, 
His  charger,  by  a  halbert  gored,  reared  up. 
Flung  him  with  violence  off,  and  over  him 
The  horses,  now  no- longer  to  be  curbed,    ■ 

[  TheJda,  who  has  accompanied  the  last  speech  vnth  all  the 
marks  of  increasing  agony,  trembles  through  her  whole 
frceme,  and  is  falling.  The  Lady  Neubrunn  runs  to 
her,  and  receives  her  in  her  arms. 

Neu,  My  dearest  lady 

Cap,  I  retire. 
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Thek,  ^       Tis  over. 

Proceed  to  the  conclusion. 

Cap.  'V^Tiile  despair 

Inspired  the  troops  with  frenzy  when  they  saw 
Their  leader  perish ;  every  thought  of  rescue 
Was  spurned ;  they  fought  like  wounded  tigers ;  their 
Frantic  resistance  roused  our  soldiery  ; 
A  murderous  fight  took  place,  nor  was  the  contest 
Finished  before  their  last  man  fell. 

Thek,  (faltering,)      <  And  .where — 

Where  is — You  have  not  told  me  all. 

Cap.  {after  a  pause.)  This  morning 

We  buried  him.     Twelve  youths  of  noblest  birth 
Did  bear  him  to  interment ;  the  whole  army 
Followed  the  bier.     A  laurel  decked  his  coffin  ;  ^ 
The  sword  of  the  deceased  was  placed  upon  it, 
In  mark  of  honor,  by  the  Bhinegrave's  self. 
Nor  tears  were  wanting ;  for  there  are  among  us 
Many  who  had  themselves  experienced 
The  greatness  of  his  mind,  and  gentle  manners ; 
All  were  affected  at  his  fate.     The  Ehinegrave 
Would  willingly  have  saved  him ;  but  himself 
Made  vain  the  attempt — *tis  said  he  wished  to  die. 

Neu.  {to  Thekla,  wJw  has  hidden  her  Countenance.)  Look  up, 
my  dearest  lady 

Thek.  Where  is  his  grave  ? 

Cap.  At  Neustadt,  lady ;  iii  a  cloister  church 
Are  his  remains  deposited, -until 
We  can  receive  directions  from  his  father. 

Thek.  What  is  the  cloister's  name  ? 

Cap.  "  Saint  Catharine's. 

Thek.  And  how  far  is  it  thither? 

Cap,  Near  twelve  leagues. 

Thek.  And  which  the  way  ? 

Cap.  V  You  go  by  Tirschenreit 

And  Falkenberg  through- our  advanced  posts. 

Tliek.  Who 

Is  their  commander  ?  . 

^ap.  Colonel  Seckendorf 

[  Thekla  steps  to  the  table,  and  takes  a  ring  from  the  casket. 
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Tkek.  You  have  'beheld  me  in  my  agony, 
And  shown  a  feeling  heart.     Please  you,  accept 

[Griving  him  the  ring. 
A  small  memorial  of  this  hour.     Now  go  ! 

Cap.  Princess 

[Thekla  silently  nuikes  signs  to  him  to  go,  and  turns  from 
Jam.  The  Captain  lingers,  and  is  about  to  speak.  Lady 
NeulfKunn  repeats  the  signal,  and  lie  retires. 

Scene  V. — Thekla,  Lady  Neubrunn, 

Thek.  (fdlls  on  Lady  Neuhrunn's  neck.)  Kow,  gentle  Neu- 
brunUi  show  me  the  afiection 
Which  thou  hast  ever  promised — prove  thyself 
My  own  true  friend  and  faithful  fellow-pilgrim. 
This  night  we  must  away ! 

Neu.  Away !  and  whither  ? 

Thek.  Whither !     There  is  but  one  j)lace  in  the  world. 
Thither  where  he  lies  buried  !     To  his  coffin  ! 

Neu.  What  would  you  do  there  ? 

Thek.  '   What  do  there  ? 

That  would'st  thou  not  have  asked,  hadst  thou  e'er  loved. 
There,  there  is  all  that  still  remains  of  him. 
That  single  spot  is  the  whole  earth  to  me. 

Neu.  That  place  of  death 

Thek.  Is  now  the  only  place, 

Where  life  yet  dwells  for  me  :  detain  me  not ! 
Come  and  make  preparations  :  let  us  think 
Of  means  to  fly  from  hence. 

Neu.  Your  father's  rage 

Thek.  That  time  is  past 

And  now  I  fear  no  human  being's  rage. 

Neu.  The  sentence  of  the  world !  the  tongue  of  calumny ! 

Thek.  Whom  am  I  seeking  ?     Him  who  is  no  more. 

Am  I  then  hastening  to  the  arms- 0  God ! 

I  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  the  beloved. 

Neu.  And  we  alone,  two  helpless  feeble  women  ? 

Thek.  We  will  take  weapons :  my  arms  shall  protect  thee. 

Neu.  In  the  dark  night-time. 

Thek.  Darkness  will  conceal  us. 
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N€U.  Thii  rough  tempestuous  night 

Thek.  Had  he  a  soft  bed 

Under  the  hools  of  his  war-horses  ? 

Neu,  Heaven! 

And  then  the  many  posts  of  the  enemy  I — 

Thek.  They  are  human  beings.     Misery  travels  free 
Through  the  whole  earth. 

Neu,  Tfie  journey's  weary  length — 

Thek.  The  pilgrim  travelling  to  a  distant  shrine 
Of  hope  and  healing,  doth  not  count  the  leagues. 

Neu.  How  can  we  pass  the  gates  ? 

Thek.  Gold  opens  them. 

60|  do  but  go. 

Neu.  Should  we  be  recognized — 

Thek,  In  a  despairing  woman,  a  poor  fugitive, 
Will  no  one  seek  the  daughter  of  Duke  Friedlaud. 

Neu.  And  where  procure  we  horses  for  our  flight  ? 

Tbek.  My  equerry  procures  them.     Go  and  fetch  him. 

Neu.  Dares  he.  without  the  knowledge  of  his  lord  ? 

Thek.  He  will.     Go,  only  go.     Delay  no  longer. 

Neu.  Dear  lady  !  and  your  mother  9 

Thek.  Oh  !  my  mother ! 

Neu.  So  much  as  she  has  siiflered  too  already  ; 
Your  tender  mother — ^Ah !  how  ill  prepared 
For  this  last  anguish ! 

Thek.  Woe  is  me  I  my  mother !        [Pauses 

Go  instantly. 

Neu.  But  think  what  you  are  doing !     ^ 

Thek.  What  can  be  thought,  already  has  been  thought. 

Neu.  And  being  there,  what  purpose  you  to  do  ? 

Thek,  There  a  divinity  will  prompt  my  soul. 

Neu.  Your  heart,  dear  lady,  is  disquieted ! 
And  this  is  not  the  way  that  leads  to  quiet. 

Thek.  To  a  deep  quiet,  such  as  he  has  found. 
It  draws  me  on,  I  know  not  what  to  name  it, 
Resistless  do<)8  it  draw  me  to  his  grave. 
There  will  my  heart  be  eased,  my  tears  will  flow. 
0  hasted,  make  no  further  questioning ! 
There  is  no  rest  for  me  till  I  have  left 
These  walls — they  fall  in  on  me— A  dim  power 
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Drives  me  from  heace-^Oh  mercy !     What  a  feeing ! 
What  pale  and  hoUow  forms  are  those !     They  fill, 
They  crowd  the  place  !     J  have  no  longer  Toom  here ! 
Mercy  I     Still  more  I     More  still  1     The  hideous  swarm  I 
They  press  on  me  ;  they  chase  me  from  these  walls — 
Those  hollow,  hodiless  forms  of  living  men ! 

Neu,  You  frighten  me  so,  lady,  that  no  longer 
I  dare  stay  here  myself.     I  go  and  call 
Rosenberg  instantly.  [Exit  Lady  Nmibrtmn. 

Scene  VI. 

Thek,  His  spirit  His  that  calls  me:  'tit  ihe  troop 
Of  his  true  followers,  who  ofiered  up 
Themselves^  t' avenge  his  death  :  and  they  accuse  me 
Of  an  ignoble  loitering — they  would  not 
Forsake  their  leader  even  in  his  death — they  died  for  him ! 

And  shall  I  live  ? 

For  me  too  was  that  laure^g^rland  twined 
That  decks  his  bier.     Life  is  an  empty  casket : 
I  throw  it  from  me.     0 !  my  only  hope  ; — 
To  die  beneath  the  hoofs  of  trampling  Steeds— > 
That  is  the  lot  of  heroes  upon  earth !  [Exit  Thekla, 

The  Ct^tain  drops. 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — A  Saloon,  terminated  by  a  gallery  which  extends  far 
into  the  background.  Walleristein  sitting  at  a  toMe.  The 
Swedish  Captain  standing  before  him. 

WaL  Commend  me  to  jour  lord.     I  sympathize 
In  his  good  fortune ;  and  if  you  have  seen  me 
Deficient  in  the  expressions  of  that  joy, 
Which  such  a  victory  might  well  demand, 
A.ttribute  it  to  no  lack  of  good-will, 
For  henceforth  are  our  fortunes  one.     Farewell, 
And  for  your  trouble  take  my  thanks.     To-morrow 
The  citadel  shall  be  surrendered  to  you     ^ 
On  your  anival. 
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[The  Swedish  Captain  refires.     WaUenstein  sits  lout  in 
thought,  his>  eyes  fixed  vacant hf,  and  his  head  sustained 
Inf  his  hand.     The  Countess  Tertsky  enterSy  stands  before 
hipn  awhile^  unobserved  by  him  ;  at  length  /le  starts,  sees 
her,  and  recollects  himself. 
Wed,  Com'st  ihou  from  her  ?     Is  she  restored  ?      How  is  she  ? 
Coun.  My  stster  tells  me,  she  was  mt^re  cuUected 
Afler  ber  couversatioii  with  the  Swede. 
She  h4s  now  retired  to  rest. 

Wal.  The  paug  will  soften. 

She  will  shed  tears. 

Coun.  I  find  thee  altered  loo, 

My  bfolher !    AHer  such  'a  victory 
I  expected  to  have  found  in  thee 
A  cheerful  spirit.     O  remain  thou  Brm ! 
Sustain,  uphold  us  1     For  oiur  light  thou  art. 
Our  sun. 

WaL  Be  quiet.     I  ail  nothing.     Where's 
Thy  husband  ? 

Coun.  At  a  banquet — ^he  and  lllo. 

Wal.  (rises  and  strides  across  the  room.)  The  night's  far  spent 

Betake  thee  to  thy  chamber. 
Coun.  Bid  me  not  go,  0  let  me  stay  with  thee ! 
Wal.  {moves  to  the  window.)  There  is  a  busy  mution  in  the 
heaven, 
The  wind  doth  chase  the  flag  upon  the  tower, 
Fast  sweep  the  clouds,  the  sickle*  of  the  moon, 

*  These  foor  lines  are  ezpreesed  in  the  original  with  exquisite  felicity. 

Am  Himmel  ist  geschdftige  Bewegung, 
Deft  Thurmes^FahDe  jjigt  der  Wind,  schaell  geht- 
Der  Wolkeo  Zug,  die  MondeH-sichel  waukt, 
Und  durcli  die  Kaclit  zucbt  uugewisse  HeLIe. 

Tbc  word  "  moon-siekle"  reminds  me  of  a  passage  in  ELarris,  as  quoted 
by  Johnson,  under  the  word  *' falcuted."  **The  enlightened  part  of  the 
moon  appears  iu  the  form  of  a  sickle  or  reapiug-hui>k,  which  ia  while  she 
is  moving  from  the  conjunction  to  the  opp<)siti<in,  or  from  the  new  mooo  to 
the  full ;  but  from  full  to  a  new  again,  the  enlightened  part  appears  gib- 
bous, and  the  darla  fatcated." 

The  words  "wanken"  and  '*echweben"  are  not  easily  translated.  The 
English  words,  by  which  we  attempt  to  render  them,  are  either  vulgar  or 
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Struggling,  darts  snatclies  of  unceHain  light. 

No  form  of  star  is  visible  !     That  one 

White  stain  of  light,  that  single  gliinmering  yonder, 

Is  from  Cassiopeia,  and  therein 

Is  Jupiter.     (A  pause.)    But  now 

The  blackness  of  the  troubled  element  hides  him  ! 

[He  sinks  into  profound  mdanekoly,  and  looks,  vacantly 
into  the  distance. 

Cozen,  (looks  on  hifn  mournfully,  then  grasps  his  hand.)  What 
art  thou  brooding  on  ? 

Wal  Methinks, 

If  but  I  saw  him,  'twould  be  well  with  me« 
He  is  the  star  of  my  nativity, 
And  often  marvellously  hath^iis  aspect 
Shot  strength  into  my  heart. 

Coun,  Thoult  see  him  again. 

WaL  {remains  for  a  while  toith  absent  mind,  then  assumes  a 
livelier  manner,  and  turns  suddenly  to  th&  Countess.) 
See  him  again  ?     O  never,  never  again. 

Coun.  How? 

Wal.  He  is  gone — is  dust. 

Coun.  '  Whom  meanest  thou  then  ? 

Wal.  He,  the  more  fortunate  I  yea,  he  hath  finished ! 
For  him  there  is  no  longer  any  future. 
His  life  is  bright — ^bright  without  spot  it  taas 
And  can  not  cease,  to  be.     No  ominous  hour 
Knocks  at  his  door  with  tidings  of  niishap.       , 
Far  off  ia  he,  above  desire  and  fear ; 
No  more  submitted  to  the  change  and  chance 
Of  the  unsteady  planets.     0  'tis  wejl 
With  him  /  but  who  knows  what  the  coming  hour 
Yeird  in  thick  darkness  brings  for  us ! 

Coun.  Thou  speak'st 

Of  Ficcolomini.     What  was  his  death  ? 
The  courier  had  Just  Icfl  thee  as  I  came. 

[  Wallenstein  by  a  motion  of  his  hand  makes  signs  to  her 
to  be  silent.  , 

pedantic^  or  not  of  sufficiently  general  applioation.  So  **  der  "WoIkeQ  Zug^ 
— the  draft,  the  prooession  of  cloudB^-The  masses  of  tibe  elonds  sweep  on- 
ward in  swift  Hrciim, 
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Turn  not  thine  eyes  upon  the  baokwaid  view. 
Let  us  look  forward  into  sunny  days. 
Welcome  with  joyous  heart  the  victory, 
Forget  what  it  has  cost  thee.     Not  to-day, 
For  the  first  time,  thy  friend  was  to  thee  dead ; 
To  thee  he  died,  when  first  he  parted  from  thee. 

TFoZ.  I  shall  grieve  down  this  blow,  of  that  I'm  conscious . 
What  does  not  man  grieve  down  ?     From  the  highest, 
As  from  the  vilest  thing  of  eveiy  day 
He  learns  to  wean  hiinself ;  for  the  strong  hours 
Conquer  him.     Yet  I  feel  what  I  have  lost 
In  him.     The  bloom  is  vanished  from  my  life. 
For  0  !  he'stood  beside  me,  like  my  youth, 
Transformed  for  me  the  real  to  a  dream, 
Clothing  the  palpable  and  familiar 
With  golden  exhalations  of  the  dawn. 
Whatever  fortunes  wait  my  future  toils. 
The  beatUifid  is  vanished — and  returns  not. 

Coun.  O  be  not  treacheiowi  to  thy  own  pow^. 
Thy  heart  is  rich  enough  to  vivify 
Itself.     Thou  lov'st  and  prizest  virtues  in  him,^ 
The  which  thyself  didst  plant,  thyself  unfold. 

Wal.  (stuping  to  the  door.)  Who  interrupts  us  now  at  this 
late  hour  ? 
It  is  the  Governor.     He  brings  the  ke3rs 
Of  the  Citadel.     Tis  midnight     Leave  me,  sister,!  . 

Coun,  0  'tis  so  hard  to  me  this  night  to  leave  thee— 7 
A  boding  fear  possesses  mie ! 

Wal.  Fear!     Wherefore? 

Coun,  Should'st  thou  depart  this  night,  and  we  at  waking 
Never  more  find  thee  ! 

Wal.    .  Fancies!   . 

Coun.  0  my  soul 

Has  long  been  weighed  down  by  these  dark  forebodings. 
And  if  I  combat  and  repel  them  waking, 
They  still  rush  down  upon  my  heart  in  dreams. 
I  saw  thee  yesternight  with  thy  first  wife 
Sit  at  a  banquet  gorgeously  attired. 

Wal.  This  was  a  dream  of  favorable  omen. 
That  marriage  being  the  founder  of  my  fortunes. 
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Court.  To-day  I  dreamed  that  I  was  seeking  thee 
In  thy  own  chamber.     As  I  entered,  lo  ! 
It  was  no  more  a  chamber ; — ^ihe  Chartreuse 
At  Gritschin  'twas,  which  thou  thyself  hast  founded, 
And  where  it  is  thy  will  that  thou  should' st  be 
Interred. 

Wal.  Thy  soul  is  busy  with  these  thoughts. 

Coun.  What  dost  thou  not  believe  that  ofl  in  dreams 
A  voice  of  warning  speaks  prophetic  to  us  ?  ^ 

Wal,  There  is  no  doubt  that  there  exist  such  voices'. 
Yet  I  would  not  call  them 
Voices  of  warning  that  announce  to  us 
Only  the  inevitable.     As  the  sun, 
Ere  it  is  risen,  sometimes  paints  its  image 
In  the  atmosphere,  so  oflen  do  the  spirits 
Of  great  events  stride  on  before  the  events, 
And  in  to-day  already  walks  to-morrow. 
That  which  we  read  of  the  fourth  Henry's  death 
Did  ever  vex  and  haunt  me  like  a  tale 
Of  my  OMm  future  destiny.     The  king 
Felt  in  his  breast  the  phantom  of  the  knife, 
Long  ere  Ravaillac  armed  himself  therewith. 
His  quiet  mind  forsook  him  :  the  phantasma 
Started  him  in  his  Louvre,  chased  him  forth 
Into  the  open  air :  like  funerU  knells 
Sounded  that  coronation  festival ; 
And  still  with  boding  sense  he  heard  the  tread 
Of  those  feet  that  even  then  were  seeking  him 
Throughout  the  streets  of  Paris. 

Caun,  And  to  thee 

The  voice  within  Jthy  soul  bodes  nothing  ? 

Wal.  Nothing. 

Be  wholly  tranquil. 

Coun.  And  another  time 

I  hastened  after  thee,  and  thou  ran'st  from  me 
Through  a  long  suite,  through  many  a  spacious  hall. 
There  seemed  no  end  of  it :  doors  creaked  And  clapped  : 
I  followed  panting,  but  could  not  overtake  thee  ; 
When  on  a  sudden  did  I  feel  myself 
Grasped  from  behind— the  hattd  was  oold  that  grasped  zne~ 
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'Twas  thou,  and  thou  didst  kiss  me,  and  there  seemed 
A  criiDSon  coveriug  to  envelope  as. 

Wal.  That  is  the  criiiisoii  tapestry  of  my  chamber. 

Coun.  {gazing  on  him.)  If  it  should  come  to  that — if  I  should 
see  thee. 
Who  standest  now  before  me  in  the  fulness 
Of  life —  [SJie  falls  on  his  breast,  and  tceepi. 

Wed.  The  Emperor's  pruclamatiou  weighs  upon  thee — 
Alphabets  wouud  not — and  ho  finds  no  bauds. 

Coun.  If  he  skindd  find  them,  my  resolve  is  taken — 
I  bear  about  me  my  support  and  refuge.  [Exit  Countess, 

Scene  II. —  Wallenstein,  Gordon, 

Wed',  All  quiet  in  the  town  ? 
Cror,  The  town  is  quiet. 

Wed,  I  hear  a  boisterous  music !  and  the  Castle 
Is  lighted  up.     Who  are  the  revellers  ? 

Got,  There  is  a  banquet  given  at  the  Castle 
To  the  Count  Tertsky,  and  Field  Marshal  Illo. 

Wal,  In  honor  of  the  victory. — This  tribe 
Can  show  their  joy  in  nothing  eUe  but  feasting. 

[R'ngs,     T/ie  Grt^fn  of  the  Chamber  enters, 
TJnjdobe  me.     I  will  lay  me  down  to  sleep. 

[  WaLlenstein  takes  tlie  keys  from  Gordon. 
So  we  are  guarded  from  ail  enemies, 
And  shut  in  with  sure  friends. 
For  all  must  cheat  me,  or  a  face  like  this 

[Fixing  his  eye  on  Gordon. 
Was  ne*er  a  hypocrite's  maslc. 

[  J%e  Groom  of  the  Chamber  takes  off  his  mantle,  collar, 
and  scarf, 
Wal,  Take  care — what  is  that  ? 

Groom  of  the  Chamber.  The  gulden  chain  is  snapped  in  two. 
Wal,  Well,  it  has  lasted  long  enough.     Here — give  it 

[He  fakes  and  looks  at  the  c/uiin. 
'Twas  the  first  present  of  the  Emperor. 
He  hung  it  round  me  in  the  war  of  Frinle, 
He  being  then  Archduke ;  and  I  have  worn  it 
Till  now  from  habit 
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From  superstition  if  you  will.     Belike, 

It  was  to  be  a  talisman  to  me, 

And  while  I  wore  it  on  my  necfk  in  faith, 

It  was  to  chain  to  me  all  my  life  Jong,  • 

The  volatile  fortune,  whose  first  pledgee  it  was. 

Well,  be  it  so  I     Henceforward  a  new  fortune 

Must  spring  up  for  me !  for  the  poteucy 

Of  this  charm  is  dissolved. 

[  Groom  of  the  Chamber  retires  with  the  vestments,     Wal- 
^lens/ein  rises,  takes  a  stride  across  the  room,  and  stands 
at  last  before  Gordon  in  a  posture  of  meditation. 

How  the  old  time  returns  upon  me !     I 

Behold  myself  once  more  at  Burgau,  where 

We  two  were  pages  of  the  Court  together. 

We  oflentimes  disputed  :  thy  intention 

Was  ever  good  ;  but  thou  wert  wont  to  play 

The  moralist  and  preacher,  and  would'st  rail  at  me — 

That  I  strove  after  things  too  high  for  me, 

Giving  my  faith  to  bold  unlawful  dreams, 

And  still  extol  to  me  the  golden  mean. 

— Thy  wisdom  hath  been  proved  a  thriftless  friend 

To  thy  own  self.     See,  it  has  made  thee  early 

A  superannuated  man,  and  (but 

That  my  munificent  stars  will  intervene) 

Would  let  thee  in  some  miserable  corner 

Go  out  like  an  un tended  lamp. 

Got,  My  Pri1:ice ! 

W^ith  light  heart  the  poor  fisher  moors  his  boat,  ^    . 

And  watches  from  the  shore  the  lofty  ship 
Stranded  amid  the  storm. 

Wal,  Art  thou  already  ' 

In  harbor  then,  old  man  ?     Well !  I  am  not. 
The  unconqnered  spirit  drives  me  o'er  life's  billows  ; 
My  planks  still  firm,  my  canvass  swelling  proudly, 
Hope  is  my  goddess  still,  and  youth  my  inmate ; 
And  while  we  stand  thus  front  to  front,  almost 
I  might  presume  to  say,  that  the  swift  years 
Have  passed  by  powerless  o'er  my  unblanched  hair. 

[He  moves  mth  long  strides  across  the  saloon,  and  remains 
an  the  opposite  side  over  agaifist  Gordon, 
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Who  now  peniBts  in  calling  Fortune  fkke  ? 

To  me  she  has  proved  faithful,  with  fond  love 

Took  me  from  out  the  common  ranks  of  men, 

And  like  a  mother  goddess,  with  strong  arm 

Carried  me  swifUy  up  the  steps  of  life. 

Nothing  is  common  in  my  destiny, 

Nor  in  the  furrows  of  my  hand.     Who  dares 

Interpret  then  my  life  for  me  as  'twere 

One  of  the  undistinguishable  many  ? 

True  in  this  present  moment  I  appear  i 

Fairn  low  indeed ;  but  I  shall  rise  again. 

The  high  flood  will  soon  follow  on  this  ebb ; 

The  fountain  of  my  fortune,  which  now  stops 

Repressed  and  bound  by  some  malicious  star, 

Will  soon  in  joy  play  forth  from  all  its  pipes. 

Got,  And  yet  remember  I  tho  good  old  proverb, 
''  Let  the  night  come  before  we  praise  the  day." 
I  would  be  slow  from  long  continued  fortune 
To  gather  hope :  for  hope  is  the  companion 
Given  to  the  unfortunate  by  pitying  Heaven. 
Fear  hovers  round  the  head  of  prosperous  men ; 
For  still  unsteady  are  the  scales  of  fate. 

Wal,  {muling,)  I  hear  the  very  Gordon  that  of  old 
Was  wont  to  preach  to  me,  now  once  more  preaching ; 
I  know  well,  that  all  sublunary  things 
Are  still  the  vassals  of  vicissitude. 
The  unpropitious  gods  demand  their  tribute. 
This  long  ago  the  ancient  Pagans  knew : 
And  therefore  of  their  own  accord  they  offered 
To  themselves  injuries,  so  to  atone 
The  jealousy  of  their  divinities : 
And  human  sacriflces  bled.to  Typhon. 

[After  a  pa/UM,  seriouBt  and  in  a  tMre  stdbdued  manner. 
I  too  have  sacrificed  to  him — ^For  me 
There  fell  the  dearest  friend^  and  throvgh  my  fault 
He  fell !     No  joy  from  favorable  fortune 
Can  overweigh  the  anguish  of  this  stroke. 
The  envy  of  my  destiny  is  glutted :        . 
Life  pays  for  life.     On  his  pure  head  the  lightning 
Was  drawn  off  which  would  else  have  dhattered  me. 
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Scene  III. —  To  these  enter  Sent. 

Wei,  Is  not  that  Seni  ?  and  beside  himself. 
If  one  may  trust  his  looks  I     What  brings  thee  hither 
At  this  late  hour,  Baptista  ? 

Seni.       ^  Terror,  Duke ! 

On  thy  aceount. 

WaL  What  now? 

SenL  Flee  ere  the  daybreak ! 

Trust  not  thy  person  to  the  Swedes ! 

Wed,  What  now 

Is  in  thy  thoughts  ? 

Serd,  {tffUh  louder  voice,)   Trust  not  thy  person  to  these 
Swedes. 

Wal.  What  is  it  then  ? 

Seni.  (still  more  urgently,)  0  wait  not  the  arriva]  of  theso 
Swedes !  s 

An  evil  near  at  hand  is  threatening  thee 
From  false  friends.     All  the  signs  stand  full  of  hortor  I 
Near,  near  at  hand  the  net^work  of  perdition — 
Yea,  even  now  'tis  being  cast  around  thee  ] 

Wed,  Baptista,  thou  art  dresmuig ! — Fear  befools  thee. 

Seftu  Believe  not  that  an  empty  fear  deludes  lae^ 
Come,  read  it  in  the  planetary  aspeots ; 
Head  it  thyself,  that  ruin  threatens  thee 
From  false  friends ! 

Wal,  From  the  falseness  of  my  friends 

Has  risen  the  whole  of  my  unprosperous  fortunes^ 
The  warning  should  have  come  before  !     At  present 
I  need  no  revelation  from  the  stars  v 
To  know  that. 

Seni,  Come  and  see  L  trust  thine  own  eyes ! 

A  fearful  sign  stands  in  the  house  of  life 
An  enemy  ;  a  fiend  lurks  dose  behind 
The  radiance  of  thy  planet*-0  be  warned ! 
Deliver  not  thyself  up  to  these  heathens 
To  wage  a  war  against  our  holy  church. 

Wal,  (laughing  gentiy.)  The  ooracle  rails  that  way  I    Yes, 
yes !     Now 
I  recollect.    This  junction  with  tibia  Swedes 
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Did  never  please  thee— lay  thyself  to  sleep, 
BaptiHta  !     Signs  like  these  I  do  not  fear. 

Gor.  {who  during  the  whole  of  this  dialogue  has  shoion  marks 
of  extreme  agitation^  and  now  turns  to  WaUenstein,) 
My  Duke  and  General !     May  I  dare  presume  ? 

Wal.  Speak  freely. 

Gor.  What  if  'twere  no  mere  creation 

Of  fear,  if  God's  high  proyidenoe  vouchsafed 
To  interpose  its  aid  for  your  deliverance, 
And  made  that  mouth  its  organ. 

WaL  You're  both  feverish  f  - 

How  can  mishap  oome  to  me  from  the  Swedes  ? 
They  sought  this  junction  with  me — ^'tis  thm  interest. 

Got.  {with  difficulty  suppressing  his  emotion.)  But  what  if 
the  arrival  of  these  Swedes — 
What  if  this  were  the  very  thing  that  winged 
The  ruin  that  is  flying  to  your  .temples  ? 

[Flings  himself  dt  his  feet. 
There  is  yet  time,  my  Prince. 

Seni.  O  hear  him !  hear  him ! 

Gor,  (rises.)  The  Rhinegrave's  still  far  off.  Give  but  the  CNrden, 
This  citadel  shall  close  its  gates  upon  him. 
If  then  he  will  besiege  us,  let  him  try  it 
But  this  I  say ;  he'll  find  his  own  destruction 
With  his  whole  force  before  these  ramparts,  sooner 
Than  weary  down  the  valor  of  our  spirit. 
Ho  shall  experience  what  a  band  of  heroes, 
Inspirited  by  an  heroic  leader. 
Is  able  to  perform.     And  if  indeed 
It  be  thy  serious  wish  to  make  amends 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done  amiss, — ^this,  this 
Will  touch  and  reconcile  the  Emperor 
Who  gladly  turns  his  heart  to  thoughts  of  merey, 
And  Fried]  and,  who  returns  repentant  to  him, 
Will  stand  yet  higher  in  his  Emperor's  favor, 
Than  e'er  he  stood  when  he  had  never  fallen. 

Wal.  {contemplates  him  mth  surprise,  remains  silent  awhile, 
betraying  strong  emotion.)  Godon — ^your  zeal  and  fervor 
lead  you  far. 
Well,  well— an  old  firiend  has  a  privilege. 
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B\ood\  Gordon,  has  been  flowing.     Never,  neyer 

Can  the  Emperor  pardon  me  :  and  if  he  could, 

Yet  I — I  ue*er  could  let  myself  be  pardoned. 

Had  I  foreknown  what  now  has  taken  place, 

That  he,  my  dearest  friend,  Would  fall  for  me, 

My  first  death-oflering :  and  had  the  heart 

Spoken  to  me,  as  now  it  has  done — ^Gordon, 

It  may  be  I  might  have  bethought  myself. 

It  may  be  too,  I  might  not.     Might  or  might  not, 

Is  now  an  idle  question.     All  too  seriously 

Has  it  begun  to  end  in  nothing,  Gordon ! 

Let  it  then  have  its  course.  [Stepping  to  the  window. 

All  dark  and  silent — at  the  castle  too 

All  is  now.  hushed — Light  me,  Chamberlain  ! 

[  The  Groom  of  the  Chamber,  who  had  entered  during  the 
last  dialogue^  and  had  been  standing  at  a  distance  and 
listening  to  it  with  visible  expressions  of  the  deepest  in- 
terest y  advances  in  extreme  agitation ,  and  throws  hvmr 
self  at  the  Duke's  feet. 

And  thou  too !     But  I  know  why  thou  dost  wish 

My  reconcilement  with  the  Emperor. 

Poor  man !  he  hath  a  small  estate  in  Carnthen, 

And  fears  it  will  be  forfeited  because 

He's  in  ray  service.     Am  I  then  so  poor. 

That  I  no  longer  can  indemnify  - 

My  servants.     Well  1     To  no  one  I  employ 

Means  of  compulsion.     If  'tis  thy  belief 

That  fortune  has  fled  from  me,  go !     Forsake  me. 

This  night  f5r  the  last  time  mayst'thou  unrobe  me, 

And  then  go  over  to  thy  Emperor. 

Gordon,  good  night !     I  think  to  make  a  long 

Sleep  of  it :  for  the  struggle  and  the  turmoil 

Of  this  last  day  or  two  were  great.     May't  please  you!  . 

Take  care  that  they  awake  me  not  too  early^ 

[Exit  WuUenstein,  the  Groom  of  the  Chamber  lighting 
hint,.  Seni  follows,  Gordon  remains  on  the  darkened 
Stage  following  the  Duke  with  his  eye,  till  he  disap/fears 
at  the  further  end  of  the  gallery :  then  by  his  gestures 
the  old  man  expresses  the  depth  of  his  anguish,  and 
stands  leaning  against  a  pillar. 
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Scene  IV. — Gordon^  Butler  {at  first  behind  the  scenes). 

But.  {not  yet  conie  into  view  cf  the  ^age.)  Here  stand  in 
silence  till  I  give  the  signal. 

Gor.  {starts  up.)  'Tis  he,  he  has  already  brought  the  max- 
derers. 

But,  The  lights  are  oat.     All  lies  in  profound  sleep. 

Got.  What  shall  I  do,  shall  I  attempt  to  save  him  ? 
Shall  I  call  up  the  house  ?     Alarm  the  guards  ? 

But.  (appears,  but  scarcdy  on  the  stage.)  A  light  gleams 
hither  from  the  corridor. 
It  leads  directly  to  the  Duke^s  bed-chamber. 

Gor.  But  theu  I  break  my  oath  to  the  Emperor ; 
If  he  escape  and  strengthen  the  enemy, 
Do  I  not  hereby  call  down  on  my  head 
All  the  dread  consequences  ? 

But,  {stepping  fonoard.)  Hark  I     Who  speaks  there  ? 

Gor.  *Tis  better,  I  re«gn  it  to  the  hands 
Of  Providence.     For  what  am  I,  that  I 
Should  take  upon  myself  so  great  a  deed  ? 
I  have  not  murdered  him,  if  he  be  murdered ; 
But  all  his  rescue  were  my  act  and  deed ; . 
Mine — ^and  whatever  be  the  consequences, 
I  must  sustain  them. 

But,  {advances.)  I  should  know  that  voice. 

Gor,  Butler  I 

But,  Tis  Gordon.     What  do  you  want  here  ? 

Was  it  so  late  then  when  the  Duke  dismissed  you  ? 

6ror.  Your  hand  bound  up  and  in  a  scarf?  * 

But.  'Tis  wounded. 

That  Illo  fought  as  he  was  frantic,  till 
At  last  we  threw  him  on  the  ground. 

Gor.  {shuddering,)  Both  dead  ? 

But.  Is  he  in  bed  ? 

Gor.  Ah,  Butler  I 

But,    .  Is  he  ?  speak. 

Gor,  He  shall  not  perish  1  not  through  you !     The  Heaven 
Refuses  your  arm.     See — 'tis  virounded  I — 

But.  There  is  no  need  of  my  arm. 
.  ^^^-  The  most  guilty 
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Haye  perished,  and  enough  is  given  to  jus^ce. 

[  The  Groom  of  the  Chamber  advances  from  the  gallery 
ivith  his  finger  on  his  mouth  commanding  silence. 
He  sleeps  !     0  murder  not  the  holy  sleep ! 

But.  No !  he  shall  die  awake.  [Is  going. 

Got.  His  heart  still  cleaves 

To  earthly  things  :  he's  not  prepared  to  step 
Into  the  presence  of  his  God  ! 

But,  {going.)  ,  God*s  merciful ! 

Gor,  {holds  him.)  Grant  him  hut  this  night's  respite. 

But,  {hurrying  off.)  The  next  moment 

May  ruin  alL 

Gror.  {holds  him  UiU.)  One  hour  ! 

But.  Uuholdme!     What 

Can  that  short  respite  profit  him  ? 

Gor.  0— Time 

Works  miracles.     In  one  hour  many  thousands 
Of  grains  of  sand  run  out ;  and  quick  as  they, 
Thought  follows  thought  within  the  human  soul. 
Only  one  hour  !     Your  heart  may  change  its  purpose, 
His  heart  may  change  its  purpose— some  new  tidings 
May  come  :  some  fortunate  event,  decisive, 
May  fall  from  Heaven  and  rescue  him.     0  what 
May  not  one  hour  achieve ! 

But.  You  hut  remind  me. 

How  precious  every  minute  is.  [He  stamps  on  the  floor. 

Scene  V. —  To  these  enter  Macdonald  and  Devereux,  vrith  the 
Halberdiers. 

Gar.  {throvnng  himself  between  him  and  them.)  No,  mon- 
ster ! 
First  over  my  dead.hody  thou  shalt  tread. 
I  will  not  live  to  see  the  accursed  deed  1 

But.  {farcing  him  out  of  the  way.)  Weak-hearted  dotard  ! 
[  Trumpets  are  heard  in  the  distance. 

Dev.  and^ac.  Hark  I  the  Swedish  trumpets ! 
The  Swedes  before  the  ramparts  !     Let  us  hasten  I 

Go9\  {ruffles  out.)  0  God  of  Mercy  I 

But.  {calling  after  kim.)  Governor,  to  your  post  I 
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Groom  of  the  Chatnier,  {hurries  in.)  Who  dares  make  larum 

here  ?     Hush  !     The  Duke  sleeps. 
Dev.  {with  hud  harsh  voice.)  Friend,  it  is  time  now  to  make 

larum. 
Groom  of  the  Chamber.  Help ! 
Murder! 
But,      Down  with  him ! 
Groom,  of  the  Chamber,  (run  through  the  body  by  Devereux, 

falls  at  the  entrance  of  the  gallery.)  Jesus  Maria ! 
But.  Burst  the  doors  open ! 

[They  rush  over  the  body  into  the  gallery — t^co  doors  are 

heard  to  crash  one  after  the  other — Toices  deadmud  by 

the  distance —  Clash  of  arms — then  all  at  once  a  profound 

silence. 

Scene  VI. — Countess  Tertsky  (unth  a  light). 

Her  bed-chamber  is  empty  ;  she  herself 

Is  nowhere  to  be  found !     The  Neubrunn  too, 

Who  watched  by  her,  is  missing.     If  she  should 

Be  flown — But  whither  flown  ?     We  must  call  up 

Every  soul  in  the  house.     How  will  the  Duke 

Bear  up  against  these  worst  bad  tidings  ?     0 

If  that  my  husband  now  were  but  returned 

Home  from  the  banquet :  Hark !  I  wonder  whether 

The  Duke  is  still  awake  !     I  thought  I  heard 

Toices  and  tread  of  feet  here !     I  will  go 

And  listen  at  the  door.     Hark !     What  is  that ! 

*Tis  hastening  up  the  steps ! 

Scene  VII. — Countess,  Gordon, 

Got.  {rushes  in  out  of  breath.)  Tis  a  mistake, 
*Tis  not  the  Swedes — ^Ye  must  proceed  no  further — 
Butler !     9  God  !     Where  is  he  ? 

[Then  observing  the  Countess. 

Countess!     Say 

Coun.  You  are  come  then  from  the  castle  ?    Where's  my  hus- 
band ? 
Got,  {in  an  agony  of  affright.)  Your  husband  I — ^A«k  not  I— 
To  the  Duke 
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Cmin.                              Not  till 
You  have  discovered  to  me • 

Gor,  On  this  moment 

Does  the  world  hang.     For  God's  sake !  to  the  Duke. 

While  we  are  speaking "         {Calling  loudly, 

Butler!     Butler!     God! 

Court.  Why,  he  is, at  the  castle  with  my  husbaad. 

[Butler  comes  froni  the  gallery. 

Got,  'Twas  a  mistake — 'Tis  not  the  Swedes — it  is 
The  Imperialist's  Lieutenant-General 
Has  sent  me  hither,  will  be  here  himself 
Instantly. — ^You  must  not  proceed. 

But,  He  comes 

Too  late.  [Gordon  dashes  himself  agmnst  the  wall.  . 

Got.  0  God  of  mercy ! 

Caun.  What,  too  late  ? 

Who  will  be  here  himself?     Octavio 
lu  Egra  ?     Treason  !     Treason !     Where's  the  Duke  ? 

[She  rushes  to  the  gallery. 

Scene  VIII. — Servants  run  across  the  Stage  full  of  terror.     Tlie 
whole  scene  must  be  spoken  entirely  without  pauses. 

Sent,  (from  the  gallery.)  0  bloody  frightful  deed  ! 

Coun.  What  is  it,  Seni  ? 

Fage.  (from  the  gallery.)  0  piteous  sight ! 

[Other  Servants  hasten  in  taith  torches. 

Coun.  ^Tiat  is  it  ?     For  God's  sake  ! 

Seni.  And  do  you  ask  ? 

Within  the  Duke  lies  murdered — and  your  husband 
Assassinated  at  the  Castle. 

IThe  Countess  stands  motionless. 

Female  Servant,  {rushing  across  the  Stage.)  Help!     Help! 
the  Duchess ! 

Burgomaster,  {enters.)  What  mean  these  confused 
Loud  cries,  that  wake  the  rieepers  of  this  house  ? 

Chr.  Your  house  is  ciursed  to  all  eternity. 
In  your  house  doth  the  Duke  lie  murdered  ! 

Bur.  {rushing  out.)  Heaven  forbid ! 

1st  Ser.  Fly !  fly  I  they  murder  us  all ! 
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2d.  Ser.  (carrying  silver  plate.)  That  way !     The  lower 
Passages  are  blocked  up. 

Voice  from  behind  the  Scene.  Make  room  for  the  Lieutenant- 
General  ! 
[^  these  words  the  Countess  starts  from  her  stupor^  col- 
lects herself  and  retires  suddenly. 
Voice  from  behind  the  Scene.  Keep  back  the  people !    Guard 
the  door. 

Scene  IX. —  To  these  enters  Octavio  Piccolomini  taith  all  his 
train.  At  the  same  time  Devereux  and  Macdonald  enter 
from  out  the  Corridor  with  the  Halberdiers.  Wallenstdn's 
dead  body  is  carried  over  the  back  part  of  the  Stage,  wrapped 
in  a  piece  of  crimson  tapestry. 

Oct,  {entering  abruptly.)  It  must  not  be !     It  is  not  possible ! 
Butler!  Gordon! 

ril  not  believe  it.     Say  no ! 
[Gordon,  loithotU  answering,  points  toith  his  hand  to  the 
body  of  Wallenstein  as  it  is  carried  over  the  haxk  of  the 
Stage.    Octavio  looks  thai  way,  and  stands  overpoicered 
tvith  horror, 
Dev,  (to  Butler.)  Here  is  the  golden  fleece — ^the  Duke's  sword — 
Mac.  Is  it  your  order — 

But.  (pointing  to  Octavio.)  Here  stands  he  who  now 
Hath  the  sole  power  to  issue  orders. 

[Devereux  and  Macdonald  retire  tmth  marks  of  obeisance. 
One  drops  away  after  the  other,  tiU  o?dy  Butler,  Octa- 
vio, and  Gordon  remain  on  the  Stage. 
Oct.  (turning  to  Butler.)  Was  that  ray  purpose,  Butler,  when 
we  parted  ? 
0  God  of  Justice 

To  thee  I  lift  my  hand !     I  am  not  guilty 
Of  this  foul  deed. 

But.  Your  hand  is  pure.     You  have 

Availed  yourself  of  mine. 

Oct.  MercrlesB  man ! 

Thus  to  abuse  the  orders  of  thy  Lord— ^ 
And  stain  thy  Emperor's  holy  name  with  muiHler, 
With  bloody,  most  accursed  assassination  I 
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But.  (calmly.)  Tve  but  fulfilled  the  Emperor's  own  sentence. 

Oct,  0  curse  of  kings, 
Infusing  a  dread  life  into  their  words, 
And  linking  to  the  sudden  transient  thought 
The  unchangeable  irrevocable  deed. 
Was  there  necessity  for  such  an  eager 
Despatch  ?     Couldst  thou  not  grant  the  merciful 
A  time  for  mercy  ?     Time  is  man's  good  angel. 
To  leave  no  interval  between  the  sentence, 
And  the  fulfilment  of  it,  doth  beseem 
God  only,  the  immutable  ! 

But.  For  what 

Rail  you  against  me  ?     What  is  my  ofl^ence  ?  • 

The  Empire  from  a  fearful  enemy 
Have  I  delivered,  and  expect  reward. 
The  single  difierence  'twixt  you  and  me 
Is  this :  you  placed  the  arrow  in  the  bow, 
I  pulled  the  string.     You  sowed  blood,  and  yet  stand 
Astonished  that  blood  is  come  up.     I  always 
Knew  what  I  did,  and  therefore  no  result 
Hath  power  to  frighten  or  surprise  my  spirit. 
Have  you  aught  else  to  order  ? — for  this  instant 
I  make  my  best  speed  to  Vienna ;  place 
My  bleeding  sword  before  my  Emperor's  throne, 
And  hope  to  gain  the  applause  which  undelaying 
And  punctual  obedience  may  demand 
From  a  just  judge.  [Exit  Butler, 

Scene  X. —  To  these  enter  the  Countess  Tertsky,  pale  and  dis- 
ordered. Her  utterance  is  slow  and  feeble^  and  unimpas- 
sioned. 

Oct.  {meeting  her.)  0  Countess  Tertsky !     These  are  the  re- 
sults 
Of  luckless  unblest  deeds. 

Coun,  They  are  the  fruits 

Of  your  contrivances.     T*he  Duke  is  dead, 
My  husband  too  is  dead,  the  Duchess  struggles 
In  the  pangs  of  death,  my  niece  has  disappeared. 
This  house  of  splendor  and  of  princely  glory, 
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Doth  now  stand  desolated  :  the  affrighted  servants 
Rush  forth  through  ail  its  doors.     I  am  the  last 
Therein ;  I  «hut  it  up,  and  here  deliver 
The  keys. 

Oct.  (with  deep  anguish.)  0  Countess !  my  house  too  is  deso- 
late. 

Coun,  Who  next  is  to  be  murdered  ?     Who  is  next 
To  be  maltreated  ?     Lo !     The  Duke  is  dead. 
The  Emperor's  vengeance  may  be  pacified  ! 
Spare  the  old  servants  ;  let  not  their  fidelity 
Be  imputed  to  the  faithful  as  a  crime — 
The  evil  destiny  surprised  my  brother 
Too  si^denly  :  he  could  not  think  on  them. 

Oct.  Speak  not  of  vengeance  !     Speak  not  of  maltreatment ! 
The  Emp'ror  is  appeased  ;  the  heavy  fault 
Hath  heavily  been  expiated — nothing 
Descended  from  the  father  to  the  daughter, 
Except  his  glory  and  his  services. 
The  Empress  honors  your  adversity, 
Takes  part  in  your  afHictions,  opens  to  you 
Her  motherly  arms !     Therefore  no  farther  fears  I 
Yield  yourself  up  in  hope  and  confidence 
To  the  Imperial  Grace  ! 

Coun,  {with  her  eyes  raised  to  heaven.)  To  the  grace  and 
mercy  of  a  greater  Master 
Do  I  yield  up  myself.     Where  shall  the  body 
Of  the  Duke  have  its  place  of  final  rest  ? 
In  the  Chartreuse,  which  he  himself  did  found 
At  Gitschin,  rests  the  Countess  Wallenstein ; 
And  by  her  side,  to  whom  he  was  indebted 
For  his  first  fortunes,  gratefully  he  wished 
He  might  sometime  repose  in  death  !     0  let  him 
Be  buried  there.     And  likewise,  for  my  husband's 
Remains,  I  ask  the  like  grace.     The  Emperor 
Is  now  proprietor  of  all  our  castles. 
This  sure  may  well  be  granted  us — one  sepulchre 
Beside  the  sepulchres  of  our  forefathers ! 

Oct.  Countess,  you  tremble,  you  turn  pale  1 

Coun.  (re-assembles  all  her  powers^  and  speaks  tvith  energy 
and  dignity.)  You  think 
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More  worihily  of  me»  than  to  believe 
I  would  surviTe  the  downfall  of  my  house. 
We  did  not  hold  ouTBelTes  too  mean  to  grasp 
After  a  monarches  crown — ^the  crown  did  fate 
Deny,  but  not  the  tdeling  and  the  spirit 
That  to  the  crown  belong !     We  deem  a 
Courageous  death  more  Worthy  of  our  free  stalion 
Than  a  dishonored  life. — ^I  have  taken  poison. 
Oct.  Helpl    Help!     Support  her  I 
Coun,  -  Nay»  it  is  too  late. 

In  a  few  moments  is  my  fate  accomplished. 

lExU  Countess, 
Chr.  0  house  of  death  and  horrors  1 

[An  officer  enters^  and  brings  a  letter  with  the  great  seal. 
Got.  [fsteps  forward  and  meets  him,)  What  is  this  ?    It  is  the 
Lnpeiial  Seal. 
[He  reads  the  address^  and  ddivers  the  letter  to  Octavio, 
with  a  look  of  reproach^  and  vrith  an  emphasis  on  the 
word. 
To  the  Prince  Fiecolomini. 

[Octamo  with  his  whcte  fraTne  expressive  of  sudden  anr 
guisht  raises  his  eyes  to  heaven. 

The  Curtain  drops. 
VOL.  vn.  2  G 
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NOTES  TO  THE  TRANSLATION, 

I 

KBFBIMTBD  PROX  TBI  FIRST  BDITIOK. 

Page  584,  line  20. 

This  age  and  after-ageB  tpeah  my  name, 

CoxsLD  I  have  hazarded  such  a  Germanism,  as  the  nse  of  the  word 

after-world  for  posterity, — "Es  spreche  Welt  nnd  Nachwelt  meinen 

Nahmen"  might  have  been  rendered  with  more  literal  fidelity : — Let 

world  and  after-world  speak  oat  my  name,  &c. 

Page  684,  line  80. 
Malse  ^y  flesh  shidder^  and  thy  whole  heart  mken, 

I  have  not  ventured  to  afiEront  the  fastidious  delicaoy  of  our  age 
•    with  a  literal  translation  of  this  line — 

"worth 
Die  Emgeweide  sohaudemd  aufzuregen.'' 

[This  is  omitted  in  the  German  as  it  now  stands.— D.  C] 

Page  639,  line  16. 
I  have  here  ventured  to  omit  a  considerable  number  of  lines.    I 
fear  that  I  should  not  have  done  amiss  had  I  taken  this  liberty  mor^ 
frequently.    It  is,  however,  incumbent  on  me  to  give  the  original  with 
a  literal  translation: — 

Weh  denen  die  auf  didb  vertraun,  an  dioh 
Die  sich're  Hutte  ihres  Gluokes  lehnen, 
Gelockt  von'deiner  gastliohen  Gestaltl 
Schnellf  unverhofit,  bei  nSchtlich  stiller  Welle 
Gahrt's  in  dem  tiiok'sohen  Peuersohlunde,  Udet 
Sioh  aus  mit  tobender  Gewalt,  und  weg 
l^eibt  iiber  aUd  Pflanzungen  der  Mensohen 
Der  wilde  Strom  in  grausenderZerstohrung. 

WALLKSBSSOr. 

Du  achildeist  deines  Yaters  Herz.    Wie  du's 
Beschreibst  so  ists  in  seinem  Eingeweide, 
In  dieser  schwarzen  Heuchler-Brust  gestaltet. 
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700  NOTES. 

O  mich  hat  Hollenknnst  getanscht.    Mir  sandte 
Der  Abgrund  den  verstecktesten  der  Geister, 
Den  iugeknndigsten  heranf,  and  stellt'  ihn 
AIs  Freund  an  meine  Seite.    Wer  vennag 
Der  Holle  Macht  zu  widerstehn  1     Ich  zog 
Den  Basilisken  anf  an  meinem  Bnsen, 
Mit  meinem  Herzblttt  nabrt  ich  ihn,  er  sog 
Sich  schwelgend  voll  an  meiner  Liebe  Briisten, 
Ich  hatte  nimmer  Arges  gegen  ihn, 
"Weit  oflfen  Hess  ich  des  Gedankens  Thore, 
Und  warf  die  Schlussel  weiser  Vorsicht  weg, 
Am  Sternenhimme],  &c. 

LITKBAL  TRANSLATIOir. 

Alas !  for  those  who  place  their  confidence  on  thee,  against  thee 
lean  the  secare  hot  of  their  fortune,  allured  by  thy  hospitable  form. 
Suddenly,  unexpectedly,  in  a  moment  still  as  night,  there  is  a  fermen- 
tation in  the  treacherous  g«ilf  of  fire ;  it  discharges  itself  witli  raging 
force,  and  away  over  all  the  plantations  of  men  drives  the  wild  stream 
in  frightful  devastation. 

WALLENSTEIK. 

Thou  art  portraying  thy  father's  heart.  As  thou  describest,  even 
BO  is  it  shaped  in  his  entrails,  in  this  black  hypocrite's  breast. 
O,  the  art  of  hell  has  deceived  me  1  The  abyss  sent  up  to  me  the 
most  spotted  of  the  spirits,  the  most  skilful  in  lies,  and  placed  him 
as  a  friend  at  my  side.  Who  may  withstand  the  power  of  hell?  I 
took  the  basilisk  to  my  bosom,  with  my  heart's  blood  I  nourished 
him ;  he  sucked  himself  glut-full  at  the  breasts  of  my  love.  I  never 
harbored  evil  towards  him ;  wide  open  did  I  leave  the  door  of  my 
thoughts ;  I  threw  away  the  key  of  wise  foresight.  In  the  starry 
heaven,  &c. 

We  find  a  difficulty  in  believing  this  to  have  been  written  by  Schil- 
ler. 


Thb  following  notes  are  from  the  pen  of  the  late  lamented  Mrs.  E 
N.  Coleridge,  the  editor's  sister,  who  was  engaged  in  an  examination 
of  the  translation  of  Wallenstein  with  a  view  to  this  edition,  which 
she  did  not  live  to  complete : — 

KOTB  1. 

About  a  year  and  a  half  ago,  a  writer  in  "The  Westminster  Review" 
undertook  to  prove  that  the  world  had  been  mistaken  all  those  yetn 
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— ^from  1800  to  1850,  that  is,  half  a  century— ia  imagining  that  it 
had  obtained  from  the  pen  of  Coleridge  a  translation  of  Schiller's 
Wallenstein,  creditable  to  English  literature,  both  from  its  poetical 
merit,  and  its  general  fidelity  to  the  spirit  of  the  original  work.  On 
the  contrary,  this  critic,  who  signs  himself  Gr.  H.  E.,  endeavors  to  show 
that  ^  it  would  have  been  better  for  the  poet,  for  the  reader,  and  for 
the  credit  of  the  translator,  had  Mr.  0.  refrained  from  meddling  with 
the  work,  or  confined  himself  to  the  task  of  a  faithful  interpreta- 
tion." 

In  pursuance  of  this  enterprise,  he  brings  forward  a  certain  number 
of  unquestionable  errors  in  the  sense  of  the  German;  errors,  doubt- 
less, well  known  from  the  first  to  students  of  Schiller,  and  admirers 
of  Coleridge  (that  the  report  of  them  reached  the  German  author 
himself,  together  with  the  first  news  that  his  noble  play  had  been 
done  into  English,  we  are  credibly  informed  by  one  who  had  a  personal 
acquaintance  with  him),  and  which  have  not  been  hitherto  generally 
supposed  to  prevent  Mr.  Coleridge's  version  from  being,  on  the  whole, 
a  highly  meritorious  performance.  Of  these  errors  we  shall  proceed 
to  lay  a  list  before  the  reader ;  premisiug,  however,  that  the  greater 
number  of  the  substitutions  to  be  found  in  Mr.  C.'s  pages  are  not,  as 
G.  H.  E.  pronounces  them,  mere  imbecility  and  verbiage,  but  contain 
a  sufi&ciently  pertinent  meaning^  and  make  up,  in  a  homelier  liveliness, 
what  they  lack  of  Schiller's  sedate  dignity — ^that  of  some  others  the 
worst  that  can  be  said  is,  that  the  meaning  b  strained  and  far-sought ; 
and  that  there  are  but  a  Tew  instances  in  which,  it  must  be  confessed, 
the  translator  has  trespassed  against  good  sense,  as  well  as  forgotten 
the  German  language:— 

"Brimful  of  poetry,  o'er  the  briny  ocean,  home 
Soon  he  fell  a  nodding — at  our  house  at  home. 
Nid  nid  nodding— at  our  house  at  home." 

NOTB  2. 

We  now  proceed  to  give  a  list  of  verbal  errors  in  Mr.  Coleridge's 
yersion ;  the  translation  has  remained  entirely  unaltered  from  the  first 
edition  to  the  last 

West.  Beriew,  July,  1850.    Art.  3. 

iPage  858 :  "  Der  Posten,"  rendered  "  travelling-billB,"  instead  of  an 
"  item"  or  "  article  in  an  account." 

Pioo.,  SoH.,  CoL.— ^c^  i.  Se&M  2. 

Page  858:  "Geschmeidig,"  "pliant,"  mistaken  for  "gesohmiedet,'* 
"  hammered  oat."  Pioo.,  Sen.,  Cou-^Act  I  Scene  4. 
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^hmitiiig-fltad.'*  Fioo.,  Sob^  Col.— jle^  i  ift^ntf  9. 

Pag6858:  "'Daaholdekind!"  translated  ''Thevoioeof  myohildl" 
a  bold  gobftltation  for  ^  The  duffming  <Md." 

Pioc,  SoH.,  OoJm-— Act  L  iSb«M  8. 

Page  S«0:  "Was  denn?''    "What  <A<jnr  instead  of  "What?" 

Pioo.,  SoH.,  OoL.— ulc«  iL  Scene  7. 

Page801:  "IstnnserGlaiiViimEaiizel  mid  Altar,"  rendered  "Onr 
liith  haags  vpon  fine  pulpit  and  altar,"  instead  of  "  is  withbnt  pulpit 
and  altar."  Ptoo.,  Boh.,  CoL.-"A€t  fi.  Scene  12. 

Page  863:  "Loaoiig,"  "watehword,**  mistaken  for  "&ldsnng," 
"  redemption."  Boa^  Wasj,^  Ool. — Act  br.  Seene  7« 

Page  895:  "Yersteckteetea,"  "most  seoret,"  mistaken  for"  befleck- 
testen,"  "  most  spotted."  Notes,  p.  684w 
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